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MEMOIR OF THOMAS llOORE. 


Thomas MooKtc was borniti Aimgiar Street, Dublin, May 28, i778* His father 
was a respectable grocer and spirit dealer. Both his parents wore Eoman 
Catholics. 

As early as his fourteenth year, Moore wrote verses, contributing to a 
Dublin magazine, called the Antkologia ffibemica. He was educated hrst, by 
Mr. Samuel Whyte (the schoolmaster £dso of Eichard Brinsley Sheridan) 
and completed his studies at Dublin University ; which was opened to Roman 
Catholic students only the year previous to his entrance at Trinity College— 
1784. While studying the classics he also leained Italian from a priest, 
aud French from a French emigrant. He likewise became a proficient in 
music. 

In 1788 Moore left his own country for England, bringing with him his 
‘ Odes to Anacreon.’ The Foet wm not rich, but he found a kind and powerful 
friend in Lord Moira, who obtjiued permission from the Prince Regent for 
Moore to, dedicate his Odes to His Royal Ifighness, and also raised a profitable 
subscription for their publication. Moore had entered himself a student of the 
Middle Temple on his arrival in England, but the success of his ‘Odes’ 
induced him to abandon the study of tho law, and to adopt literature as his profes- 
sion. In 1 801 he jmblished a volume of Poems under the cognomen of ' Thomas 
Little’— alluding to his own diminutive stature. They were very immoral and 
indelicate, and he felt ashamed of them in after years. 

Tn 1803 he obtained an ap|)ointment at Bermuda, as Registrar to the Court 
of Admiralty. He proceeded thither the next year, but finding tlie duties of 
the post uncongenial, he appointed a deputy to do tlie work in his stead ; and, 
after travelling over part of America, returned to England, greatly disabused of 
the Republican visions which ha<l hauutetl his boyhood and youth. In 1806 
Moore published Jiis ‘ Odes and Epistles,’ which contain Poetical Satires on 
America, and Poems relating to the same country. Jeffrey criticised them with 
great severity in the Edinburgh Review, and Moore, much enraged, challenged 
him. The critic and the poet met at Chalk Farm, but the duel was prevented by 
tiie intervention of the police, when it was found that one of the pistols was 
without a bullet ! Tho intended combatants ended by becoming great friends, 
and the circumstance is only memorable as originating the friendship between 
Byron and Moore— Byron> mentioning the duel with ridicule in “ English 
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Bards and Scotch Eeviei^era,” received, in his turn, a challenge from the high- 
minted little poet ; but the letter was long in reaching its destination, and the 
affair tefminated in a good-natured explanation from Byron, which led to a 
lifelong friendship, tr , 

Moore became the fashion in London, and was a welcome guest at the 
tables of the aristocracy. In 1807 he entered into an arrangement with Mr. 
Power, a musical publisher, to write poems for a collection of Irish Melodies, 
which were to be arranged, etc., by Sir J. Stevenson. These Melodies esta 
blishod the author's fame by the immense popularity they obtained 

In 1811 Moore married Miss Bessie Dykes, a young Irish actress of great 
beauty, who proved a tender and devoted wife. In 1814 be agteed to write 
‘Lolla Rookli’ for Messrs. Longmans, who were to pay him £3000 for the 
work when completed, which was in 1817. His other works—* Sacred and 
National Melodies,’ ‘Loves of the Angela,’ etc., etc., followed in rapid suc- 
cession 

In 1818, M«)ore*s deputy in Bermuda fled with the pwceedR of a ship and 
cargo, leaving Moore answerable for £6000. This circumstance obliged him to 
leave England for a time, and to these enforced tra vein we owe “Ilhymcs on the 
Hoad,” etc. When his affairs were settled, Moore rctunicd to England. 

Moore had three children ; they all died before him. The cIoko of his 
life was as sad as that of the lives of Sonthey and Scott ; for, three years before 
his death he was reduced to a state of sad mental infirmity, requiring all the 
self-devotion of his excellent wife. Ho died at> Slopertou Cottage, in February, 
1852, at the age of seventy- three. 

Moore w’^as au excellent son and husband, and a warm and faithful friend. 
His social accomplishments were of a high order ; his ixictry is graof*f»l «nd 
full of fancy and sentiment. 



ODES OF aNACREO^. 
1800. 


DEDICATION. 


TO HIS BOriL BIOBHESB 

THE PRINCE OF WALES. 

Srrt, —la allowing me to dedicate this work to your Royal Highness, yon have 
conferred upon me an honour which 1 feel very sensibly ; and I have only to 
regret that the pages which you ^atethu8 distinguished are not more dosorving 
of such illustrious patronage. 

Believe me, 

ftlR, 

With every sentiment of respect, 

Your Royal Highness's 

Very grateful and devoted Servant, 


THOMAS MOORE. 



It may t>d neoeisary to mfntioa that, in arranging the Odes,, tho Trajislatof 
has adopted the order of tie Vatican MS. For those who wish to refer to the 
original, has prefixed an Index wmen niarKs the number of each ode in 
Biirnes and the other editions* 
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AN ODE BY THE TRANSDA^. 


fijTt l>ohms TWiriiffi, 

Tiytoj iror’ 6 pL(KiffTi/}S 
'IXapos yeXbjv tmro, 

MiOvup T€ Kai Xvpii^m' 

AfL<l^t aVTOP ol B' €p0T€S 
* A TraXot cvPex^pev^av' 

*0 (ieXij TO Tijn Ki/^Tjpijs 
K7rotet» if'uxvf oi<rrovi' 

0 Be \cuKa irop^vpoLai 
Kpiva <Tvv /WSotcrt w\e^a%^ 
ffre<^t)iv yepQpm’ 

'H Be 0ca«»'iiaya<T<ra, 

iroT* OXv/XTTOD 
ViOopm AvixKpeovra^ 

Bd-oyjwcra tous cpwros, 
'Tirojuti5ttt<r«ras ctire* 

5’ u>s AvtLKpeoPTQ. 

Tof ero^roTOJ» 

KaXtwo'^r oZ ffo^ffrat, • * * 
, T*, 7epw*', Ttoy ftiop pep 
Tcms epmi,^ rip Auai(p, 


K’ ovx e/ioi KptHTftp edffixas; 
Tt ffnXfjpa 77}% Kv^pnsi 
Tt KvireXXa rov Amiopi 
Atei 7* eTpwftrfffas ^Bup^ 

OvK e/xouf i^ojoouf 

Om euQp Xoxw*' owtoi' ; 

*0 35 Ttjiqs /leXiffTTjs 
Mijre Biftrxfpatyti 
'On, 0ea, erov Y apev pitp, 
'0 iro(puirtir6% aTaproju 
tlapa nap cotptap Ka\ovp,at 
Ttw. Xvpi^ta, 

Mcro Ttap KoXuv ywouKutp 
A0eXwi Be repTTPa iratfw, 
Us \vp7) yap, epov Tjro/ 
AvaTTPei pop^vs ef tarns' 

‘Q5e piorov yaXTjpriP 
<^iXewv paXitrra vttPTmP^ 

Ov ffoipos peXipBoi etpi ; 

Ti9 <ro0(t;repDJ pep etrn } 


REMARKS ON ANACREON. 


Thkhk is vefj^ little known with certainty of the life of Anacreon. Ohamaeleon 
Heracleotea, who wrotcp uxjon the subject, has been lost in the general wreck 
of ancient literature. The editors of the jx>et have collected tne few tfifliuff 
anecdotes which are scattered through the extant authors of antiquity { and 
supplying the deficiency of materials by fictions of their qwn imagmatiou, 
they have arranged wliat they call a life of Aiiapreon. These specious 
fabrications are intended to indulge that interest which we naturally feel in 
the biography of illustrious men ; but it is rather a dangerous kind of illusiou, 
as it confounds the limits of history and romance,* and is too often supported, 
by unfaithful citation.** 


, 1 ^rhe History of Aniwmm by Gacon {lepoete 
•ani/ard) ia profeaaedly a romance; nor doea 
ISafidmoisolla ^uderi, from whom he borrowed 
the idee, twetend to biatorical veracity in her 
account of Anacreon and Sappho. Thwo, then, 
arc allowable; but how cun ^mee be forgiven, 
who, with all the confidence of a biographer, 
traces every wandering of the poet and settles 


him In his old age at a conntry villa near 
TCos? 

* The learned Bayle has detected sometnddeb- 
ties of quotation in Le Fevre. i>tcffeamiire 
Hiitciriquat etc. Madame Paoier ia not more 
accurate than her (hther ; they have almost made 
Anacreon prime minlater to the monarch of 
Samoa, 

2 
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oms OF ANAOmON 


Out pcM>t was bom in to city of T4os,* in the ddicious region of Tonia. 
where everything respired volnptuousness.i The time of his birth appears to 
bave been m the si^cth century befo^ Christ, « and he donrished at that remark- 
able period when, under the poKshed tyrants Hipparchus end Polyctates, 
Athens and Samos wefe to rival asylums of genlm Tlie name of his father 
is doubtful, and therefore cannot he very interesting* His family was perhaps 
illustrious ; but those who discover in Plato that be was a descendant of the 
monarch Codrus, exhibit, as usual, more seal than accuracy.* 

The disposition and talents of Anacreon recommended him to the monarch 
of Samos, and he was formed to be the friend of such a prince as Polycrates. 
Susceptible only to the pleasures, lie felt not the corruptions of the court ; and 
while Pythagoras fled from the tyrant, Anacreon was celebrating his praises 
on the lyre. We are told, too, by Maximus Tyiius, that by the influence of 
his amatory songs he softened the mind. of Polyorates into a spirit of bene* 
volence towards his subjects. 

The amours of the poet and the rivalship of the tyrant*! sliall pass over 
in silence ; and there are few, I presume, who will regret the omission of most 
of those anecdotes, which the industry of some editors has not only promulged, 
but discussed. Whatever is repugnant to modesty and virtue is considered in 
ethical science, by a supposition very favourable to humanity, as impassible ; 
and this amiable j^rsuasion should be much more strongly entertained where 
the tnmsgression wars with nature as well as virtue. But why are we not 
allowed to indulge in the presumption ? Why are we officiously reminded that 
there have been such instances of depravity ? 

Hipparchus, who now maintained at Athens the power which his father 
Pisistratus had usurped, was one of those elegant princes who have polished 
the fetters of their subjects. He was the^flri^t, according to Plato, who edited 
the poems of Homer, and commanded them to be sung by the rhapsodists at 
Ihe celebration of the Panatlienma. As his court was the galaxy of genius, 
Anacreon should not be absent. Hipparchus sent a barge for him ; the poet 
embraced the invitation, and the muses and the loves were wafted with him 
to Athens.® 

The manner of Anacreon’s death was singular. We are told that in the 
eighty -fifth year of his age he was clioked hy a grape-stone ; ® and however wo 
may smile at their enthusiastic partiality, who pretend that it was a peculiar 
indulgence of Heaven, which stole him from the world by this easy* and 
characteristic death, we cannot lielp admiring that hi.s fate should .Ixj so 
emblematic of his disposition. Cselius Calcagninus alludes to this catastrophe 
in the following epitaph on our poet : 


’ The Asiatics were as remarkahlfl for genius 
M for luxury. * Infpeuia Asiotica incljrta per gentee 
fecere pocUu, Auacreon, Inde Mimnermus et 
AntiTna<xhas,* ete*— AWinwi. 

« I hive not attempted to define thepartJcuiar 
Olympiad, but have adopted the idea of Payle, 
who says, < Je n’ai j)Olnt mitrqud d’Olympiade; 
car, pour un homme qul a v«cu 85 an«, 11 mi‘ 
nembie quo Ton ne doit point e’en^rmer dans 
des bornes si etroites.' 

i This mistake te founded on a false Interpre- 
tatiun of a very obvious pasfUMfe in Plato s Dia- 
logue on Temperance ; it originated with Madame 
Daoter, and has been received frophcitly by 
mapy* Oail a- late editor of Anacreon seem^ 
to claim to himself the merit of d 'teettng this 
error; but jfiaylqbad observed it before him. 


* Ir. the romance of Clelia, the anecdote to 
which 1 allude is told ofayounq girl, with whom 
Anacreon fell in love while she personated the 
god Apotio In a mask. But hero Mademoiselle 
UiiidcH con&ulled nature more than truth, 

* There is a very interesting Pronch porm 
founded upon this anecdote, imputed to Desyve- 
taux, and called Amrrton Cito^m, 

® Fal>ricms appears not tn trust vwy impHcitly 
in this story. It must be eonfbssed that uneian/ 
who telle ns that Bophdcles was choked a 
grape-stone, in the very same treatise rnmttl^s 
The longevity of Anacreon, And yet is silent on 
ilte manner of his death. Obuld he have been 
ignorar^ of such a Temerkahle cohmidence, or* 
knowing, could he have neglected to remark it? 
Sec Bezier’s Introduction to bis Aaiitoreon, 
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'Hieii, tiaiowed «lgo, tboM Up» inim pfxm^ fkm 
the sweetest lepses ef the 4 

A nape has closed for everl 
Here m the Iry kiss the poet's tomb, 

Here let the rose ha loved with lauims bldom, 

Is baodi that sMi’er shall sever t ^ 

not &r be thou, oh ) fhr, uhhol v vine, 

By whom the favonrite mlDStiel of the Nine 
Kxpircd his rosy breath . 

Thv God himself now blushes to confess, 

Blinoly vine ! he fcel^ he loves thee less, 

Since poor Anacreon's death !* * 

According to some authorities, Anacreon and Sappho were contemporaries ; 
und anj thought of an interchange between hearts so congenial in warmth of 
ps^ion and delicacy of genius givt*& such play to the imagination, that the 
mind loves to indulge in it. * But the vision dissolves before historical truth ; 
and Cliamaeleon and Ilcrmesianasr, who are the source of the supposition, are 
considered as having merely indulged in a poetical anachronism.^ 

To infer the moral dispositions of a poet from the tone of sentiment which 
pervades his works, is sometimes a very fallaoioas analogy ; but the soul of 
Anacreon spaks so unequivocally thiough his odes, that we may consult them 
as the faithful mirrors of his heart,'* We find him there the elegant voluptuary, 
diffusing the seductive charm of sentiment over passions and propensities at 
which rigid morality must fiown. His heart, devoted to indolence, •seems to 
think that theie ih wealth enough in happiness, but seldom happmess enough 
iu wealth ; and the cheerfulness with which he brightens his old age is 
intorestmg and endearing: like his own rose, he is fragrant even in decay. 
But the most peculiar feature of Ins mind is that love of simplicity which ho 
attubutes to hinistU .«o ^eTy fcdtngly, and which breathes cliaraoteristically 
through all that he has sung. In tiuth, if we omit those vices in our estimate 
which ethnic religion not only connived at, but consecrated, we shall sav that 
the disposition of our j>oet was amiable; his moraluy was relaxed, but not 
'ibandoned ; and Virtue wdth her vone loosened may be an embler of the 
character of Anacreon * 


' At te, Ranofr aencx, acinus sub tartars nuait, 
CyjcntaJ cUiwlt qui llbi vocifi iter. i 

V08, Bederip, tumiUum, tuinulum ros, dngrte 
Uuri ; • I 

Hoc rosft perpetuQ vernct odora lo<?o, I 

At viti8 prooul nmc procul hmcodiosa fWsisat, ) 
Qua* caoaarrj dira* protuljt, uva, uocw, | 
Creditiir ipse minus vitcm jam Bacebus amaro, I 
In vatem tanturo quai tmt ausa neias. I 

* Barnes is convinced of the svnehronlsra of | 
Anacreon and Sappho, but very gratuit Uhlv. lu 
fitlnw lus authoritus, it is §1 range that he nec* \ 
Icctea the lino which Fulvnis Prainua hati quoted, ' 
aa from Anacreon, among the tesUmouies to 
i>appho ; 

Xofiwv eitrupor Xair^ irapBtvw 

Fabrictus thinks that th<)iy might have been 
contemiiorary, but considers their amour as a 
tale of imagination. Vossins rejects the idea 
entirely : as also Olans Borriddns, etc. eto. 

* An Italian poet, in some verses on Belleau's 
translation of Anacreon, pretends to imagine that 
our bard did not feel as he wrote : 


hyamm, Yenerem, Cupudinemqae 
beuex lusit Anacioun poeta, 

Sfd quo tempore nee Cfipaciores 
Rogabat cyathos, nee inqmctis 
Urebatur emonbus, sed ipiie 
lantum veraibus el jocls amabat, 
Nuiiuin pne so habitum gerens amantia 

To Love and Baoefaiu, ever young, 

While sage Anacreon touched the lyiw 

He neither felt the loves heanng, 

Kor filled his liowl to B^hus higher. 

Those flowery days had faded long, 

When youth could act the lovers part ; 

And pamkm trembled in his song, 

But never, never reached hia heart. 


> Anaerew'a character baa been vaiiooah 
eohnired. Bamea Jingen eo it with enthinrasSc 
admintloB ; b«t he is always extinvagaat, li net 
sometirnsa even profane, fiaillei who is in the 
epposlMsocti^ exi^^ the uatl. 

aaoolN which he hsa eenaulted , and we fantrrt 
i^ely agwe with him When he dtsa anch a «e«^ 
piler ii AtheaM, as ^na dee phks aavsha 
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Of liiK pei>^ imd j^Hymogoomy time lute preecarved mth undert^dn meMoriiiXi, 
tiiml perhaps it were batter to leave the pencil to looc^ ; and Uw can read the 
Odea 0^ Anacreon without ima^tnitig the form of the aniinated old bard, 
crowned with roaea, and ainging to the lyre. 

After the very enthu^tic ettlofinuma bestowed W the anoienta and 
modems upon the poems of Anaoueon, we need not be oi^yent in expr^uang 
our raptures at their beauty, nor hesitate to pronounce them the most poliahM 
remains of antiquity, The^ are all beauty, all enchantment.* He steals ua 
so insensibly along with him, that we aympatdiize eventn bia excesses. Jn 
his amatory odes there is a delicacy of oomtdiment not to be found in any 
other ancient poet. Love at that period was rather an unrefined emotion ; and 
the intercourse of the sexes was animated more by passion ihao smitiment. 
They knew not those little tendernesses whidli form the spiiitual part of 
affection ; ^eir expression of feelii^ was therefore rude and unvaried, and the 
poetry of Love deprived of its most captivating graces. Anacreon » however, 
attained some ideas of this gallantly ; and the same delicaov of mind which let! 
him to this refinement prevented him from yielding to the freedom of language 
whicli has sullied the pages of all the other poets* His descriptions are warm ; 
but the warmth is in the ideas, not the words. He is simrtive without hoing 
wanton, and ardent without being lioeutions. His poetic invenlaon is most 
brilliantly displayed in tlioso allegorical fictions which so many have endeavoured 
to imitate, because all have confessed them to be inimitable. Simplicity is the 
distinguishing feature of these odes, and they interest by their innocence while 
they fascinate by their beauty : they are, indeed, the infants of the Muses, and 
may be said to lisp in numbers. 

I shall not be accused of enthusiastic partiality by those w-ho have read and 
felt the original ; but to others I am conscious that this should not be the 
language of a translator, whose faint reflection of these beauties can but little 
justify his admiration of them. 

In the age of Anacreon music and poetry were iusemrahlc. These kindred 
talents were for a long time associated, and the poet always sung his own com- 
positions to the lyre. It is proWde that they were not set to any regular air, 
out rather a kind of musical recitation, which was varied according to the 
fancy and feelings of the moment * Tlie poems of Anacreon were sung at 
banquets as late as the time of Aulus Gcllius, who tells tia that he heard one 
of tne odes performed at a birthday entertainment.'^ 

pritiquoB de dt$ Swam, | * * We roaj perceive/ says Voat^iue, Mhat the 

M,C,V. . , iterstion af his word* condaces very mueh to 

Barnes conld not have read the patrsase to ! the sv^eetness of his style/ Hcni 7 Stephen 
which he refers, when he accuses Le Fevre of ! remarks the same beauty in a note on the torty- 
having censured our poet*fl character in a note ( fourth ode. This figure of jfceration is hts most 
cm LionginuB; the note In question Is manifest ' appropriate grace. The modern writers of Ju- 
irony, in allosion to some reprahension which renilia and Baeia have adopted it to ati eicess 
ha Fevre had sufihred for his Anacreon ; and it which destroys the effect 
is evident that praise rather than censure is inti- * Xn the Paris edition there are four of Che 
mated. original odes set to miisic.hycttisens Lefiasui; 

1 Besides those which are extant, tie wrote Gossec, Mcbul, and Cheruhini. '' On ehanto du 
hymns, elegies, epigrams, ete. Some of the epi- l^atin et de rltalien,* says Gail, *queIqaefoii 
grams still exist. Horace allodea to a poem of mSme sans les entendre ; qtii emp^ehe que nous 
his upon the rivalry of Circe and Penelope in the ne chantiops dee odesGre<!ques F' The cnromatic 
affecUons of Ulysses, Hb. i. od. 17: The scholiast learning of these composers is veiy unlike what 
upon Nieander cites a fragment from apoCm wearatoldof the melody of the anieieffiW^ 
upon sleep by Anacreon, and attrlbntes to him 'and they have all mistaken the aceentoatlon of 
likewise a medicinal treatise. FulgenGus meu* the woim. 

dens a work of his upon the war between Jupiter * The Parma commentator is rather careless in 
^ the Ttas, and the origin of tbeemseeration referring to this passage of AoHts Orllius (lib. 
efihe ehgla xix. cap, 9).^ *^he ode was not sung by the 




(the KiigttilB* ib^ut^ di our piH'i ftu^ : teality 

irith vliieh be ep^em to Imve trifled, beve b number 

of imitfttiQi]ii. mme beve eueoeeded udib 

rliscerued in ibe few odes which am etkihutefl to wyjtem of a Isiter period^ 
But none ol emulators have beta so daagems to flune as those Omek 
ecclesiastics of the early ages, who, ooss<^o||ieof mfenonty to th^ prototypes, 
determined <m removing the possibility of oompanson, md, under a s^noblaoee 
of moral aeab'^destroyS the most exquisite treasum of antiquity, Bappho 
and Aloieus were among the ^ctima of this vkdatiou ; and the sweetest iSowers 
of Grecian literature ^ beneath the rode hand of ecclesiastical presumption. 
It is true they pretended that Ibis mmdm of :geniua was canoniaed by the 
interests of riimgion, bnt I have already aiskued &e most prebahle motive;^ 
and if Gregorius Nasaanzenus had not wrmen Anacreontics, we xniglit now 
perhaps have the works of the Teian unmntilated, and be empowerea to say 
exultingjy with Horace, 

Kac «l qjsld ohm tturii aasoreon 

Betovit ataa.* 

The 2 eal by which these bishops professed to be actuated gave birth more 
innocently, indeed, to an absurd species of parody, as repugnant to wety as it 
is to taste, where the poet of voluptuousness was made a preocw of the 
gospel, and his muse, like the Venus in armour at Lacedaemon, was arrayed in 
all the sevGwties of priestly instruction. Such was the Amordm Medan,%tns, 
by Carolus de Aquino, a Jesuit, publish^ 17^1, which consisted of » series oi 
palinodes to the several songs of our poet. Such, too, was the Christian 
Anacreon of Patrignanus, another Jesuit, "who preposterously transferred to a 
most sacred subject all that Anacreon had sung to festivity. 

His metre has been veiy frequently adoplM by the modem Latin poets. 
Hcaliger, Taubman, Barthius,* and others, have evinced that it is by no 
means uncongenial with that language.^ The Anacreontics of Scaliger, how- 
ever, scarcely deserve the namet they are glittering with conceits, and, 
though often elegant, afU always laboured. The beautiful fletions of Angerianus'^ 
have pieserved more happily than any the delicate turn of tliose allegoric^ 
fables which, frequently glassing through the mediums of version and imitation, 
have generally lost their nnest rays in the transmission. Many of the Italian 
poet^have sported on the subjects and in the manner of Anacreon. Bernardo 
Tasso drst introduced the metre which waS afterwards polished and enriched 
by Chalwiera and othefs. If we may Judge by the references of Degen, the 
German language abounds in Anacreontic imitations ; Hagedorn is one 


rhetoncian Julitmus, sb he sd^b, bat h; the 
minBtrels of both sexes, who were introdaced at 
the entertaiooienf!! 

* We msy petodvc«by the heghming of the 
first hymn of Uiahoj^ dyneBiaB, tint he made 
Anacreon ond Si^pho ms modeile of composi- 
tion: 

' Aye im, Xiyeta 

M«ra Ti^l'aif 001809^, 

* M«9:a A€pffitair n p,oXiroi*. 

Margunlw sad PsauisceiinB were likewise 
anthdM of pious AnaereoiiUda. ' 

> 1 have seen Homewhnre an, account of the 
iMBS. of Barthiue, written juat sM hla diBat^ 
which fnentloaB many mere Anameontlmefliie 
Ibm 1 beltevs ham ever been iMmish^ 


< Thns, too, Albcrtna, a Banish poet i 

FidU toi mlnistsr 
Oaudebo semper esse 
Oandebo semper iUi 
Bttarelhuremnlso; 

Qandebd eempor ilta 
Landam pnmUUliB 
AnaoreoimcilllB. 

See the BsoiSb Fnete ooUeoted hy ^ 

These pretty httlenoBseB defy translatSbn, 
There ia a verv heautifhl Anacreontic by Hniso 
Orotiae. See ilb. i Farra^nil 

* Frm Angejdaiins Prior Jm taken molt 
elegant mythologhMd anldec^ 
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mm&mmy wlio luwe aastmod lum aa a model. La Farre^ ChaiUie^ and tKe 
ol^er ught poets of Fmnce, liave professed, too, to cultivate the ‘muse of 
T#os 4 hut they have attained all her uegligence, with little of the moe that 
mbellisEos it. In the delicate bard of Bc£irae^ we hud the kiudm spirit of 
Auacreou ; some of h^ gassoUes, or sou^, possess all the eharaoter of our^et. 

We come now tp a retrospeo^of the editions of Anacreon* To hfenry 
Stephen we are indebted for naviug Erst recovered his remains from the 
obscurity in which they had reposed for so many ages, found the seventh 
ode, as we ate told, on the cover of an old book* and communicated it to 
Victorias, who mentions the ciroumstanoe in his VanotM Stephen 

was then veiy young, and this discovery was considei'ed by some critics of that 
day as a literary imposition.^ Jn lEW, however* he gave Anacreon to the 
world, ^ accom^ied with Annotations and a Latin version of the grpiter part 
of the odes. The learned stlU hesitated to receive them as the tmics of the 
Teiaii bard, and suspected them to be the fabrication of some monks of the 
sixteenth century. This was au idea from which the classic muse recoiled ; 
and the Vatioau manuscript, consulted by Scsliger and Kalmasiua conErmed 
the antiquity of most of the poems, A veiy inaccurate copy of this MS. was 
taken by Isaac Vossius, and this is the authority which Barnes has followed in 
his collation ; accordingly, he misrepresents almost as often as he quotes } and 
the subsequent editors, rtdying upon him, have spoken of the monuscriiit with 
uot less confidence than ignoran<K?. 'Ihe literary world has at length been 
gratified untb this curious memorial of tiie poet, by tbe industry of the Abl)4 
Spaletti, who iu 1781 published at Borne a fac-simile of the pages of the 
Vatican manusftript, which csoutained the odes of Anacreon."* 

Monsieur (lail has given a catalogue of all the editions and translations of 
Anacreon* X find their number to be much greater than I could possibly have 
had an opportunity of cousulting. 1 shau therefore coutent myself with 
enumerating those editions only which I have been able to collect ; tiiey are 
very few, but 1 believe they arc tbe most important : — 

The edition by Henry Stephen, 1554, at Paris ; the Latin version is, by 
Colomesius, attributed to .Toliu Dorat. 

The old French translations, by Bonsard and Bellcau— the former pub- 
lished in 1555, the latter in 1556. It appears that Henry S^tephen comm uni. 
cated his manuscript of Anacreon to Bonsard before he published it, by a note 
of Muretus upon one of the soonets of that poet. « 

The edition by Le Fevre, 1660. , 

The edition by Madame Dacier, 16$ I, with a prose translation ® 

Tlie edition by Longepierre, 1684, with a translation in verse. 

The edition by Baxter ; London, 1696. 

A French translation by La Fosse, 1704. 


1 Bse Todenni on the learning of the Turks, as 
tranaUted by De Cournard, Prince Can^em]r 
has made the Buiwians acquainted with Anacreon. 
Bee his Lilh. predaod to a tranidr^iou of hn 
Batires, by tho Abb^ de Guaaco. 

^ Bobcrtellus, iu his work tie ^aHme eorri’ 
protfoauees these verses to be tiifliugs ot 
some insipid Givscist. 

* fionsard conunernometee this event t 
Je vay boire k Heart Etienne 
Qni des enfors nous a rendn, 

Da vieil Anacreon perdu, ' 
douce lyre Teienne.'-^ xv. bookA- 


t fill the bowl to Stephen's name. 

Who resoued from the gloom of night 
Tho Telan bard of festive toe, 

And brought his tiying lyre to light. 

* This manuscript, which Spaletti thinks as old 
as the tenth century, was brought tVom the Pala- 
tine hito the Vatiemt iLibrary ; it is a kind Of 
anthology of Greek epigrams. 

* The author of yowelUe de Ia def 
ZetL praises this translation very Uberally. f 
have always thought it vague and tpirltlest. 
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L’ffUtvtn du Odes d’Anaeriod, by Honuew GtMM ; 17X2. 

A trannktion in Eni^sh verse, by several iJll* ia wWeh the odea 
by Cowley are inserted^ • 

The edition by Barnes; London, 1721, . . " 

The edition by Dr. Trapp. 1733, with a LaMn versien iu elegiac metre. 

A translation in English verse, by John Addison, 1736, 

A collection of Italian translations of AiuwreoUi published at Venice, 1730, 
oousieting of those by Corsini, Begnier, Salvini, Marohetti, and one l>y several 
anonymous authors. 

A translation in English verse^ by Fawkes and I^r. Brooxne, 1700.^ 

Another, anonymous, 1766. 

The edition, by Smletti, at Borne, 1781 ; with the fao-siinile of the 
Vatican M8. 

The edition by Degen, 1766, who published also a German translation ol 
Anacreon, esteemed the best. 

A translation in English verse, by tFrciuhart, 1767. 

ITie edition by CHtoyen Gail, at Pans, seventh year, 1766, with a prose 
translation. 


I This U the most complete of the fiagUsh traiulafcio&ft. 




ODES OP ANACEBON, 


.ODEL* 

I SAW the of pleaeure. 

Hie minstrel of tne Tekn mensure ; 
*Twas in a vision of the night. 

He beamed uiion my wandering sight : 
I heard his voifie> and uvannly pi'essed 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 

His tresses wo^'e a silvery dye. 

But beauty sparkled in his eye ; 
garbled in his eyes of fire, 

"Arough the mist of soft desire.® 

His li{) exhaled, whene’er he sighed, 
The fragrance of the raqy tide ; 

And, as with weak and reeling feet. 

He ^me my cordial kiss to meet^ 

An infant of the Cyprian band 
Guided him on with tender hand. 
Quick from his glowing brows he drew 
His braid, of many a wanton hue ; 

I took the braid of wanton twine, 

It breathed of him and blushed with 
wine. 


But tear away the sanguine string, 

For war is not the theme X sing. 
Proclaim the laws of festal rite,^ 

I’m moni^oh of the board to-night ; 
And all around shall brim as high, 

I And quaff the tide as deep as I ! 
j And when the cluster's mellowing dews 
I Their warm^ enehauting balm inwe, 

I Out feet shall catch the elastic bound, 
And reel us through the dance s round. 
Oh Bacchus ! we Siall sing to thee, 

In wild but sweet ebriety ! 

And flash around such sparks of 
thought. 

As Bacchus could alone have taught I 
Then give the harp of epic song, 

Which Homer’s finger tnrOIed along 
But tear away the sanguine string, 

; For war is not the theme I sing ! 

t 

ODE iri.« 


I hung it o’er my thoughtless brow, 
And mi I 1 feel its magic now 
I feel that even his garland’s touch 
Can make the bosom love .too much ! 


ODE II. 

,(Hve me the harp of epic song, 

Wliich Homer’s finger thrilled along ; 


* Tbl« ode is the first of the serlcsis the Vstiean 
raainist’Hpt, which attribates it to no other poet 
than Anacreon. They who assert that tlie mann ■ 
eeript Imputes it to Basitius Itavo hecu misled i>y 
the words in the mari^in, which are merely in- 
tended as a title to the following pde. Whether 
it be the prodiietion of Anacrees) or no|^ it has all 
thefesturrsof ancient simplicity, andisobcanti- 
fa\ imitation of the poet's happh st manner. 

* The eyes that are humid and fiuctnating show 
a propensity to pleasure and love ^ they bespeak, 
too, a mind of mlcgrity and bencticcnce. a gens* 
rosity of di^Qsition, and a genius for poeti^, 

Baptista Porta tells us somo strange opinions 
of the ancient physiognomists on this subject, 
their reasons for which were carious, andiherhfms 
not altogether fanciful,— rids Phi^iognom. Jo- 
JBantiif. Faria, 


j Listen to the Muse's lyre, 

I Master of the pencil’s fire ! 
i Sketched in painting’s bfdd disi)lay, 
j Many a city first tiortray ; ^ 

' Many a city, revelling free, 
j Warm with loose festivity, * 

I Picture then a lyisy train, 

Bacchants straying o'er the plain ; 

Piping, as they roam along, 


® This idea, as Loiigeplerrc remarks, is in an 
CiHgmm of tlie sevetith book of the Anthohgia t 
B^ore fiot irii^OKTi ovi'earraiuia'a 
AaSpf7 rot/9 iSiovs afi»^<)^aAe crvupiovouif 
JJvp oXdop dairm jxt. 

While I unconscious quaffed my wine, 

'Twaa thru Ihy fingers alyiy stole 
Upon niy brow that wreath of thine, 

Which since has maddened all my soul I < 

* The ancients prescribed certain laws of 
drinking at their mstieals, for an account of 
which see the imminentators. Anacreon here 
acts the symposlarch, or master of the foetival. 

* La IV)sse has thonglrt proper to lengthen 
this poem by considerable iuterpolations of his 
own, which he thinks are indispensably neces- 
sary to the completion of the description. 
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Boundelay or fthepWd-Bong, 
Piunt me nex!t, if miutiog may 
Such a theme as this |K>rtray, 
All the happy heaven of love> 
These elect of Cupid prove. 


ODE m 

VaicAK ! hear yoxa glorioitB task 5 
1 do toot from your labours ask 
In gorgeous panoply to shiuu, 

For war was no^er a sport of mine. 

No — let mo have a silver howl, 

Where I may cradle all my soul j 
But lot not o’er its simple frame 
Your mimic constellations dame ; 

Nor grave upon the swelling side 
Orion, scowfiug o’er the tide. 

I care not for the glittering wain, 

Nor yet the weeping sister train. 

Hut oh ! let vines luxuriant roll 
Their blushing tciidi ils round the howl. 
While many a rose-lipped bacchant 
inaid^ 

Is culling clusters in their shad^ « 
l^et svlvan gods, in antic shapes. 
Wildly prcHs the gushing graijes ; 

And flights of loves, in wanton ringlets, 
Kilt around on goliien winglots j 
While Venus, to licr mystjc bower, 
Beckons the rosy viutagc-Povier. 

1 IlkiR in the odr whieh A ulus Gellius tells us 
was pcrforiucd by nuQstrrUi at au enter tauuncut 
whoi e he was present. • 

* 1 have piven this aeoordiuff to the Vatican 
inanus(Ttpt, in which the ode conciudes with 
the loilowiug lines, not mserteU toeeurately in 
any of the editions s 

notijcroif ofiireAov; juioi 
Ktt/ fiorpvns KttT* rti'Twi/ 

Kai Tpvywflros, 

rioiei de Xii)iw Qivovt 
AjjroSttTuc irarowTo^, 

Tovf trarvpow ytAwvrds, 

Kat TOVi eptom , 

Koii llvScp'iiv' yckto^av, 

* *OfLov itoAtp Auai^, 

l£p<ura K* 

^ IhiSon thiuhs that this pdo is a more modem 
Imitatioti Ql the pruoertlng, There is a poem by 
Cselius CalcasrninuR, in tho manner of both, where 
he gives instructlotia about the making of a ring: 
Turnabis annuLuin miht 
£t Utbre, et apte, at oommode, etc. etc. 


ODK 

Gb ma a <mp with hAliau^ grace, 
Deep a$ the rich ^d h% vdee, 

Which on the s]^rine of Spring reposes, 
W|fen shepherrls hail that hour of roses, 
Grave it with themes of chaste design, 
Formed for a heavenly bowl like mine, 
Display not there the barbarous rites 
In which religious zead delights ; 

Nor any tale of tragic fate, 

JVhich history trembles to relate ! 
No— cull thy fancies from above, 
Themes of heaven and themes of love 
Let Bacchus, Jove’s ambrosial boy, 
Distil the grape in drops of joy ; 

And while he smiles at every tear, 

Lot wsnn-oyed Venus, danemg near, 
With spirits of the genial bed, 

The dewy herbage deftly tread. 

Let Love be there, without his anus, 
In timid nakedness of charms ; 

And all the Graces linked with Love, 
Bluahiug through the shadowy grove, 
While rosy boys, disporting round, 

In circlets trip the velvet ground ; 

But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 

I tremble for my rosy boys 


9DE VI.# 

As late 1 sought the spangled bowers, 
To cull a wreath of matin Bowers, 


* An allusioa to tlie fable that Apollo had 
killed his bt loved boy Hyacinth wbif*^ playing 
with him at quoits. *This,' says bu yobse, * is 
assuredly thu sense of the text, mid it cannot 
admit of any other/ 

The italitm translators, to save themselveii 
the trouble of a note, ha\ 0 taken the liberty ot 
roakmff Anacreon explain this fh>de. Thus Sab 
vini, the most literal of auy of them; 

Ma eon lor non giuoohi Apollo; 

Che In hero liseo 
Co) duro disco 
A Giadnto fiaood il ooHo, 

' Tho Vatieau MG. pronounoes this beautiful 
fiction to be the genumo offsprloir of Anacreon. 
It has all the fba^ores of the parent; 

ct fheile inaclis 
Moadietur ab omnibus. 

The commentafora, however, have atlrtbuted il 
to Julian, a royal poet 



0DE8 OF AN AOBEOXr. 


n 


Wlier^ many an Wtfly tow 'w^as weeijing, 
Hoimd tbo urchin Oupid>slwpmg.^ 

I caught j&c hoy^ a goblet's tide 
Was nchiy mauthng by my aide, 

I caut^ht him liy hie defray mng, 

And u^belm’d him in the racy spring. 
Oh ! then 1 drank the poisoned oowX 
And Loire now nestles in my soul ! 
Yes, yes, my soul is Cupid’s nest, 

I feel him fluttering in my breast. 


ODE VII.2 

The women tell me every day 
That all my bloom has jiassed away. 
^Behold,’ the pretty wmitona cry, 
^Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 


1 Tin? idea h prettily imitated m the following 
epigram by Andreas Naugerius : 

Florentes dom fbrie vegans mea HyoHaper hortos 
lent odoratis lilia cana rosia, 

Boce rosas inter laiituniem mvcnit Amorem 
ht simul onncxii) floribtu impiumt. 
tuctatur pnmoi ei contra nitentibos alia 
IndomitDS tentat solvere vincla puer, 

Mox nbi lacteolas et dignos matre papiUas 
Vidit ct ora ipsos nota movere Dcos, 
Imposilusque comoi ambrosios at gentit odores 
Ouosqae legit dlti messe beaiiis Arabs; 

* I (diKitj mea, quffire novum tibi mater Amorem, 
Itupeno sedes h«c orit apta meo/ 

As fair Hyclla, through ihe bloomy grove 
A wreath of many mingled flowerets wove, 
Withiu a rose a sleeping love she found, 

And in the twisted wreaths the baby bound. 
Awhile be struiofl^d, and impatient tried 
To break the rosy bonds the virgin tied ; 

But when he saw her bosom's milky swell, 

Her features, whore the eye of Jove might dwell ; 
And caught the ambrosial odours of her hale, 
Ebb as ther breathings of Arabian air; 

'Oh ! mother Venus' (said the raptured child 
By ebams, of more than mortal bloom, beguiled), 
'Go, seek another boy, thog'st lost thine own, 
HyeUa's bosom shall be Cupid's throne 1* 

rhit epigram of Kaugenos ta imitated by bodo- 
vioo Polce, m a poem beginning . 

If entre raceogUe hor uno, hot altro fiore 
Vicina a uti rio di ohiare et Intud* oudsy 
Lidia, etc, etc. 

/ Alberti has imitated this ode, in a poem be- 
ginidxig, 

Kisa mf dice e Clorl 
Timi, to se' irar veglio. 

* Haoiy Stepben very justly remarks the ele- 
gant negligeiim Of expresslimm the origmslh^^ I 


The tocks upon tuy brow ate feUr, 
And, like the rest, they're untheriug 
too 

Whether de<3ine baa thinned roy hair, 
I’m sure 1 neither know nor care ,* 

But this I know, and this I feel, 

As onward to the tomb 1 steal, 

That still aa death approaches nearer, 
The joys of life art sweeter, dearer 
And had I but an hour to live, 

That little hour to Miss I’d give I 


ODE V1U.«^ 

I CAES not for the idle state 
Of Persia’s king* the neh, the gi'eat !* 

Eyit) KOjUUlV fLttf 
Etr' «n aitijAdov 
Oun' o(Aa. 

And Longepicite has adduced from Catullus 
what he thinks a sbahir uistAuco of this smi* 
plicity of manner: 

Ipse qnis sit, utmm sit, on non ait, id quoqut. 
uesiit. 

Longep^rre was a fmod critic, but perhaps th( 
line wuftb he has selected is a sjH^men of a care 
lebsness not very elegant, at the same time, I 
confess that none of the Latin poets *havc over 
appeared to me so caiiabh* of imnatb g tin 
graces ul Anacreon as Catullus, jf h.id not 
allowed a depraved imaglDation to hurry luin xo 
otten into vulgar lieentiousness 
* Pontanus has a very dclU^ate tliought upon 
the subject of old age 

Quid Tides, Natrona f senem quid temnis aman- 
tern f « 

Qmsquis amat null& cst coiidiUone senes. 

Why do iou sWn my want of youth, 

Aud with ft smite my brow behold ? 

Lu^, dear < believe this truth, 

That he who iovea cannot be old. 

^ ' The German poet Lessing has Imitated this 
<dc. Vot i. p. H.* — Ihgtn, &mi de JSdt- 
iwntbut, 

JAiiter conjectures that this was written upon 
the uccasion of our poofs returning tbe mouey 
to Polycratee, according to the aiieodote in 
Stobieua, 

•• There Is a frsarnwnt of Archilochus in Plu- ' 
tarch, * Be traiMjimhtate anlmi,' which our poet 
has very closely imitated here : tt begins, ' 
Ov ftOi fa TVy*M rw woAvxptwov fuhet 
In one of tbe monkish Imitators of Anacreon we 
find the same thought : 

spitttai, 

Tt <rot yeeVflrAu / 
dsAits IVysw, Tft ftM mj 
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I envy not the throne, • 

Nor wi»h the treasured gold my own. 
But oh ! be mine the roey braid, 

The fervour of my brows to ahade; 

Be mine the mioMt riehly ai^hing, 
Amidst my hoary treases flying.^ 

To day 1*11 haste to qimff my wine, 

Aa if to morrow ne’er should shine ; 
But if to*morroW eomea, why then— 
I'll haste to qtmtT toy wkte agm? 

And thus while all our days are bright, 
Nor time has dimmed thar bloomy 
hght, 

Let us the festal hours beguile 
With mantling cup and cordial smile ; 
And shed from every bowl of wine 
The richest drop on Baochns’ shrine ! 
For death may come with brow nn- 
pleasant, 

May come when least we wish him 
present, 

And beckon to the sable shore, 

And grimly bid us -drink no more I 



Al<miaaon:'4^^'K 
Wasfewted, 
Orestes^toPii 


....... h'^jedi. 

Frantic mo^tain-t 

And why t— f»( tjnfdered md§her*s shade 
B^om their oonsdons fancy played ; 
But 1 can ne’er a xaufderer be, 

" ^me: 


Yet can 1 rave, in wild delkhi 
‘ I uillr— I will be mad ta^mghi 
The son of dove, in days of yore, 
Imbrued his hands iu yontMul gore, 
And brandished with a Maniac joy, 
The quiver of Ihe expiring boy : 

And Aj*ax, with tremendous shield, 
Infuris^ scoured the guiltless deld. i 
But I, whose hands no ouiver hold, 
No weapon but this dash Of gdd, 

The trophy of whose frantic hours 
Is but a spattered wreath of dowers ; 
Yet, yet can sing with wild delight, 

* I will— I will ne mad to-night r 


ODE IX* 

I PRAY thee, by the gods abof o? 
Give, me the mighty howl I love, 
And let me sing, in wild delight, 
*1 will— I will be mad to-night !* 


> On account of Ikis idea of perfuming tlie 

beard, ComelSus de Pauw prononnees tiie whole 
ode to be UiO »Duriou« production of aomc lasei- 
vious monk, Who was nursing his beard with 
ungifents. But he should have known that this 
was an ancient Kaatern cuafiotn, whtcli, If we may 
believe Savary, still exists. * Vous voyez, Mon- 
sieur (»ay«th»9 traveller), qucJ'nsage antique de 
so parfumcr la ti^te et la harbo, edlAbrd par le 
prophets Hoi, subsuite encore oe nos jours. — 
Lettre 13. Savory likewise oitos this very ode of 
Anacreon. Angcrlanus 1ms not thought the idea 
ineonsisteut ; He has introduced it in the follow- 
mg lines: • . 

Hwo mihi curiL rosis et cingnre tempora myrto, 
Kt enras muho dilapidare mero. 

Haec mihi oura, comas et barbam tingere succo 
Assyrio et daleea continaere Jobos. 

• Thu 1^ my cOre to twine the rosjf wreath, 

And drench my aorrowt fn the ample bowl : 

To let my beard the Assyrian ungnent breathe, ^ 
And give a loose to levity of lonl 1 

> The poet here U in a lirwnri^etdnynieiit^aQd 
It Ui meed, * amahllU mflama/ . 

Furor dl pqeak 


ODB X,3 

Tell me huw to pumsh thee, 

For the mischief done to me ! 

Silly swsdlow I prating thing, ^ 

Shall I (dip that wheeling wm^ 

TripUeato fbrore, » 
BaceOfApollQ,,et Amore. 

MUraUi dd CUvatisr JfoiHno. 
This U, as ficailger express it, 

' I nsanire dnlce, 

£t tapldnm furere huotem. 

* This ode is addressed to a swallow. I find 
from Dogen and from GailU in^ox. that the Ger- 
man poet Weisse has imitated it, Schera. Ididtr^ 
lib. lU carm. S; that Hamlcr also has imitated H, 
SUmdda$et lib. iy p. 335 ; and senneothers. 

We axe reined by t>egeu to that stupid book, 
the Efdiik* qf tenth ejd^ie, thit^ 

book, where lm>hon complains to Eraatou ot 
being wakened, by the crowing of a cock, from 
his vii5onoifrhmei.i 

< The loquacHr of the sbroUow was p^ov^f^ 
foiaiisfld ; tans NlOoatratus s 

£i ro eat VoAAa «m Tawwv AaAtw 

llv toe dUewtv waoavvisnv, ol vsXtSuDCv 

%XrfOv^ inv^pomtOtspat woAw ' 

If in pratlag from morning till night, 

A sign of ouf wiMom there he. 
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%/ns dM of old' 

(SO il)ie f&l>)od talo is told), 

Shan I toi-r that tongue away, 
dTongue that uttered auoh a lay ? 
Bow unthinking bast thou ! 
XiOUg before the dawn was aeOn, 
When I slumbered in a dream, 
^ve was the delicious theme !) 
Just when I was nearly blest, 
iih i thy matin broke my rest I 


ODE XV 

* Tell me, gentle youth, I pray thee, 
What in purchase shall I pay thee 
For this little waxen toy, 

Image of the Paphian boy !’ 

Thus I said, the other day, 

To a youth who passed, ray way. 

* Sir ’ (he answow, imd the while 
Answered all in Doric style), 

‘ Take it; for a trifle take it ; 

Think not yet that I could make it s 
Pray believe it was not I ; 

No -^it cost me many a sigh, 

And 1 can Uo longer keep 
Uttle gods w^ho murder sleep P 

* Here, then,* here,’ I said, with joy, 

* Here is silver for the boy ; 

He shall be my bosom guest, 

Idol of my pious breast !’ 
little Love ! thou now art mine, 
Warm me with that torch of thine ^ 
Make me feel as X have felt, 

Or thy waxen frame shall melt. 

I must bum with warm desire, 

Or thou, my bcy, in yonder fire I 


ANACmN. 


ODE Xlt , 

Thev tellhow Aiys, waW withWa, 
Roams the mount and, hai^ted grove ; 
Oybde’s name he how^ around, « 

The glooniy Idast retnrai^ tW sound 1 
Oft too by Cflaros^ hal^wed i^ring,* 
The votaries of the laureled king 
Quaff the inspiring siimgio stream, 

And rave in wildpi^netic dream. 

But frenzied dreams are not lor me. 
Oreat Bacchus is my deity I 
Foil of mirth, and full of him, 

While waves of peifome round me 
swim ; 

While flavonred bowls are full supplied, 
And you ait blushing by my side, 

I will bemad and raving too-— 

Mad, my girl ! with love for you ! 


ODE xni. 

1 WILL, 1 will ; the conflict’s past, 
And ril consent to love at last. 

Cupid has long, with smiling art, 
Invited me to yield my heart ; 

And 1 ||ave thought that peace of mind 
Should not be for a smile resigned ; 
And I’ve r^olled the tender lure. 

And hoped my heart should sleep 
secure. 

But slighted in his boasted charms, 
The angry infant flew to arms j 
He slung his quiver’s golden frame, 

He took his bow, his Siafts of flame, 
Aud proudly Summoned me to yleltl, 
Or meet him on the martial fleld. 

And what did I unthinking do ? 

I took to arms, undaunted too 


^Modern poetry has confirmed the name ot 
Philomel upon the nighti&gsl^ ; hut nuuiy very j 
respeotabieancieutiMsijBmed thia motamorphose | 
to rrogn^, aud made Ptntomel the swallow., as 
AMcreon does heroi 

* it is difficult to preserve with sny graee the 
narrative simplicity of this cxle. and the kupacur 
of the turn with wtiieh it eouekdes. , 1 reel that 
the translation must appear very vi^d, .If not 
Ittdicrouiii to an English reader, 

^ I have adopted the acceniaatkm which EUaa 
And)^ gives to Cyhelc i . 

In montibos Cyb^len ^ 

Msgno sonans boatn. 

> this fonnhi^a was in a grove, eonseeated to 
Apolhb m iltaated batweea Colophon and Le* 


bedos, in Ionia. The god bad an oracle there. 
Bcahger has thus aUaded to it In his Anacreon* 
tica; 

Seniel nt eoneitUS mstro, 

Velnti qot Glorias equaS 
Ebibere loquaces, 

Qtto plos eannnt, plnra vOhmt, 

* Lougepisrre 1 ^ quoted an epigram the 
Xntholo^ in which the poet assumes fieofion as • 
the armooragahist £ 4 OV 0 i 

'OirXtw/Mtt irpov spHtVii 94pk wepvOiOi Aoymymv, 
Ov^ wteifirm, ftopof mv wpos 4va. 

0mt69 lyv (k 

BoKXoy exjft n ftovot WpOV Bv’riy { 

With Beasmi I cover my hreaet as a shield. 

And fearleisijf meet Uttta love in the ^Id; 
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AiBonifMl vhield, ud spear, 

And, lilte Pelides, spoiled m fear, 
rkea (kear all 3 m Powers above 1 ) 

I fought wilk I fought ivith 
iSve 1 

And no# aaroytn all were shed-* 
And I had Jnat in terror fled— 

When, heaving aai indignant sigh. 

To see me thus uawouhded fly, 

And having nOw no other dart, 

He glanoea himself into my heart 
My heart— alas the Iilekless day I 
Keceived the god, and died away. 
Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield ! 
Thy lord at length was forced to yield. 

rhufi fighting his godship, t'U ne*er he dinmajed 
But if BacchuH should e««r advanee to hit aid, 
Aloa ! then, unable to ceutoat tlie two, 
(Jnibrtunate warrior ! what should I do? 

This idea of the irrosietihilitf of Cuiiid and BoC' 
*hus uuited. is delicately eipressed in an Italian 
poem, which is so very Auacreontle, that Z may 
be pardoned for Introduciag it Indeed, U is an 
imitation of oni poet's sixth ode: 

Lavossi Amore in qn^ vieino dmne 
Ove ffiuro f Pastor) che bovend lo 
Bevel le fiamnne, anzi I* istesto Dto, 

Cb*or con i‘ humide plume 
IdMcivetto mi seherza al cor intorcll. % 

Ma che sarei s' io lo bevessi un giomo. 
Bacdo, nci tuo liquoro ? 

Sarei, piu che non sono ebro d’Amore, 

The urchin of the bow and quiver 
Was bathing in a neighbouring nyer. 
Where, as 1 drank on yestor'eve 
(Slicpherd-youth ! the tale believe), 

’Twas not a cooling crystal draught, 

Twos liquid flame 1 madly quaffedi 
^\)r Love Was in the rippling tide, 

I felt him to my bosom glide; 

And now the wily wanton minion 
Plays o’ormy heart with restless pinion. 
This was a da>’ of fatal star, 

But'were it not more fatal »r, 

Ii; Bacchus, in ihy cup of fire, 

] found this flattering, young desire? 

Then, then indeed my soul should prove 
Much moi*e Uian ever, drunk with love I 

1 Drydcn lias paroled this thought in tlie Ibl- 
lowing extrava^t lines t 

l*m all o'er Love j 

Nay, T am Love; Love shot, and shot so &8t, 
Be shot himself into my breast at last 

* The poet, ih this eatoiegoe Of his mietressei, 
means nothing more tl^ by a lively hyperbolo, 
to toll ns that his heart, anfettored hv any one 
was warm with devotion towards the sex 
in general. Cowley is thdebtod to this odn fbr 
the hint of his ballad eallod l%e Ckromett; and 
the limed Kenagt has imitatod It in a totoeh 


Vain, va 
My fde*g withiiKi 4^ i 




OBU JQV,^ V/ ' '' 

CaiTKT bie; tm Ihp skmmw treea, 

Every harf thht oourte the breeze j* 
Ooaat me^ o& the foamy deep, 

Every wave thaii ginks to eleep i \ 
Then, when you have numbma sbeae 
Billowy tides and leafy trhmi, 

Couot me all the flames T proven 
All the gentle nymphs I k)ve» 

First, of pure Atheuian maids, 
Sporting in their olive shades, 

Anacreontic, of whtoh the fnltowlnig Is a trans 
lation 

Tell the foliage of thA woods. 

Toil the billows of the floods, 

Number midnight's stariy store. 

And the sands that emwd the shore t 
Then, my mpn, thou may*st count 
Of my loves the vast mboont 1 
Pve been loving, all my daysr 
. Many nymphs, la many ways, 

Virgin, widow, maid, and wife— 

I've been doting all my life. 

Naiads, Ner^ds, nymphs of foraitaics, 
Ooddesses of groves and monntoins, 

Pair and sabl^ great and small, 

Yes— i swear rvo loved them ail I 
Kvery passion soon was over, 

1 Was hot a momehfs lover; 

Oh ! I’m ttUth a roving df, 

That the Queen of Love herself, 

Though she practised all her waesi 
Rosy blushes, golden smBeSi 
All her beauty^s proud endsavour 
Could not chain my heart for ever I 
* This ^gure is very itoqnently made use of ip 
poetry. The amatoiy writers have exhausted a 
world of imagery by it; to express the inflnfty of 
kisses which they require fh)m the lips of their 
mistresses: in this Catullus led the way. 

— quam Bidera muita, cum tacet nox, 

FurtivQB hominum videntamores; 

Tam te basis mwlta basiare. 

Vesano satis, et supet Catullo est: 

Qoffi nec pornumewwe entioal 
iv^sshit, neo mala flisdnare Jibgua,— Oarm. t 
As many ateliar ms of Ugh^ 

As through the iiient waste tonight, ' 
Oaxing l^hls world of shade, 

WithMis ebrno itberat youth and maid. 

Who, ndr m tkoa, and Amd as I, 
lf» stolon joys enamoured lie t 
Bdnmny kisses, wre Istornber, 

Upon those dew*brlght lips X'lZ numherr \ 
So many veitoil, honeyed kisses, 

Envy ean never oountuur blieses. 

No tongue shall tell the sum but mtoOa 
JibUpsehaUikeeiiuMiebuttbii^ ^ 
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i^ay reo^w JuGit; A soore ; 

Nity, til grant y6tL Meen mom. 
la tho svmet Corinthian grove, 
Where the glowing wantons rove,^ 
Chmns of unties may;be founds 
Ohain.^ by which my heart is bnund^ 
f here indeed are girls divine, 
Dangerous to a soul like mine 
Many l}loom in Lesbos^ isle ; 

Many in Ionia smile ; 

Ehodes a pretty swarm nan boast i 
Caria too contains a host* 

Sum these ajl— of brown and fair 
^on may count two thousand there I 
Wlmt, you gase I I pray you, peace i 
More I’ll tihd before 1 cease. 

Have I told you all my flames 
’Mong the amorous Syrian dames ? 
Have I numbered eyery one 
Glowing under Egypt’s sun ? 

Or the nymphs who, blushing sweet, 
Deck the shrine of love in Crate ; 
Where the god, with festal play, 
Holds eternal holiday ? 

Still in dusters, still remain 
Cades' warm desiring train 
Still there lies a myriad more 
On the sable India's shore ; 

These, and many far removeil, 

All are loving— all are loved ! 


CD? XV. 

Tbju. me why, my sweetest 4ov»,^ 
Thns your humid pinions movoi 
Shedding through air, in ahowors, 
Essence of the &tmiest iosf^rs ? 

Tell me whither, wheune ypU rove, 
Tell me all, my hwnetest 
Curious stranger 1 I beteng 
To the l>ard d Xnian song: 

With his mandate now 1 
To the nymph of asufs eye ; 

1 All ! that eye has maddened many. 
But the po^ more than any 1 
) Venus, for a hymn of love 
j Warbled in her votive grove® 

I CTwas, in sooth, a genSe lay), 

I Gave me to the bard away, 

I See me now, his faitiiful minion, 

‘ Thus, with softly “gliding pinion, 

To his lovely girl I bear 
Songs of paasion through the air. 

! Oft he blandly whispers me, 

: * Soon, my bird, ril set you fine.’ 

{ But in vain he’ll bid me tly, 

; I shall serve him till I die. 
i Never could my plumes sustain 
' Eufllid^ winds and chilling rain, 

I O’er the iflains. or in the doll, , 

I On the mountain s savage swell ; 


* Corinth was very femCan for th« beauty and | 
the number of its courtezans. Venus was the | 
deity prindpaUy worshipped by the peopto, and ! 
prostitution in her temple was a ipentorioos act j 
of religion. Conformable to this was their eou' | 
dant and eolenm prayer, that the gods would 
Increase the jmmbcr of their eonrteeaha. 

' * With justice baa the poet attributed beauty 
to the women of Oreece,’— l^epen. 

* The GadiUnian girls were lUe the Baljh 
di^es of India, whose.danees are thoa described 
by a French author: * licss danses sent presque 

' toutes dee pantomimes d'amourf le plan, le dessiu, j 
leg attitnd^ les mesurea. les sons, et les cadences . 
de eas batl^, tout respiro eette passion et cn [ 
eaprime ies volnptds et las forears.'— { 
d« Cotmeree det Surop. deeM #« de«» 


* The dove of Anacreon^ bearing a letter from 
the poet to his mistress, is met by a stmiiger, 
with whom this dialogue is hnagtned. 

The aocieitts made use or letter>earryiiig 
pigeons, when they went any distance Jtroni 
m^e, as the most certain means of couveyinq 
intelligence bach, IShat tender domestic attach* 
ment, which attracts this delicate lit tie bird 
through eveiy danger and difficulty, till ii Hcttles 
in its native »?st affords to thoelsR^t author of 
Tftc Plecaum of Mmmy a fine and interesting 
exemplification of his subject. 

I.ed ty what chart, transports the timid dove 
The wreaths of conquest, or the Vows ofhtve? 
Bee the poem. Daniel Ue^nsius lias a similar 
Bcntimeiit, spealtlng of Dousa, who adi^Wd this 
method at the siege of Leyden : 


The musk of the Gaditablan feii^des haa all 
the voluptuous character of their dancing, as 
appears from partial : 


Cmtioa odi Nili flni tShiditana STtsurrat. 

-ab.iU.epig,d3, 

]>odovieo Ariosto had this ode of our bard in 
hk mind, when he wrote his poem ‘ De dlvends 
ameidbtis/ Sec the Ilaknm> 


Quo patriie nou tendtt amor f Mandate reterre 
i^ostqoamhondDemPeqQiitmiMere>misitavem. ^ 
Fuller tells us that, at tlie Siege of Jcnuttletn, 
the Christians tetexicepted a, loiter Ued to the 
tegs of a dove. In which the Persten Emperor 
promised assteianea to the besieged. See 
Wi Moljf rrev. cap. 44, booh 
^ * This pasgaim is tevaluable, and I do not 
think that anythteg so beantiful or so delicate 




OJOSB OlP 


1 ? 


Seeking in the desert irood 
Oloomy belter* rostic food. 

Now I load a life of ease, 

Far from snob retreats as these \ 
From Anacreon’s band J eat 
Food dolioions, viandu sweet ; 
Flutter o'er bis goblet’s brim^ 

Sip tbe foamy wine with him. 

Tbet) 1 dance and wanton round 
To tbe lyre’s beguiling sound } 

Or with gontlyTanuing wings 
^Hiude the minstrel While be sings : 
Ou his harp then sink in slumb^, 
Dreaming still of dulcet numbers 1 
This IS aU-^away— away— • 

Vou have made me waste the day. 
How I chattered ! prating crow 
Never yet did chatter so. 


ODE XVt.J 

Thoit, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mimic form and soul infuse 


Best of paintm I OOtn^ 

The lovely maid tb$?t*# far away* 
Far away, my soul ! thou art^ 
But I’vo thy beauties all by h^rt 
Paint her jAty ^jWets straying. 
Silinr twine in •tendrils playing ;♦ 
Ana if painting hath the skill 
To make tbe spicy batm distil,* 
Let eveiy little lock exhale 
A sigh of perfume on the gale. 
Where hei* tresses’ curly now 
Darkles o’er the brow of Snow, 

Let her forehead beam to light 


Burnished as the ivory bright,- 
Let W eyebrows sweetly rise 
In jetty arches o’er her eyes, 

Gently in a oresceht glidings 
Just commingling, just dividing. 
But hast thou any sparkles warm, 
Tbe lightning of her eyes to form ? 
Let them efmse the azure ray 
With which Minerva’s glances play, 
And give them all that liqiud*fire 
That Venus' languid iQ^es respire.® 


hac> ever been ssid. Wbat an Idea does it give of 
the poetry of the man from whom Venus herself, 
the mother of the Griwesand the Pleasurft., for* 
ehascs a little hymn with one of hoi* tavourito 
doves • ' — Uimffrptcrre. 

Pc Pauw dbjert»' to the authenticity of this 
ode, because it makes AnacnKin hi» own pane- 
ffynsl; hut poets have a licence for praising 
thomselvcR, which with some indeed may be con- 
sidered aa comprised under theirgeneral privilege 
of fiction. 

* This ode and the next may bo calUnJ compa* 
nion nicturw; they arc highly finished, and 
;?i\c an excellent idea of the taste of the 
ancients in bianty. Franciuus Junius quotes, 
them m his third book, £k TJeiura Veittua. 

This ode has been imitated by Konsard, 
Gluhano Gosclini, etc. cto. Scaiiger alludee to 
It thus m his AnacrMMliai ! 

(dim lepore biamlo, 

Litis versibus 
Candidus Anacreon 
Quam pingem^ Amicus 
Pweripsit Venerem suam. 

, The Teian bard, of former dayn, 

Attuned his sweet descriptive lays, 

• And taught the painters hand to trace 
His fair belovod’e every grace I 

In the dialogue of Caspar PaTlieiis, entitled J» 
formota »d dueenda, tlie reader Will find many 
curious ideas and descriptions of beauty. 

I Imve Iblluwed the reading of the Vatican 
MS. Painting is called * the rosy art/ either in 
reference to colouring, or aa an Indefinite epithet 


of excellenee, from the awoelatkm of beauty with 
tiiat fiuwer. Saivini haa adopted tide reading in 
hiB litoral translation : 

Pella rosea arte signore. 

^ If the portrait of this beauty be not merely 
ideal, the omis'«ic of her name is much to be 
regretted. Meleager, in an epigram ou Ana* 
creon, menUons *the golden koryp}! ' as bis 
mibtr^: 

Be|3Ai|)c^ TipvfTfrjv x*^P^ EvpvmiAiji'. 

* The ancients have been very enthusisstic in 
their praises of hair, Apulelus, in the second 
book of his Miiosiaw, says ttmt Venus herself, if 
she were bald, though surrounded by the Oraces 
and the Loves, could not be pkaslng even to her 
husband Vnlcan. 

To this passive of our poet Sclden alluded in 
a note on the Poijfofbam of Praylon, song the 
second *, where, observing thal the eifithet ‘black- 
haired ‘ was given by some of the aniicnte to the 
goddess Isis, ne says : * Nor will 1 swear but that 
Anacreon (a man very judicious in the provoleing 
monvcfi of wanton love), Intending to bestow on 
his sweet mistress that one of the titles of 
woman's spMial ornament, wolhhaired, thought 
of this wlien he gave his painter direction to 
make her blaek-haired.' 

^ Thus Philostrattts, speaking of a picture: ‘ i 
admire iiie dewiness of these roses, and conld 
say that thoir very smell was painted/ 

0 Tasso has pointed the eyes of Armido, as Ia 
Fosse rcfflarks; 

Cmal raggio in onda le scintilla mi risa 
Negii umidi ocefai tremolo « laseivo. 



18 , 


0DH8 OF AMAO^EON. 


dieek be isliod 
SlttaSliie wkite awd mellow i‘ed ; 
illradodf tints, as when tWo glows 
In snowf milk the bashful rosOr 
Then her lip, so rich in blisses 1 
Sweet petitioner for kisses 
i?ottting nest of bland persuasion, • 
Ilipely suing Love’s invasion, 

Tto beneath the velvet chin, 

\>niose dimple shades a Love within,^ 
Mould her neck with grace descending, 
In a heaven of beauty ending ; 

While airy charms, above, below, 
Sport and Hotter on its snow, 
bmw let a floating, lucid veil 
Shadow her limbs, but not conceal 
A charm may pee^ a hue may beam, 
And leave the rest to Fancy’s dream. 
Enough — ’tis she ! 'tis all I seek ; 

It glows, it lives, it soon will sjjeak 1 


ODE XVIL* 

And now, with all thy pencirs truth, 
Portray Bathyllus, lovely youth 1 

Within her humid, melting cycii 
A hriUiant ray of laughter )1 «b, 

M os the broten solar beam 
That tremblcA in the amre stie&m. 

The minirled eipresslon of dignity and tender- 
nesB, which Anaoreon require* the painter to in- 
ihBe Uito the tyes of his imstrees, is more amply 
described in the subsequent ode. Both descrip- 
tions are so cxqtii.si.te)y touched, that the aftist 
must have been great indeed, if lie flid not yield 
in painting to the poet. 

» The ‘lip, provoking hisses,* in the orlainal, 
is a strong and beautifiU expression. Achilles 
Tatius speaks of ‘Jins soft and delicate for ki«a- 
iuff/ A grave old commentator, Diomsius 
liiimhliius, m Ids notes upon Lucretius, tells us, 
with all the authority of experience, that girls 
who have large lips 'kiss intlnitely sweeter than 
others ! ' ^uavius viros oscalantur puelt« lubiosa?, 
qnam qum sunt brevibus lahris. And ASuerus 
Sylvius, in his tedious, uninteresting story of the 
adulterous loves of Kuryalus and Lueretio, where 
particularizes the beauties of the heroine (in 
avery thlse and laboured etyte of latinUy),de- 
jpcribeaherlipi os exquisitely adapti^ for hiring; 

parrum deoenaque, laMa eoranin! eblori« nd 
morsum opllsslma.'— IH life. f. 

» lladamn Dacler has quoted here two pretty 
lines of Varrm 

fiigilla in mento iuipressa Amoris digitulo 
y^iglo demonstraut motlitndinem. . 

In her chin is a delicate dimple, 

By ihe fltigflt of CunW impreoti 


Let his hair, iu laiises bright, 

Fall like streaming rays of light 
And there the tmiSu’s dye etmiuse 
With the yellow sunbeam’s huea 
Let not tlfie braid, with artful twine/ 
The flowiug pf his blocks epadne ,* 

But loosen every ring, 

To float ujion tlie breese’s wmg. 
Beneath the fiont dl polished glow,- 
Front as Ikir as inountam snow, 

And guileless as ike dews of dawn, 

Let the majeatie brows be drawn, 

Of ebon dyes, enriched by gold, 

8uch as the scaly snakes unfold. 
Mingle in his jetty glances 
Power that awes, and love that 
trances / 

Steal from Venus blaml desire, 

Steal from Mars the look of fire, 

Blend them in such expression here, 
That we, by #urns, may hope and 
fear; 

Now from the sunny apple seek 
Tlie Velvet down that spreads his 
cheek I 


Jfhere Beftnw®, bcwifcchingly simple; 

* Has choseu her inuoeent nesi. 

^ This delicate art of detHtripUtm, which Icavet 
imaginatiuu to complete the ptetun*, bar> been 
seldom adopted In the imitations of this beauti- 
ful noeni. Ronsard is cxceptlonaHiy miuutc; 
and Folitiatms, in his oliarming portrait of a girl, 
full of rich and exquisite diction, has lifted the 
veil rather too much. The * questo . cbc tu 
m'intendo’ should bo always left to thnoy. 

* The reader who wishes to acquire an aoooratc 
idea of the judgment of the aneientB iwbeauty. 
will he indulged Vj* oousulting Junius, De Picture 
Vetirumf ninth chapter, third book, where he 
will find a very-curious selection of descriptions 
and cpitlietfi of personal perfecrions; he eora- 
pwes this ode with a descmptloM of Theodorlo, 
Ung of the Uotlis, in the second epistle, Rrst 
hook of SidoTiius Apolhuaris. 

* He here doscnbcfi the sunny hair, the * flava 

coma,* whicii the nncioutfl- bo much admired. 
The Roiisns gave thi» e6Jour artitlcialiy to their 
hair. See StaM tie Xwam Ifoma/zo- 

rum, 

® Jf the original here, which is partieulariy 
hoautiful, can admit of any addirional value, that 
value is wmferred liy Crray’B admiration of It. 
See hfe Letters Co West. 

Some BUnotatoTB have quoted on tide poesage 
the desoriptioti of IT^otis's hair In Ajmloiufi: but 
nothing can b» more distant from the simplicity 
of our poct*fl manner than that alTectation of 
richnesB whieiidiatlnguisbesthe style of Apuleiua 

^ TaSBOBlmilarJy doecribes tlMs eyee of Clorinde; 





ODBS OF AN ACmOM. 


SuitiEkdd W tfhd fire, 

pAuting, languid, 1 expire I 
Give me all tooee humid dowere^ 
feop theltt o’er my Iwow in fihoi*(er». 
8oar^ a breathing chimlet now 
liVea upon my fererkn brow \ 

JBJvery dewy rose I wear * 

(Bheda ita tears, and wither^ there. ^ 
But for you, my burning mind !* 
oh 1 what shelter shall X find ? 

Can the bowd, or fioweret's dew, 
iOool the fiame that ^rch^ yon ? 


ODE XIX. 

Hkre recline you, gentle maid, 
Sweet is this imbowering shade ;® 


Swe^t the youtt|^ the liiodeet tveea, 
Euffied by the kissing brsaas/ 
Sweet the little loauts that weep, 
Lulling Ifiand ^ npid to fdeepf 
Hark 1 they ivkisper, as th«gr 
Calm peysnasioa to the mA i 
fell me, tell me, is not thhi 
AH a stilly Boesm id Uiss t 
Who, my girl, would pm it by? 
Surely neither yon tier 1 


ODE XX 

OxE day the Muses twined the hauds*^ 
Of baby Love, with flowery bands ; 
And tb celestial Beauty gave 
The captive infant as her slave. 


he goes to Siimos, he may make an Apollo of 
Uie portrait ot‘ the boy whieli he had began, 

'Batbyltns (says Madame Dacier) could not be 
more elegantly praised, and this one paBsago 
does him more nouour than the statue, how« 
ever bcautifu] it might be, which I'olycrates 
raised to him.* 

i There are some beautlfhl linei^by Angerianns, 
npon a garland, which I cannot resist quoting 
here: 

^ Ante fores madids sjc sic pendete eorollm, 
Mane orto impoiiet Cwlta vOs copitl ; 

Atquum per niveam ceevieem inflinerit humor, 
Incite, non roris sed pluvia hiec lacrimas. 

By Celia’s arbour all the night 
Hang, humid wreath, the lover’s vow j 

And haply, at the morning light, 

My love shall twine thee round her brow. 

Then, if upon her bosom bright, 

Boms drops of dew shall thll from thee, 

Tell her, they are not drops of night. 

But tears of sorrow shea by me I 

In the poem of Mr. Sheridan, ’Cnoouth is this! 
ihom'^verad grotto of atone,* there is on idea 
very ringolarly coincident wuh lids of Angcria- 
nos, in the stanxa which begins, 

Ahdthou, stony grot, intby arph mfty’st preserve. ; 

* The tmnsitioh here Is peenUariy delicate and I 
impassioned ; bnt the commentators have per. 
piew the sentiment by a variety of readings and 
CQU^ieeturee; 

* The deseriprion of iMs bower U ao natamd 
and itttmated, that we cannot help Mng a de* 
am of ODolness and fresfanese while we vend it 
Xmngepierre has^noted fiom the drat booh <^fthe 

the fotiewiog epigram, m soniewhat 
rbtebhhg ihU ode : 

iros ««/ *)i«p tftv vtfvv, A to pcAtgpev 
#«Aaicovf vx«t 

JBvtor svPa p.sXur$0P 

ep^auaf 4^iiWr «yw 


dome, rit by the shadowy pine 
That covers my sylvan retrial, 

And see how the branches incline 
The breathing, of Zephyr io meet. 

Beo the fountain, ttiat, flowing, diUhses 
Around me a jittering spmy ; 

By its brink, as the traveller muses, 

1 soothe him to sleep with my lay 1 

♦ What a finish he gives to the picture by the 
simple icxclamation of the original 1 In th(«e 
' deHaate turns he is inimitable; and yet hear what 

a French translator says on the paoiagc : ’ This 
conclusion appeared to me too trifling after scoK 
a description, and 1 thought proper to add some- 
what to the strength of the original.' 

t uy this allegory of the Muses making Cupid 
the prisoner of Beauty, Anacreon seems to tm 
sinuate the softeningihilucuce which a cultivation 
of poetry has over the mind, in making it peco* 
liarly susceptible to the Impressiuns or beauty; 
though in tlie following oplgram,by tlm phtloso- 
pher Flato, which is fomm in tlm third buokwf 
Diogenes l/SerUvs, (he Muses are made to dis- 
avow all the influence of Love: 

*A Kwpiv Mot^oaitrt, Ko/uuria rov AApofliTov 
Tymr' 1) Tov Epiwta ct/ioirAio^opat. 

Ai Mourn rrOTi Kvirpiv. Ap*t fa vf^vKa rama 
'Hfuv Ov mrarat tovto ro wuidapiov. 

' YieM io my gentle power, PamaariSn maids }* 
Thustothe Muses spokeriie 'Queen of Charms— 

* Or Love shall flutter in your classic shades, 

Andmakeyour grove the camp of Faphianarmsi 

* Ho,* said the virgtas of the tuneful bower. 

* We scorn thine own and all thy urchin's art j 
Though Mars has trembled sd thelnfant's puwer^ 

His shaft is poinilelta o'er a Muse's heart 1' 
Tlmre is a aonimt by Bouedetto Outdi, the ihougbit 
of which was suggested by this ode, , 

Love, wimdering through the golden maae 
Of my beloved's hair* 

Traced every luck with fond delays^ 

And* dotmf^ fingered there. 



m>ws OP AirAOEsom m 


His mother oemes with immy » toy» 

To ransom her hoy-,! 

His mother auetf^ bnt all in vain ! 

He ne’er will leave his ehains a|;ain; 
Nay, shonld they take his ehaiits away, 
The little ea|)tive still would stay. 

* If this, ’ he cries, * a bondage bei 
Who could wirii for liberty^ 


ODB XXI.* 

OnsEnvf! when mother earth is dry, 
8 be drinks the dropj[nn^ of the sky ; 
And then the dewy cordial gives 
To every thirsty plant that livim. 

The vapours, which at evening weep, 
Are beverage to the swelling deep ; 


And 8000 hd found 'inrcre vain to %• 

Hfa heart was doso «oeAned; 

And cvorj corlet a tte, 

A «bam bj Ileauty twined, 

Now Venus Boeks her Iwy’s lelsuBe, 

With ransom from above *, 

But, Ventw ! let thy eflbrts ceaae. 

For tove’g the slave of loVe. 

And, should we loose his frolden chain. 

The prisoner would return again I • ' 

* Venue ihus proclaims the reward for her 
fugitive child in the firrt idyl of Moichmi ; 

*0 yreae «^n, 

Mitrdov TOi, TO ^vAoftoi to KvtrfkSoc, tp' 8’ ayayijf 
MV, 

Ov yvfit'oi* To tv 8’ w irai trAeov 

On him, wlio (he bnunte of my Cupid can show, 
A kiss of the lenderest stamp I’U bestow | 

Itut bemvho can bring me the wanderer here, 
bhall have somethiog more rapturous, something 
mote dear. • 

This * fiomething more ^ is the * qnldquid post 
OBcula dulce* of Seenndus. 

After this ode, there follow in the Vatiem MS. 
these extraordinary lines i 

*H8vMeAi7r At'aKpr«>v 
*H8v^Ai{ft 8it2flur»8w 
nivSopMov TO 8e fwi ^mKov 
SvyKepacrow t <,5 ry veoi 
Tot rpta TAVTti poi 8o<et 
♦ Koi Atow/wos ettrekBtav 

Kftt floulun 

* Kdu ftvw Epttw aoA' owtiiv. 

Those Unes, wliioh appear to me to have as Utile 
sense as met re, are most prohtihTy the interpola- 
tion of the transfriber. 

* 'rhe eomnjentators ^o have endeavoured to 
throw the chains of precision over the spirit of 
this bcautlhil trifle, require too miuhftoib Ana- 

CTcohtic phito«onhy« ‘ 


And when the miy stm 
He drbkg the miety teats* : 

The mnolL her ^eain. 

Of Itistre Train the s<^ beatiL^ 

1 %ei^ henee with aU y^ur sober 

Since ]^ttture ^8 hidy Ikw Is drinking! 
ni inake the Uws of Nature mine, 
And pledge the universe in winbl 


ODE XXtI.» 

The Phrygian rock, that braves the 
storm, 

Was once a weeping matron’s fbnn ; 
And Progne, hapl^E, frantic mmd, 

Is now a swallow in the sh^e. 


One of the Captlapi has imitated this ode hi so 
epitaph on s drunkard : 

Dam vhti sine line biW/sic Imbrifer atous 
Eic telloB pluviM sole pemsta bibit. 

Sic biUit assidne fontes et flumma Pontus, 

Bic semper Kxtiens Bol marjls hanrit aquas. 

Nc te %Huf Jactee plus me, SUene, bibisse; . 

Ft mthi da notes tu quoque, Baeehe. numus. 

Mip^l]ftn$ Capilspm, 

While life was mina the Uttle hour 
In drinking still unvaried flew ; 

1 drank oil earth imbibos the shower, , 

Or as the raiubow drinke the dew j 

As ocean quelfs the rivers up. 

Or flushing sun inhales the asta ; 

Bilenus trembled at my oup, 

And Bocohai was outdone by me 1 

5 Ogilvie, in Ws o« <Ae Xyr»c Poel^ qf 
tU AucienUt in remarkiiig upon the Odet if 
Anaeewn^ says : * In some of his pieces there is 
exuberance mid even wildness of imaginati«m % 
in that particularly which is addpeseed to a young 
girl, wWe ho wishes alteruatsly to he tnms- 
formed to a mirror, a coat, a stream, a hraeclet, 
and a pair of shoes, for the ditferent purposes 
which herecitesi this is meresport aui wa^n- 
ness.* ' ' , ' ‘ ' 

Itis thewantonhOSB,howe«sr, of a very mumeM 
mnso; ludit mainUter* the compllmeittofthia 
ode is exqnisltaiy deBcata^and so sUigohit Jhr ^ 
period In which Anaerson hved, whan Um'mals 
of love had not yet bowi gradtwtad into all Its 
htUe progres^iive refinements, that if we wett , 
nioUned to qacftion the anthontieUy of the poem. , 
wo should iind a much more plauemle argument <> 
in the features of modern gallantry whidh 41; 
bears, than in any of those fastidh'nS conjecturm , . 
upon which some commentators nave 
so fkr . Degen tMnke it spurious, and De ■ 
proROttnees ti to be mlseraole. rjongenietTe A^ 
mnm reier uS to several imitations oi this o4^ 



ODE 8 or juNianmK 


<lji J ft mirm’B form were mine, ^ ODE XXItt 

To sparkle with that smile divine ; 

And^ 1%^ 1 should be 1 OFTEN widi this Iftngttid ly^( 

Siei^mg ihe^, and only thee I This warbler of my soil's des)!*^ 

(hr we it love, the robe which ^ws Could raise the breath of songaublime 

O^er every charm that secret glows, To men of fame in former time. 

In many a lucid fold to swim, But when the soaring theme I tiy, 

And diing and grow to every limb ! Along the chords my numhets die^ 

Oh ! could I as the streamlet's wave, And whisi)er, with dissolving tone, 

Thy wannly-mellowing beauties lave, * Our sighs arc given to Love alone !* 
<hr float as perfume on thine hiur, Indignant at the ft^ble lay, 

And breathe my soul in fragranoe I tore the panting chords away, 
there! Attuned them to a nobler swell, 

1 wish I were the zone^ that lies And sfnmk again the bmthing shell t 
Warm to thy breast, and feels its In all the glow of epic lire, 
stghs J To Hercules I w^ lyre ! 

Or like those envious pearls that sbdw Bat still its Stinting sighs repeat, 

So faintly round that neck of snow j * The tale of Love alone is sweet !*^ 

Yes, I would be a happy gem, Then faro thee well, seductive dream, 

Like them to hang, to fade like them. That mad'st me follow Glory's ^eme ; 
JVhat more would thy Anacreon be ? For thon, my lyre, and thou, my heart, 
Oh I anything that touches thee. Shall never mme in spirit part ; 

Kay, sandals for those airy feet"-- And thou the dame shalt feel as well 

Thus to be pressed by thee were sweet ! As thou the flame shalt sweetly tell ! 


flrem wMeli 1 shall only select an epteram of 
Dfonysitts : 

Els' emtMff yivoftTjVt <rv yt crru,i^QV9« Trap* 
ovyast 

SrsSea fu Tvwna 

£iSe poBov yfyoprif' ittronop^pov^ p^pa fu 
Apa/mcn), iroju,i{ra(« oreBeoi 

ttptvov ytuitpijif XeuffOXjpeop, oi^pa pc x^po'iv 
Apetfuinj, paMov <njs ftopetrff^. 

1 wish I could like zej^iyr steal 
to wanton o*cr thy laaiy vest; 

And thou would^st ope thy bosom veil, 

And take me panting to thy breast! 

I wish I might a rosdmd grow. 

And tbott wonld'si cull me from the bower, 
And place me on that hreaat of snow, 

Inhere J should bloom, a wintry flower! 

1 idsh I were the lHy's lcaf, 

To Ade upon that bosom worm ( 

There 1 slnmld wither, pale and brief, 

The trophy of thy Alrer form I 
Allow me to add, that .Bato has expressed as 
amotM a wish in a distich preserved by tilertius ; 
Arrvpar atmip «poi' eiSe y&xtnpe^v 

fhparw' wr troAAate pppoffw m w jsWw. 

to VtWLLk. 

'tfhy dbit thon gaze upon the sky P 
On ! that I were that Spangled sphere# 
Afid every star should be an eye 
To wonder on thy beauties here ! 

Apatoias oaotes thU q^ram of the divine phi* 
to JnstlQ^ hltneeif for his veraes on 


j Critias and Charinns. See his Apology, where he 
also adduces the example ot Aimcreon : * Ftwere 
tauten ct ahi talia, cl si ros ignoratis, spud 
Grtecos Teius quidam,’ etc. f^tc. * 

* '1 his was a riband, or band, called bv th« 
Komans/twtjifl and Hrc^im, which the women 
wore tor the purpose of rostraining the exubo* 
ranee of the bosom.— Ftde PoUuc. Ommunt, 
Thus Martial : 

Fascia ereseentes dominteoompesoe pa}>illas. 
The women of Gref'cc noi only wore this zone, 
but ooudemnod themselves to fastiim, and^iade 
use of certain drugs and powders for the same 
purpose. To thw»a»expeaieDta Utey wore oom- 
pelled, in consequence of their melcgant fiiahion 
ofeomprmiog the waist into a very narrow com* 
pajM, whi:h necessarily caused an excessive tu* 
'iniUitv in the bosom.— bee Dioseoridcs, lib. v. 

* Tile sophist Phitostralus, lu ohe of lus love* 
loiters^ has borrowed this mought : * Oh lovely 
feet’ oh excellent beauty! ^oht thrice happy 
{UkI bh'SfcCd should I be, ipyou would but tread 
on me !' in Shaksptare, Borneo desires to be a 
glove; 

Oh that I w^re a glove upon that hand, 
That 1 might ^iss that cheek I 
And. in his Passionate ptlerim, we meet with 
an idea somewhat like that oi the thirteenth line; 
He, epytog her, bopneed in, where ae he stood, 

* Oh Jove I' qubth she, * why was not J a flood # 

* The word in the original, may 

imply that kind of mtifilcal dialogae practised by 
the aneients, in edifoh the lyre was made to re* 
Bpond to the aaestlons propcied by the singer, 



omsor MAOMBcmi 


ODEXXIV.I 

Co all thit b««afclte the airs of kweil, 
{Some boon etretirgtli hm Hatoro 
given. 

When to tojestio butll was bom, 

Sb© fenced hisi brow with wreathed 
horn. 

She armed the eourser’s foot oC air. 
And winged with speed the panting 
hare. 

She gave the lion langs of terror, 

And, on the ocOttn's crystal mirror, 
Taught the nnntiihber^ scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path al^g ; 

Wliile for the umbrage of tlie grove, 
pShe plumed the warbling world of love. 
To man she gave the iiaine rehned. 

The spark of heaven a thinking 
mind !* 

And had she no surpassing treasure 
For thee, oh woman ! chilaof pleasure? 
She gave thee beauty— shaft of eyes, 
X'hat every shaft of war ontflies I 
She gave thee beauty— blush of fire, 
That bids the flames of w^ar retire ! 
Woman ! be fiiir, we must adore thee ; 
^rnile, and a world is weak 4)afore 
thoe 

* Henry Stephens has imitated i(ie idea of thie 
ode in the following linea of one of hie poems 
ProTidu dat cunetis Natan antmautihus arma, 

Kt sna feeroineum poasidet anna gouus, 
rngul&que ut dofendit equam, atque at comna 
Unruin, 

Armata esi forma foemina palchra sa&. 

And bie same thonght oecars in those lines, 
spoken by Corisoa in Pw^or ^ido ; 

Cofd noi la bcllerza 

('h’ ^ rertu nostra cost propria, come 

baforzadelleone 

£ r ingegno cle V huonio. 

The lion boasts his savage powers, 

And lordly mim his strength of mind ; 

Bnt beauty's charm is solely ours, 

Peouiiar boon, by Heaven assigned 1 

* In my first attempt to translate this ode, I 

bad interpreted with Barter and Barnes, 

‘as implying courage and miUbtry virtue ; but I 
do not think that the gallan^y of the idea 
sufibrs by the import, which t have now given to 
it. For why need we consider this posseiu^inn of 
wisdom as ozelusire If and fn truth, as the design 
of Anacreon is to estimate tlie treasure of 
hoonty, above all the rest which Nature has dis- 
tribute, it is perhUM even refining upon the 
delicacy of the oompllment. to prefer the lA* 
dlanoe of female charms to the cdid illumination 


Onc£ iu ©tacb revolving ydiir, : 
0©utlAi»tk} I Wfi find imee ; . 
When wem mWia«irVM 
thou io w«ave thy aimpk uufit t 

Bukwhmt #1© ohilliug wmtet low<Tt^ 
A^u thou th© gonikl bowm . 
Of Memphis, or the ehor^ of Kile, 
Wheie sauuy hours of v^dure emila. 
And thus thy wing of freedom roves^ ^ 
Alas I unlike th© plumbd lovoe, 

That linger In this hsjdess breast, 

And never, never chan^ their 
Still evejry year, and idl the year« 

A flijdit of loves engmider here ; 

And some their infant {^umagllt tiy, 
And on a tender wiaglefc fly ; ; 

While in the s^ell, impregn'd with fires* 
Cluster a thousand more desim 
Borne from their tiny prisons peepi^^ 
And some in formless embryo sdeefwg^ 
My bosom, like the vernid groves, 
Resounds with little warblmft loves } 
One urchin imps the other's lather, 
Then twin -desires they wing together* 
And still as they have learned to 
soar, 

The wanton babies teem with more. 

of wisdom and prudence; and to think that 
women's eyes are j 

the books, the soadeuves. 

From whence doth spring the tiiie Prometbboa 
fire. 

’ LongeplerreAremark here is very ingculons; 
'The Itotmuia,' eaye he,* were so convinced of 
the power of beaatv, that, th^ used a word Imi- 
plying strength in the place of the epithet bean* 
timl. Ihas Plautus, Act ilr fiyceuc 2, Bacchid. 

Bed Dacohis etiam fbrtis<Ubi visa> 

“Fortia, id est formosa" say Servlus and 
Nonius/ 

s Thus bove Is represented as a bird, In an 
epigraTn dted by l^gcpietye from tho jfa* 
thmgiat 

^Tts bove that murmurs in my breast, 

And makes meshed the secret tear; 

Nor day nor night my heart has test, 

For night and day his voice 1 hear. 

A wound edthin my heart 1 find, 

And ohi 'tfsplmn where Love has been; 
For still he leaves a Wonnd behind, 

Such as srithm my hemt is seen; 

Oh bird of l4VVel wh song so drear, 

Make not mv ionl the nest of pain ; 

Oh) let the wtnrwhiehbronght thee het^ 

In pity waft ti^ hence again t , ^ ' 




OdES 0j!^4D4mMm, 




IhutiB nd kindly art, 

To dmse tkese Cupids from my heart ? 
Ho, up J 1 fear, alas ! I fear 
13>ey wiB for ever aeatlo here ! 

«. ^ ' 


ODE XXVI. 

Thy harp may Troy’s alarms, 
Or tell tbe tale 6f ^ebaa arms ^ 

With other wars my sodl shall Wu, 
For other wouuds my harp shall mourn. 
^Twas not the crested warrior’s dart 
'TOich drank tlie current of my heart ; 
Eor naval arms, nor mail^ steed, 
Have made ti^s vanquished Ixtsom 
bleed ; 

K<H^from an eye of liquid blue 
A host of quivered Cupids dew 
And now my heart all bleeding lies 
Beneath this army of the eyes ! 


ODE XXVII « 

We read the flying courser’s name 
Upon his side, in marks of flame ; 

And, by their tnrbaned brows alone, 
The warriors of the East are known. 

^ IfOitf^pieite has quoted part of an epigram 
flrom the seventh book of the Antkolo^, whieh 
has a lhuc 7 something like this : 

Ov fit AcXi;9af, 

To^ora, Qfifias&t mfivtmfuvos* 

Archer hove! though sljl; creeping, 

Well 1 know where thhu dost lie; 

1 saw thee through thd curtain peeping, 
Yhat {Hnges Zenuphelia's eye. 

The poets abound with conceits on the archery 
of the eyes, but few have titraed the thought so 
naturally as AnaereOu^ Bonsard gives to the 
eyes of hU mistress * on petit camp d’amoura.' 

* This ode forms a part of the preceding in the 
Vatican MB>. but I have conformed to Ihe editions 
in translating them separately, 

* We catmot see into the heart,* says Madame 
Baeier. But the lover answers : 

11 eoT ne gli occhi e ne la fronte ho scritto. 

U Vosae hw given the following lineal as en- 
Jaseging on the thonght of Anacreon : 

Lona^le vois nn amimt, 

11 cache &x vain son tourmcnt, 

A to trahir tout conimlre, 

^ langueur, son embarraa, 

Tout ee peat fbire on dire, 

MButo ee gull ne dit pas. 


But4n the lover’g glowsi^ ey^ 

The inlet' to hje biiom lieer ^ 

Through them we ee^ the hmall faint 
■mark, 

Where Love hae dropped hie burmng 
epark I 


j ODE xxvm. 

; As in the Lemnian oavee of flxe, 

The mate of hm' who nursed desire 
Moulded the gldwiim steel, to form 
Arrowg lor Cupid, ihmling warm ; 
j While Venue eveiy barb imbues , 

With droppings of her honeyed dewe ; 
I And Love <aias ! the victim-heart) 
Tinges witu ,^ the burning dart ;* 
Once, to fdiis Lemnian cave of flame, 
The crested Lord of battles came ; 
’Twas from the ranks of vrar he rushed, 
Hie spear with many a life-drop 
blushed ! 

He saw the mystic darts, and smiled 
Derision on the aroher-ehild. 

‘ And dost thou smile T said littli* 
Love ; 

‘ Take this dart, and thouinayst prove. 
That ^though they pass the breeze’s 

My bo&s^re not so feathery light.’ 

In vain the lover tries to veil 
The flame which In hie bosom lies; 

Hie cheek’s confusion telle tbe iato, 

We read it in his languid eyes : 

And though liis words the heart betray, 
liU aUenco speaks e'en more than th^. 

* Thus CiandUn : 

IiBbnntur genunf foutes, hb dulda, amants 
Alter, et iniuais corrumpit mella venenis, 
Unde Cc.pidlneas armavit flima eagittas. 

In, Cyprus' isle two rippling fountains fall, 
And one with honey flowe, and one with gal) ; 
In these, if we may take tim talc flrom fame, 
Tbe son of Veuus dips las darto of flame. 

See the ninety.first embtom'of Atoiatus, on tlK* 
close conneetion which subsists between sweets 
and bitterness. ‘Apes ideo pungunV say^ 
Petionius, 'quia ubi duloe, Ibi et oeldum in- 
venies.’ 

1'be ailegorieal dSserfptlon of Cupid's employ' 
ment, in Horaoe, may Vie with this before uo it 
flinoy, though not in deteeyt 

Ibrns et Cnpido 

Semper mdentes ocneus sagittas 
Cote eirnenta. 

And Cupid, sharpening aD his flery darts 
Upon a whetstonestmned with blood of hearts. 





He took iko ^ ^ky bak. 

Sweet V’euual wkea ^ ehelt he 
took— 

He eighed^ mi lelt the urohiDi^e ^ ; 
Be Bighed, in egooy^ of htort, 

* It is not iifiht'— i die with pain I 
Take— take thy arrow hack agam.* 

^ No/ said the cWdj ' ^ must not be, 
That little dart was made for thee 


ODUXXDC 

Yes— lovina is apamM thrill, 

Aod not to loirs more painfuhstill / 
But surely ’tis the worst of |>ai]i, 

To love and not be loved again 
Affection now has ffed from earti^ 

Nor ffre of genius, light of birth. 

Nor heavenly virtue, can beguile 
From beauty’s cheek one bvouring 
smile. 

Gold is the woman’s only theme, 

Gold is the woman’s only dream. 

Oh J never be that wretch forgiven— 
l^give him not, indigmm^Heaven !— 

Whose f^rt could pant for eordid ere, 
Since that devoted thirst began, 

Man has* forgot to feel for man; 

The pulse of social life is dead, 

And all its fonder heelings lied 

fieoundus has borrowed this, but has somewhat 
sollcned the Image by the onussion of tlie epithet 
•crucntfl/ 

Fallor^n ardentesaeoebat cotesagittaa.’^Eieg* I 
t Menage enforces the neceaaity of loring in 
an Aiiact^ontie, of which Jhe ioUo^vlng Ta a 
translation 

TO TfAm DANIEL ffOEtT. 

1’hou 1 of tuneful hards the hrst, 

Thon ! by ali the Graces nursed ^ , 
Friend ! each other friciid above, 

Come with me, and Icam to love, 
tioving IS a smipio loro, 

(jlraver men have learoed before ; 

Hay, ilic boast of funner ages. 

Wisest of tlie wisest sage^ 

• Sophroniscus* prudent son, 

Was by Love’s iltuaion won. 

* Oh t how heavy 41b Would ii{iova. 

If we knew not how *0 love ! 

Love’s a whetstone to the thlnd; 

Thus ‘lis pointed, thoamilned. 

When the soul Aei&sted Ilea, 

Love can waft it to the sktos ; 

When In kngnor stoepa the h^vt, 

Love can wake it with hiadi ^ ; 


WAr too bus sulBud , 

For gold provokes ibe woiid f 
And oh ! the Worst of aQ ' 

1 feel it breaks the lover’s helht 1 , 


• p»E ;xsx« 

’Twas in an airy dream of night, 

I that l wing^ my light - , 
On pinkiiW Hester than the wind, 
While Bttle Love, whose feet wm 
mned ' 

(I know not wW) with ohidmi le^ 
Funiued ine as i tremblibk ; 
Putaued, — and could I e*er have 
thought?—' 

Swift as the moment I was caught I 
What does the Wanton Fanoy mean , 
By such a strange, illusive, scene? 

I fear she whistlers to my breset, 

That you, my girl, have stolen my resti 
That though my fkney, fo^ a yhue, 

Has hung on many a woman’s smile, 

I soon dissolved the paSsi^ vow, 

And ne’er was caught by Love till now , 


ODE XXXU 


Armed with hyacinthine rod 
(Arms enough for such a god), 


I When the wind is dnU and Atrk, 

Love can tigflu ^ with his spark I 
Come, oh ! some then, let us hasto 
i AU the bliss w love to taste; 

Let Ufi Ipve tfoCh nisht and day;, 

Let os love our lives away 1 

, And when hearts, from loving fipss 

(if Indeed such hearts there be), 

Frown a]x)n our ^tle UahiS, 

And the sweet delusion blame; 

This sbail be my only curs^ 

(Could i, could I wish them worse 
May they ne'er the rapture prove, 

Of the snpdte jfrohi li;M we level 

* Betmes imagines from Ihis alleEoiy.that our 
poet married very late m Uik 1 do noi pefci^vs 
anything in. the which seems to allbde to 
matrimony, erceVt it be the lead Upon the fbet 
of Oup^d; and 1 must oonfbss that 1 agree in the 
opinion of Madame Bacier, in h^ file bf the 
poet, that he was always too fimi of pileasore to 


marry. 

* The design of this Uttle fretkmis to inthnafs^ 

can everreEilt from^bo tenderest iminnM^Wl'Qf 
love. Lomrepietre has quoted m onoknt bpi' 
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Imdem wing my paioe^ 

Alfil try with him the rapid race. 

O'er the wild torrent, rude and deep, 
St tangled brake and pendent steep, 
With Weary foot I panning flew, ! 

Jdy brow was chilled with dropsol dew* 
And now my soul, exhausted, dyin^i 
To my lip was faintly flying j ^ 

And now I thought the spark had fled, 
When Cupid hovered o’er my hea^, 
Aud, fanning light his breezy plume, 
Hecalled me from my languid gloom ; ® 
Then said, in accents half reproving, ■ 

* Why hast thou been a foe to loving V 


ODE xxxn » 

Strew me a breathing bed of lea\res 
Where lotus with the myrtle weaves ; 
And, while in luxury’s dream I sink, 
Let me the balm of Bacchus drink ! 


mm (1 do not know where he found it), which 
BUS some limilitude to this ode : 

Itecto corepositus, vix prlma silentia uoctis 
Carpebmn, et somno luinina ricta d^am; 

Cum fne storos Amor preusum, sursuinque 
ospiliis 

Bscitat, et lacertim pervigUare jubet. 

TtL famulus mettn, inquit, amcs cum mills paellas, 
Solos lo, solus, dure jaeore potes? 

Eiilio ot pedibuB nodis, toulcaque soUita 
Omne iter impcdio, nullum iter expedio* 

Nunc propero, nuuo Ire piget ; rursumcluo redire 
Pccultct; et pudor est stam via media 
'Scce lacent voces hominom, strepitusque 
ferarum, 

St vpluorum oantus, turbaque flda canutn. 
Solus ego cx cunctis paveo sornuunique torumque, 
^ sequor imperiom, save Cupido, tuum. 

irpon my conch I lay, at night profound, 
my languid eyrs in magic slumber boimd, 
iVlien Cupid came and snatctied me from my bed. 
And forcra me mauy a weary way to tread. 
*Whatr said the god, ‘shall you, whose \ow8 
ate known, 

Who love so many nymphs, thus sleep alone T 
I rise and follow, all tho night I stray, 
Unsheltered, trembling, doubtful of my way; 
Trwdng with naked foot the pfiSnful track, 

IiOth to proceed, yet IbarAil to go back; 
Yas,attha t hour, when Nature seimas interred. 
Nor warbling^ birds nor lowing Hocks are heard ; 
L 1 alone, a fugitive from rest, 
iwiSoa my gnidcL and madness in my breast. 
Wander the world around, unknowing where, 
alavo of 1<IV0, the victim of despair I i 


III thin djdlihious hour of joy 
Young Love ghujlhe my gohlet-hoyj 
Folding liiia little gohkm veet, 

With emetum, round hk inowy breaafk 
Hilmaelf khuB hover by my «ido* 

And minister the tmv tide I 
Swift AS the wheele that kindling roll, 
Our life k hurrying to the goal : 

A scanty dust w feed the wind. 

Is all the trace ’twill leave bchiud. 
Why do we shed the rose’s bloom 
Upon the cold, insensate tomb ! 

Can flowery breeze, or odour’s breath, 
Affect the slumbering chill of death ? 
Ko, no ; I ask no baSn to steep 
With fragrant tears ray bed of sleep : 
But now, while every pulse is glowing, 
Jfow let me "breathe the balamn flow- 
ing? 

Now let the rose with blush of fire 
Uj>on my brow its scent expire ; 

And bring the nymph with floating eye, 
Oh ! she will teach me how to die i 


^ In the original, he says his heart flew to his 
nose; but our manner more naturtiUy trunafm it 
to the Ups. Such is the effect that Plato tcUs us 
he felt from a kiss, hi a distich, quoted by Aulus 
ticilins : 

Tiftf Ayo^WMi em etr^ov^ 

HASe yap if w? SmfitiffOfUt’ri, 

Whene'er (hy ueotared kiss I sip. 

And drink thy breath, in melling twine, 

My soul then flniterH to my hp, 

Heady to fly and mix with tUiuo. 

“ ‘ The fttcilitv with which Cupid recovers him, 
slgnlftes that the sweets of love make us^ easily 
forget any BoUcitadj>s winch be may occasion.*— 
La Fom, 

s We here have the poet, in his true attributes, 
reclining u|Km mjTtIcs, witiv Cupid for his cup* 
bears;. Some Interpreters have ruined the pic- 
ture by making Bpwv tbenameof his slave. Nona 
( uut iiove shoulcl iiU the goblet of Anacreon, 
j Sappho has assigned tliis offlee to Venus, in a 
fragiuent which may be thus* paraphrased ; 

Hither, Venus I queen of kisses, 

This shall be the night of blisses! 

This the night to friendship dear. 

Thou shaH be< our Hebe here. 

Fill the golden bidmmcr high. 

Let it sickle like thine eyei 
Bid the rosy current gusli, 

Lot It maatie like thy blush! 

Venus ! hast thou e'er above 
Seen a feast so rich in loveP 
Not a soul that is not mme! 

Not a soul that Is not thiue 1 




ODmmmAcsEam 


Yes, Cupid 1 m m.f soul * Press from itis dunk mi ^ 

To join the blest flysiftu olioir, Thecrysts;ts of the 6reesSzig w> ; 

With trine, and love, and hlissss dea^i And in my lumd and bosom Imld 
111 make my own Mysinm here ! Bin lil^ iugers thrilHng cola! 

And now the emJmrs’ genial ray ^ 

'. Had wairmed Inn anxious fbfms aw^ 

"" ^ I thee,'* said the wanton ohifd ' 

(My b^om ti^bled as Im amile^)^ 
ODE XXXIJtl. ^ * I pray thee let me t^ Hy bow, 

For the mu rve wandetid 

’TwAJi noon of night, when round the That much 1 fear the eeaedese 
polo Has injured its idaetio power,* , 

The sullen Bear is seen to roll 5 Tim hd^1»)W the mto drew, > 

And mortals, wearied with the day, Swift Itnm the string the arrow dew i 

Are elumberinu all their oai^s away : Oh ! swift it flew ae ^ncing flame, 
An infant, at that dreary hour, And to my very soul ft came I 

(Jame weeping to my silent bower, * Fare thee Well/ I heard him say. 

And waked me with a piteous prayer, As laughing wild he winged away i 
To save him from the midnight air ! ‘ Pare fljee well, for now I know ' 

‘ And who art thou,/ 1 waking cry, The rain has not relaxed my boW ; 

That bid’st my blissful visions fly f It still can send a maddening dart, 

* 0 gentle sire !* the infant said, As thou shfdt oWn With all thy heart I 

' In pity take me to thy abed ; 

Nor fear deceit : a lonely cliild 

I wander o’er the gloomy wild. » 

Chill drops the rain, and not a ray 

Illumes the drear and misty way ODE XXXIV.* 

1 Juiar the liaby’s tale of woe ; ^ * 

f hear the bitter night-winds blow ; Oh thou, of all creation. blest, 

And, sighing for his piteous fate, Sweet insedt ! that detight’st to rest 
I trimmed ray lamp, imdoped the gate. Upon the wilU wood’s leafy tops, 

’Twas Love I the little wandering To drink the dew that mornirg <lrops< 
sprite/ And chirp thy song with sudi a glee,^ 

His pinion sparkled through the night ! That happiest kings may envy thee I 
I knew him l)y his bow and dart; Whatever decks the velvet field, 

I know him by my fluttering heart I Whate’er the circling seasons yim, 

I take him in, and fondly raise W^hatever buds, whatever blows, 

The dying embers’ cheering blaze ; For thee it buds, for thee it grows. 

* Anacreon appeaTS to have been a volnp- Oh thon, that on the xcaeey bed 

timry even in dreaming, by the lively regret Which Nature's vernal band has spread, 

which he eipresaea at being disturbs from BecUnest soft, and turiVat tliy song, 
his vidonary enjoyiuents. See the Odes x. and The dewy herbs and toaves among 1 
xnvii, • Whether thou liest on springing floweti, . 

* See the boautifhl description of Cupid, by ^*^’**5' moniing-siiowers, 

Moflchus, in his first idyl. 

• ^ Father Kapin, in a Latin ode addressed to See what Lieetus aoje about grasshppners, oap. 
the grattshopper, has presemd some of the 93 and 185^ 

thoughts of our author ; ♦ * Some atuhow have affirmed (says Madame 

Dacier) that ft is only male grasshoppers whidi 
0 quiB vlreiiH gramhds in toro, sing* and that the females are silent } and on atis 

Cicada, blande sidis, et herbldos cirenmstanee is fbunded a bon*mot of Xenarohim, 

Saltusoberras, otiosos the comic poet, who Ka}*a, **Ato not the grass' 

Ingcniosa clere cantua. hoppers ha^y in haring dumb wives P** ' Thi* 

Ben forte adultts florihus Incubaa, note is originally Henry Stephens* ; but I ohusn 

CieU cadueis ebria Mbus, etc. rather io make Madame Uarier my authority fi)r it., 
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m 

Hor vet isd t}iou the peasant’s fear, 
lb him thy friendly notes are dear j 
, for thou art mild ae matin dew, 

And still, when summer’s dowf^hue 
Bag^ to paint the bloomy plain. 

We hear tny sweet pfr>phetjc strain ; 
Thy sweet prophetic strain we heaf , 
And bless tne notes and thee revere I 
The Muses love thv shrilly tone ; 
ApoDo calls Ihee all his own \ 

*Twas he who gave that voice to thee, 
’Tis he who tunes thy minstrelsy. 
Unworn by age’s dim decline, 

The fadeless blooms of youth are thine. 
Melodious insect t child of earth 
In wisdom mirthful, wise in mirth ; 
Exempt from every weak decay, 

That withers vulg^ frames away ; 
With not a drop of blood to stain 
The current of thy purer vein ; 

6o blest on age is passed by thee 
Xhon seem'st a little deity ! 


* Longeoierrc has quoted the two flrst lines of 
an epigram of tntifiater from the first book of 
the JrtfAoluffiaf wberehe prefers the grasshopper 
to the swan i 

Apaei rmiyoc /iefivam Spwros. aXAa iriwtts 
AmStiv KVKPft^v ei<n vryttwoTfpoi, 

In dew, that drops from morning’s wings, 
The gay Cicada sipphtg fioats ; I 

And. drunk with dew, his matin sings | 
Sweeter than any eygnef s notes, j 

* Theocritus has imitated ibis beautiful ode in ; 
his mneteenth idyh but is very inferior, i think, i 
to Ms original, in delicacy of {K>int and naSesf # 
of expresMon. Spenser, in one of hia smaller 
compositions, has sported more dlfiheely on the 
same tuldect The poem to which I aUode begins 
thus: 

Upon a di^, as Love lay sweetly slumbering 
All in his mother's lap, 

A gentle bee. nltii his loud trumpet murmuring, 
About him flow by hap, cto. 

In Almeloveen’s collection of epigiains, there is : 
one by Luxorius, correspondent aonuiwbat with 
the turn of Anaoretm, where Love complains to | 
his mother of being woinitied by a rose. 

The ode before ua is the very flower of rimpli- ' 
city. The infantine eomplalnmge of the ilUlo I 
god, and the natural and impressive reflections 
which they draw flrom Venus, a^e beipttles of ini- 
, afltable grace. 1 hope f shall be pardoned for in- 
troducing another Greek Anacreoittic of Menage, 
not for its sbniUtude to the subject of this ode, 
hut for some faint traces of this natural simpli- 
city, which it appears to me to have preserved .* 
EfHiK wot’ tv 
Twi^ irapd«iM«v cmw 


OBBXXXV,* 

Cirm caee ut«*h A bfld 
Of roflefl laid bis tremy } 
LucldCfts urebiu mri; to $ec 
Witbin tbe leftveg a slumbonug bee ! 
Tbo bee awaked^^witb auger wild 
Tbe bee awakod aud atung tbe child. 
Loud and piteous are bis cries ; 

To Vemii quick be tuns, be flies ! 

* Ob mother ! I am wotpided throogb— 
I die vrith iMdu--^iu sooth J do I 
Stung by some little angry thing, 
Some serpent on a tiny wing— 

A bee it was— fbr once, 1 know, 

1 beard a rustic call it so. ’ 

Thus he spoke, and she the while 
Heard him with a soothing smile; 
Then said, ‘ My infant, if so much 
Thou feel the little wild bee’s touch, 
How must the heart, ah, Cupid 1 be^ 
The hapless heart that’s stung by thee I’ 


Trfv Kt^p^vvt>l.v 

'Or etStVt M wpoc avrifp 
Hpo(re&pafit‘ rpa)(ii^ 

Tt ;(«tpar Amwv 
4>i.kei p.tt p-urtpf tint, 
a KoAovfi-ei^ Kopivvd 
tpvffpUL^etf 

Or irdp^trof fiti- overa • 

K’ uuTor Se Svcr^tpaiv^v^ 

‘0$ op.p.a(n irXotnfSctr, 

Zpun tpvfpta^ti. 

Eyu $e ot irapatrrais, 

Mtj 

Kvwjihk n tcoi Koptvvav 
Aiayi'wa'at. ctv/c t^ovtn 
Koi ol ^^noyrtt o^v. 

As dsucing o’er the onamelkd plain. 

The floweret of tbe virgin tram, 

My soul’s Coruina, lightly played, 

Young Cupid saw tbe graceful maid j 
Ug saw, and iu a moment flew, 

' And round hor neck lus arum be threw 
And said, with smiles ofinfont Joy, 

* Oh ! kiss me, mother, kiss tliy boy I* 
Cnconsdous of a motheK’s name, 

Tbe modest virgin blushed with shame? 
And angry Cnpfd, scarce Uellevlag 
That vision could be so deceiving, 

Thus' to mistake Ids CJyprian daUic, 

The Httle iiifimt blush^ With shame. 

' Be not a^mfid, my boy,' I cried, , 
For I was Ungering by bis .side; 

* Corlnna and thy lovely motlmr, 

Believe me, are m like each other. 

That clearest eyes are oC betrayed, 

And take thy Veuns for the maid/ 

Zitto, in his Capprieimi JPwiiieH, has traaalsted 
this ode of Anacreon. 
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Ii* hoftrd^ gold pweised % powor 

Aad p^chaao from the hantfof de^h 
A little apoo, 4 moment s breath, 

How I would love the precious ore 
And every day should swell my atoye; 
That 'When the Fates would send their 
minion, 

To waft me ofl* (h shadowy uinion, 

I might some hours of life ^oUb, 

And bribe him back to hell again,. 

But, since we ue*er can charm away 
The mandate of that awful dsyi 
Wliy do we vainly weop at mte, 

And sigh for life's uncertain date ? 

The li^it of gold can ne’er illume 
The d^ary midnight of the tomb ! 

And why should I then pant for trea- 
sures ? 

Mine be the brilliant round of plea- 
sures ; 

The goblet rich, the board of frienos, 
Whose flowing souls the goblet blends 
Mine be the nymph whose form reposes 
Bednetivo on that bed of roses j 
And oh ! l>o mine the soul’s exoe|% 
Expiring in her warm caress t 


ODE XXXVIl.=‘ 

T'Wjls night, and many a circling bowl 
Had deo^y warmed my swimming soul; 


As lulled in Humber I was laid* . 
Bri^t visions, o’er my fancy |)4yed t 
WiSh virgins, bloonung as th^&wmt 
I seemed to trace the opening mwn ; 
I^ht, on tbM^*ethed in dew^, 

We and sported Ss we dew 1 
BosSe ruddy etripibgs, young SfUd 

With bluth of Bacchus oh th^ eh^k^ 
Saw me trip the dowery wi|d 
WHh dimpled girls, and slily ibailed*^ 
Bmiled' indeed with wanton glee ; 

Hut ah 1 *twas ^ain they envied me, 
And S^ i deWT-und how I caught . 
The panting nymibe, s»d %dl^ 
thought 

To km^wben all my dream of Joys, 
i Dimpled girls and tmAy bpys^ 
j All were gone !* ‘ Alas {’ t jKiid* 

1 %hing lor the iUusions Ued, 


' Seep 1 again my joys restore, 

Oh ! let me dream them o’er and 


j ODE xxxvni. 

; Let os drain the neotared bowl, 

\ l^et us raise the song of soul 
I To him, the god who loves so wHl 
i The nectaaNMi bow^ the choral sw'ell 1 
i Him, who bstructs tlie sons of earth 
To thrld, the tangled dance of mirth ; 

I Him, who wa^ nursed with infant Love, 
I And craoled in the Faphtan grove ; 


^ Fontenelle has traiislatod this ode, in hii^ UlamsperditiaiamafiftminapeneinfBSniinpcirdil- 
dialo^A' between Aaovrean and Aristotle in the ' ditoamae^erattaaioiosttocoaserrono^Aiiaereon* 
fiha<}es, where he bestows the priae of wisdom lem dioo, si ueseis Lector), noli spemre,' etc. ete. 
upon the poet. He adduoos on this ode the aniUority of Phitot, 

* This uammunion of friendship, which sweet- who allowed ebriety, at the lEonyaiim festivals, 
ened the bowl of*Anacreon, has not been for* to men arrived at thoir fortieth year. He like* 
gotten by the author of the following scimUnm, wise quotes the following line from Akxia, winch 
where the blessings of life are enumerated with he says no one. who is not totally ignorant of 
proverbial simplieity ; the Wori d, can neehate to eonfass the truth of : 

Of mortal blMsidir.l«!rot the first isheilth, OefiOT ,Otairofi,, iiWwmr «««. 

And next, those dmma by which the eye we * No lover of drinking was ever a vicious num 
move: * Kohnua says of Bacehus, almoat iu the same 

The third is wealth, unwottoding, guiltless wealth, words that Anaerepn uses ; 

. And then, an Intereourae with those we love 1 Eypo^m ds 

■ Oomiaw with thl. qfi« fhe bowtlfal poem. «*' '“XW «« •f’f 

der2V««»</rr^-*D€gon. Pevre, in a note Wa^g, he 1^ the phantom's charms, 
upon this ode, enters into an elaborate and HetouttdnobeatitYmhiaannSi 
learned juistification of dmnkenneSS; and this is Agato to alninwr he e^yed, 

probably the cause of tl»c severe repreheneion Again to clasp the shadowy mridl > 

which f believe he euff^d for his Anacreon, —‘Longepietm, 

* Fuit olim fateor (saya he, in a note upon Longl- ” Doctor Johnson, tnhis prefkce to Shakeneore, 
nus), cum Sapphotiem tmabosu bed ex emo animadverting upon the commentators of tliat 




Jfe 0BB8 OF MMOBWif. 


Hita, tut tbe snowy Queen of Charms 
Has ioudled iu her twining arms. 

From him dream of traxksport 
€ows, 

Which sweet mtoxiealion kodwi ; 
With him tbe brow forgets to dari^e^ 
And hrillimit graces learn to sparkle, 
BeMd I my |»oys a goblet bear, 

Whose suuuy fUm bedews the air. 
Where are now the tear, the sigh 1 
the winds they dy, they flv I 
€rasp the bowl; in nectar sii&ing, 
Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking ! 
Oh ] can the tears we lend to thought 
In life's account avail ns aught ? 

Can we discern, with all our lore, 

I'he path we’re yet to journey o’er ? 
No, no, the walk of life is dark, 

'Tis wine alone can strike a spark, 
Then let me quaff the foamy tide, 

And through the danee meandering 
glide; 

Let me imbibe the spicy breath 
Of odours chafed to tragrant death t 
Or from the kiss of love inhale 
A more voluptuousf richer gale ! 

To souls that court the phantom Care, 
Let him retire and shroud him there ; 
While we exhaust the nCotored bowl, 
And swell the choral song of soul 


poet, who pretcmded in ererv littte eoinddenoeof 
thought to detect an imltalioii of eome ancient 
poet, alludes in tbe following woeda to the Ihieof 
Anacreon before ue : M have beet) told that when 
after a pleaaiug dream, sari, *' I tried to 
sleep again,’* the author imitates Auacreon, who 
had, tike any other man, the same wish on the 
same occasion.’ 

* J he brevity of life allows arguroeuts for the 
voluptuary as well as the moralist. Among many 
parallel passages which Lonj^epierre mu a^i* 
ouced, I shall content myself with this epigram 
from the Antholoffia 

AouqtoAcvsot, npo$oci|, irvKaw<i>ja€9a, Kat rtv ax^ 
paroM 

‘wXUf/XV, KVkt.K« fiCl^Ovaf Opaflf |KOb. 

6 ){a.iptvt*ov e<rn ttta. fa Aoerra 

Piipat xwAvwfi, KOI TO rsAev 9araret. 

Of Which the following is a loose paraphrase; 
Fly, my beloved, to yonder stream, 

We’ll ]^tmge os from the noontide beam I 
Then cull the rose's bwnW bud. 

And dip It iu our goblet’s dood. 

Our age of blfejs, my nymph, shall fly 
As tweet, thouf^ passing, as that sigh 
Which seems to whisper r/er your Ifp, 

* Come, while you may, of rapture sip*' 


to film, the god wdio loves eo well 
The neotew bowl, tbe cbotnl swell ! 


om XXXIX 

How f love the festive boy, 
Trippittf with the dance m joy ! 
How l bve the mellow sage, 
Smiling through the veil of age ! 
And whene’er this man of years 
In the danee of joy appears, 

Age is on histetnples hung, 

But his heart*--his heart is young 1^^ 


^ :ODE XL. 

1 KNOW that Heaven ordains me here 
To run this mortal life's career ; 

The scenes which I have joumcyeil 
o’er 

Eetum no more —alas ! no more ; 

And all the path I’ve yet to go 
1 neither know nor ask to know. 

Then surely, Care, thoucan.st not twine 
Thy fetters lound a soul like mine^; 
No, ^o^ the heart that feels witli 
Can never be a slave to thee !’^ 

And oh ! before the vital thrill, 

M'hich trembles at my heart, still, 


For age will steal the rosy form. 

And chill tbe pulse, which trembles wurml 
And death'~a1as f that hearts, which thrill 
liike yours and mine, should e'er be still ! 

* Baint Pavbri makes the same distinction in a 
sonnet to a yoimg girl : 

J(* sals bieii que les destinies 
Out mat eomposa^ now anpi^es ; 

Kc regarded que mofl amour. 

Peut>6tre en ser«^a vous dmuo ; 

It est ieune, ot n’est que du Jour, 

Belle iris, que je vous al vue. 

Fair and young thoubloomest now, 

And I full many a year have told ; 

But read the heart and not the brow, 
Thou ahalt not And my love is old. 

My love's u child, and thou eanwt say > 
How much hia little age may be, 

For ho was bom the very day * 

That flnt I set my eyes on thee ! 

* Longepierve quotes an eplOTam here from the 
AuthoUjfia, on account of the similarity of a 
partionuu' phrase. It is by ho means Anaereon- 
tic, but has an Interesting simplicity which in- 
duced me to paraphrase it, and mny atone for its 
intrusion : 



mm mdNAcmoj^, m 


rU gttiber joy^a, liaimowi ftowewi, ' 
And gil4: wiA bliss W > 

Baochus Bbali bid my winter bloom, 
Aod Vonua dance me to the tomb I* 


OPE Xht 

Wn 3 £N Spring begems the dewy scene, 
How sweet to wiwk the velvet green. 
And hear the Zephyr’s lai^id sighs, 
As o’er the scented mead he flies \ 
How sweet to mark the ponting vine, 
Ready to fall in tears of wine ; 

And with the maid whose every sigh 
Is love and bliss, entranced to lie‘ 
Where the embowering branches 
meet— 

Oh 1 is not this divinely sweet t 


ODE XLII » 

Vks, be the glorious revel mine, 

Where humour sprkles from the wine ! 
Around me let the youthful choir 
llespnd to my beguiling lyrej 
And while the red cup circles roypd, 
Mingle in soul as well as sound 1 
Let the bright nymph, with trembling 
eye, 

Beside mo all in blushes lie ; 

It lenfriti to Fortune, and to you, 

Delutfivo Hope ! a last adieu. 

The charm that once beg-uUod is o'er, 

And I have reached ray destined shore ! 
AVay, away, your flatteriixg arts 
May now lietray some simpler hearts, 

And you Will smile at their believing. 

And they shall weep nt your deceiving ! 

wriSn*u^ra raw poet by Julian, whore he^aaSes 
him give the precepts of pood fellowship even 
from the tomb ! 

This lesson oft in life I sum, 

And from my grave I still shall cry, 

' Drink, mortal I drink, wldle time is young, 
Ere death has made thee «old as V 

^ Thus Horace : 

Quid babes ilHus^ilUBs 
Quffi spirabat amores, 

Qtiie me sorpneratmihi, 

And does there then remain but this 
And hast thou lost each roajr ray 
Of her, who breatlied the soul of bliss, 

‘ And stole me from myaelf awajr 


Ai^, w^ ihc weaves a pnntlet fair 
Of hyaoiai^ to deck my hair, 

Oh i let me siuatch her tidelolig kiBSei, 
And that shall be my bBss of muitlies ! 
My sonL to %1^ve feeing .toe, 
One^rng of envy yieyer knew; 

Ana iittle has it learned to dread 
The gaiil that Envy’s tongue can 
Away— 1 hate the slandewms 4arti 
Which atei^ to wound the unwaiy 
heait ; . . < 

And oh ! I hatet with all my sOulv 
Discordant da^otirs o’er tlm bowl, 
Where every cordial heart should bo, 
Attuned to peace and harmony. 

Come, let us liear tfle soul of song 
Expire the silver harp along i v 
And through the dance s ringlet move^ 
With maidens mellowing into love; , 
Thus simply ha]^y, thus at jieace, 
Sure such a life should never cease ! 


ODE XLIIL 

Wmilb our rosy fillets shed 
Blushes o’er ea^ fervid head, 

With many a cUp and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 

And while theha^, impassioned, liingft 
Tuneful rapture from the strings/ 

^ Thu character of Anaercon is bm vsiy 
strikingly depicted. His love of social, lutrmo^ 
uized pleasures is expressed with a warmth, ami- 
able and endearing. Among the epigrams 
imputed to Anocreon is the following.} u nt to 
only one worth trauslatioo, and H hmatbes to 
same sentiments with this ode : 

Ou 6iAo«, KpT)ni|pi irapa irAsoi owowovai^, 
N«iK«« atii iroAs^ov Aey^i, 

AAA’Aorris Movirecio* re, ic«{ ctyAao 
Evjsfiurywif, rportiv'piOfincercu 

When to the lip the brimming eup is pressed 
And hearts aye all aBoat tmon the stream, 
then banish Dom. my board to unpolished guest* 
Who makes to Ms of war bis barharoos 
tome. 

Hut bring to man, who o’er his goblet wreathes 
The Mase’a latuml with the Cyprian dower: 

Oh ! give me him whose heart expansive breatbsi 
All the refinSwenta of the social hour. 

* On the barblton a host of authprltfea may be 
collected, which, after all, leave ns igoorint of 
the nature of to totrument. There is seareely 
1 any point upon wluch wo are so totally nnin* 
tbrmed AS to masSe of the anoientiB. The 



oMs OF Ammmm 


Some my nymph, with flaeni limbe, 
Ibivntgh the dance luxuriant swims, 
Wavingitin her snowy hand^ 

The leafy Bacohanalm wan^ 

Which, as the tripping wanton lias, 
Shakes its tresses to her sighs } • 

A youth, the while, with loosened hair 
Bluing on the listless air, 

Sings, to the wild harp’s tender tonej 
Atale of woes, idas i nis own ; 

And thei^ what nectar in his s^h, 

As o'er his lip the murmars die 
Surely never yet has beeu 
Sodivinc^ so blest a scene 1 
Has Cupid left the starry sphere, 

To wave his golden tresses here P 
Oh yes ! and Venus, queen of wiles, 
Ana Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles, 
Ali, all are here, to h^l with me 
The Genius of Festivity t* 


ODi: XLIV.* 

Buds of roses* virgin dowers, 

Culled from Cupid’s balmy bowers, 
lu the bowl of mochus steep, 

Till with crimson drofw they w^ ! 
Twine the rose, the garland twine, 
Every leaf distilling wine ; 

Drink and smile, and learn to think 
That we were born to smile and drink. 
Rose ! thou art the sweetest flower 
That ever drauk the amber shower ; 


anftors eitant tlif! entiicot are, I imagine, 
KtUe understood; but certainly, if one of their 
moods was a progression by cuarter-tonet, which 
we are told was the natmre of the enharmonic 
Bcale, simplicity was by no means iho eharacio- 
datie of their melody ; for this is a nicety of pro- 
gressidnof which modern music is not susceptible. 
The invention of the barhliou is, by Athenasiw, 
attributed to Anacreon. Neanth^ of Cyrltni'', 
asijnoted by Oyraldus, asserts the same, 

H Sorta. on the words * Lssbousn bar- 
biton/ in the first ode. > 

1 Longepierre has qnoted here an epigram 
from the Anthoiogiaf of Wliioh the following may 
^ve some idea : 

The kiss that she left on my li^ 
liike a dow'drop shall lingering hO; 
Twas nectar she gave me to sip, 

'Twas neotor i drank in her aigh I 
Tbs dew that distilled In that kiss, 

To my soul was voiupiuous wine * 


Rose ! tbhtt hrt the foudhbt ctiifld 
Of dimpled S|^?mg, the ivood-nymph 
wild f 

Even the gods, wbu tirwlkl&e eky, 

Are amorottfl of tdty eoeutediugh. 

Cupid too, in PapmAu ehadee, 

Hie hair with rosy flllet braids, 

When, with the blimhiug naked Graces, 
The wautou winding %uoe he traoea. 
Then bring me abowem of yeses, bring, 
And shed them round me while 1 
sing ; 

Great Baeckus ! in thy hallowed shade, 
With some oelestial, glowing maid. 
While ^es of roses round me rise, 

In perfWe sweetened by her sighs, 
ni mil and twine in early dance, 
OommingUng sonl with every ghmee 1 


ODE XLV. 

WiTHiK this goblet, rich and deep, 

1 cradle all my woes to sleep. 

Why should we breathe the sigh of 
fyar, 

Or pour the paviiling tear ? 

For death will never hoed the? sigh, 
Hor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep, 
Must all alike be sealed in sleep * 

Tlien let ns never vainly stray. 

In search of thorns, from pleasure’s 
way ; 


Ever liner U ii drunk with the blisi, 
Ardfeeii tlia delirium divine! 

* The introduction of tbeie deities to the festival 
is merely allegorical. Madame Daeier thinks 
that Uie poet describes a masquerade, where 
ttiese deities were personated by the company in 
masks. The translation will conform with either 
idea. 

^ the deity or genins of mirth. Philo« 
stratus, in the third of his pictures (os all the 
annotators have obseirved), gives a very beautiful 
d'seriptioD of this god. 

* This spirited .p^ra is a eulogy on the reset 
and Again, in thelUty^fifth ode, we shall find onr 
author rich in the {waisee of that flower. In a 
fragment of Sopplm, in the romance of j^chlUei 
Tatius, to which Barnes refers us, the rose is 
very clcgimtly styled * tM eye of flowers;' and 
the same poetess, in another fragment, calls the 
fkvours or the Muse * the mses of Pieria.' See 
the notes on the fifty flfm dde. 




OmB ^ 


Oh I let U8 quaff the roi^ 

Which Bahcm lores, which Bacchus 
gave ; 

And in the gohkt^ rich ana de^ 
Cradle our oi*yin^ woes to sleep I 


OBB XLYU 

See, the young, the rosy Spring, 

Gives to the breese her spangled wingi 
While virgin Graces, warm with May, 
Fling roses o’er her dewy way 1 
llie murmuring billows of thto-deep 
Have languished into silent sleep ; 

And mark ! the hitting sea-birds lave 
Their plumes in the reHecting wave ; 
While cranes from hoary winter fly 
To flutter in a kinder sky* 

Now the genial star of day 
Dissolves the murky olouas away ; 

And cultured field, and winding stream. 
Are sweetly tissued by his heam. 

Now the earth jjrolific swells 
With leafy buds and flowery beBs ; 
Gemming shoots the olive twine, 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine ; * ^ 

All along the branches creeping, 
Through the velvet foliage peeping. 
Little infant fruits we see 
Nursing into luxury ! 


ODE XLVII. 

'Trs true, my fading years decline, 
Yet 1 can quaff the Tjnmming wine 


> The affisetation of some comments* 

ion has denounced this ode as sparious. 
pronounces the four i^t lines to ho the patch- 
work (d' some niiserable vorBifleator, and Brunfk 
condemns the whole ode. It apneairB to me to he 
elegantly graphical; ihll of delioatc expressions 
and luxnriant Imagery, flarnee ooifleotures, in 
his* Life of out poet, that this ode was written 
aft«^ he had returned f^om Athens, to settle In 
his paternal seat at. Tens ; there, In a little vilie 
at some distance from the dijr, which commanded 
a view of the Seaana the islaiida, be con- 

templated the beauties of nature, andeifloycd the 
felicities of retirement. Vida Bwmn, in Anne, 
vtta, sec. XXXV. This supposition, however un- 
wthenticfited, forms a pleakant association, 
which makes the poem nkore interesting. 


As doeip m my fl^pliug fair 
Whole, ohelki ihe flush ol lumiug 
WBaar5> 

And if, thp wmtm orew, 
fm oiM to Wind hhe dsmoa^ 
ThocLshidt hehtfld riiii vigoiWus hasid 
Not falten^g on the baotiiaEri’ftw^ 
But brandishing a, lOiy , 

The only thyreue e’er I^Jl ask 1* 

Let those who pant for Gloryhi cham 
Embrace her in the field of arms ; 
While my inglorious, placid soul 
Breathes not a wish beyond the bowl 
Then fill it high, my ruddy slave, 

And bathe me in its honeyed wave i 
For though my fading years deesy, 
And though my bloom has passed sway, 
Like old Silenns, sire divine, 

With blushes borrowed from my wine^ 
rU wanton 'mid the danoi^ train, 

And live my follies all again i 


ODE XLVIIL 

Whek my thirsty soul I steep, 
Eveiy sorrow’s lulled to sleep. 

Talk of xnonaTchs ! 1 am then 
Richest, Imppi^^t, first cd men ; 
Careless o’er my cup I sing, 

Fancy makes me more than king ; 
Gives me wealthy Crmsus’ store, 
(^n I, can X, wish for more? 

On my velvet couch reclining, 

Tvy leaves my brow entwining, ** 
While my soul dilates with glee, 
What are kings and orowms to me? 


* AtTMK WAS a kind of Mhero vessel fltr whWf 
very much in uba, as sbotfld seem by tbe proverb 
avKOs Mi SeAwmv, whtcU was appned to those 
who were lutemp^to in eafiug end drinkinr. 
Thie proverb k montioped in some vereee^oted 
by AtbetuBUA from the Utwm of Alexis. 

» PhonmtnB assijnw a» a reason for the oonse* 
crAtioD of the tbyrsna to Becchue, that inebriety 
often renders the support of a stlek very neces- 
sary* 

♦ ‘ The ivy was consecrated to Bocohus (says 
Hontfaucon), beoAUse he formerly lay hid under 
thAt tree, or, As others will hsve it, beoause ihi 
leaves resemble those of the vine.' Other reasons 
for Its cooseeraOon, and the use of it in garlands 
at banquels^ may be kmud ip Lonseplerre, 
Barnes, etc. oto. 



OmS OP JFAOSMQM^ 


it Wore my feet they lay, 
t would spurn them aU.away ! 
Arm y(m, am you, men of mi#t, 
Hasten so the sanguine fight r 
W .me, oh, my budding vine V 

S uo other blood than thine. ^ 
ier brimming goblet see, 

That alone shall vanquish me ; 

Oh ! I thinh it sweeter far 
To ^ in banquet than in war \ 


ODEXLIX.® 

Whjbn Bacchus, Jove’s immortal hoy, 
The rosy liarbinger of joy, 

Who, with the sjmshiue of the bowl, 
TViaws the winter of our soul ; 

When to tny inmost core he glides, 

And bathes it with his ruby tides, 

A flow of joy, a lively heat, 

Fires my brain, and wings my feet ! 
Tis surely something sweet, 1 think, 
Nay, something heavenly sweet, to 
drink ! 

Sing, sing of love, let Music’s breath 
^ftly beguile our rapturous death, 
While, my young Venus, thou and I 
To the vduptuous cadence die 1 
Then waking from our languid trance, 
Again we’ll sport, again we’ll dance. 


ODE L,» 

When I drink, I feel I feel, 
Visions of poetic zeal !* 


1 1 have adopted (he interpretation of fiegnier 
and others : 

AUrl se^ Martc fero ; 

Cte solliocco '1 mio conforto, 

• This, the preceding ode, and a few more of 
the same character, are merely e&ooaoxu d ifoire. 
Woat Uholy they waye theelQPiitslws of the moment 
of OOOvivSaJity, and were amig, we imagine, with 
i^ore in t^reeco; bat thatintrrsetlug auoda- 
tton, by which they aiwayt recalled the oontiviai 
mtiotiiHks that producedi them, can be rery little 
felt br the most enthusiastic reader; and much 
less by a phlegmatic grammarian, who sees 
nothing in them ont dialects and particles. 

♦ Fabw thinks this q^ooa; bat I heliere he 
is ringulir in his opinion. It has all the spirit 
of our author, like the wreath wlfich he pre- 
sented in the dream, * it smoUs of Anacreon.* 

The form of this ode la the original is re- 


|Wlu*m with tho guhbt’s freahoning 

dw^ * 

My heart invokes the heavenly Muse. 
When I drink, my sorrow’s o’er ; 

1 think of doubts and learn no more ; 
But scatter to the railinn wind 
Each gloomy phantom ox the mind I 
When I drink, the jesting boy, 
Bacchus himself, partakes my joy ; 
And, while we dance through breath- 
ing bowers, 

Whose every gale is rich with flowers, 
In bowls he nmes my senses swim, 
Till the gale breathes of nought but 
him ! 

When I drink, I deftly twine 
Flowers begemmed with tears of wine ; 
And, whue with festive hand f 
spread 

The smiling garland round my head, 
Something wiiispers in my breast, * 
How sweet it is to live at rest ! 

When I drink, and ^rfume stills 
Around me all in balmy rills, 

Then as some beauty, smiling roses, 

In languor ou my breast reposes, 

Veijua 1 1 breathe my vow'S to thee, 

In maiw a sigh of luxtiry ! 

When I drink, my heart refines, 

And rises as the cup declines, - 
Kises in the genial flow 
That none but social spirits know, 
W'hen youthful revellers round the 
bowl, 

Dilating, mingle soul with soul !■’ 
When I drink, the bliss is mino,— 
There’s bliss in every drop of wine ! 


markable. It Is a kind of son;; of »eve» (^uatraia 
8ta:[izaa, each beginulog with the line : 

Or’ eyu wun rov otvor. 

The first sfftnzs alone h incomplete, conaiating 
hot of three line*, 

♦ ‘Anacreon is not (he only one (says LonfO> 
pierre) whom wine has inspired with poetry. 
There is an epipam in the first hook of toe 
Anthehgin.^ whion begins thus : 

ret >(api.evTt g«yaj linroe 
St Kti\w op resoif ffros/ 

If With Water yon fill up your glasses, 
you’ll nerer writs anything wise ; 

For wine Is the hows of Parnassns. 

WUcih hurries a bard to the skies ! 

« Snhloined to Gall’s edition of Anooreoii, thefe 
are some enrious letters unon the dmeot of ^e 





ODES OF MAomonr. 


All other foy« that 1 hw known, 
rve acarofly dared to oalt my own ; 
But this the Fates oah ne’er destroy, 
Till Death o’erahad<w all my joy I 


ODE LV 

Fly not thus, my brow of snow, 
JjoYely wanton ! fly not so. 

Thou^^h the wane of a^'e is mine, 
Though the brilliant flush is thine, 
Still rm doomed to sigh for thee, 
Bleat, if thou could’at sigh for me ! 
See, in yonder flowery braid, 

Culled for thee, iny blushing maid,® 
How the rose, of oneut glow, 
Mingles with the lily’s snow ; 

Mark how sweet their tints agree, 
Just, my girl, liko theo and me ! 


ODE LIL® I 

Aw’aY, away, you men of rules, 

What have I to d(> with schools ? 

aueieuts, which appeared In the French joumalfi. 
At the opeuiiw oi ihe Odeon, in T^rib, the mana* 
frcisoftne specbcle rcquestcil I’mlhsaor (iail to 
givo tUetn >*ouio uncommon name fur the ft‘U»8 of 
lliin iniititntion. He isup^sted the wuni ‘ Thmsc/ 
which was adopted; but the of Paris 

^H^ucifitioucd the propriety of it, and addressed 
tlicir oriticisiiis to Gail, through the medium of 
the pohlio prints. Two or three of the letters he 
has inserted in his edition, and Lliey Imve eli- 
cited fi'Qpi 1dm some learned rcscaroh ou the sub- 
ject. 

‘ Alberti has imitated thifi ode; and Capilu- 
pus, in the following epigram, has given a version 
of it: 

Cur, LaJnpe, mea vita, mens contemnia amores? 

Cur fuyjs e uostro pulchra puella sinu F 
Ne fugiaa, sint sparsa licet mea tempura canis, 
Inquo tuo roscus fulgeat ore color. 

Aspicc ut inlextas deconnt quoqoe Sore corollas 
Candida purpurcis IlUa mixta rosls. 

Oh I why repel my soul's impassioned vow, 

And Ity, beloved maid, these longing arms ? 
is it that wintry time has strewed my brow, 

And thine are all the summer's roseate charms P 

See the rich garland, culled in venial weather, 
Where the young rosebud with the lily glows ; 
In wreaths of love we thus may twine together, 
And 1 will be the lily, thou the roso. 

* * In the same manner that Anaoreon pleads 
for the whltenesf of his loclts, (Vonj the beauty 


ss 

They ’t! mitke me they’d make me 

think, 

But wbuM they meke me live and 
drink? 

Toaeh me this, aifli let me ewim 
My «oul ttpfon the goblet’i brim ; 

Teacb me this, and let me twine 
My arms arouod the nymt^ divine 1* 
Age begins to blanch my brow, 

I’ve time for nought but pleasure now. 
Fly, and cool my goblet’s g^ow 
At yonder fountain’s gelid flow ; 
ril quaff, my boy, ana calmly sink 
This soul to sluml>er as 1 drink ! 

Soon, too soon, my joctind slave, 

I You’ll deck your master’s grassy mve ; 
i And there’s an end— for an ! you know, 
I They drink but little wine below I* 


ODE mi 

Whun’ I behold the festive train 
Of dancing youth, I’m young again I 
Memory wakes her magic trance, 

And wings me lightly through the dance. 


of the colour in garlands, a shepherd, In Theo- 
critus, endeavours to recommend hb black hair: 
K«i. TO wv prAav em, a ypavru iiuav$»s 
AM’ vfiinK ei' TOt9 ra Trp^ra Aryomu.' 

Lougtpm're, etc. 

> This is doubtless the work of a more modens 
poet than Anacreon ; for at the period when be 
lived rhetoricians wore not known,— -i^cjsrca. 

Though the antiquity of ibis ode is conOmei 
by the Vatieon manuscript, 1 am very much ltio 
chned to agree in this argument ageing Us 
authenticity; for, though the dawnings of 
rhetoric might already have apptsared, the first 
who gave it any adebrity was Oorax of SyractisS, 
and he fiaurislioil in the century alter Anacreon, 
Our poet nntleipatcd the ideas of Epicurus, in 
his aversion to the labours of learning as well as 
his devotion to voioptuouancss. Ilairai' trouieiai' 
posopiot ^vytnt, said the pbUosophec of tno 
garden in a letter to Fythoeles. 

'* lly XPvcTiv Aj^po^ivVvhere, t understand some 
beautiful girl ; in ihe same manner that Avomv 
is often used for wine. ' Golden ' Is freaueutly 
an epithet* of beauty. Thus in Virgil, ^Veuus 
aiirea,’ andin Propertius. ^ Cynthia aurea.^ Tihu|* 

; lus, however, calls an old woman 'golden.' 

I * 'Hius the witty Mainard ; 

I La Mort nous guette ; et quand ses lois 
Nous ont enformds one fois 
Au sein d'une fosse prohmde^ 

Adieu bons vins et bona repas, 

Ma sotenoe me tmnve pas 
Dos cabarets eu I'autre monde. 

4 
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CSome, Cybeba, smiling maid 1 
CteU the dowser and twine the braid ; 
Bid the^blush of summer’s rose 
Bum upon my brow of snows 
And let me, ivhile th*e wild and young 
Trip the mazy dauCe along, * 
Fling my heap of years away, 

And be as wild, as young as they. 
Hither haste, some cordial soul ! 

Give my lips the brimming bowl ; 

Oh ! you will see this hoaiy sage 
Forget his locks, forget his age. 

He still can chanot the festive hymn, 

• He still' can kiss the goblet's brim ;* 
He still can act the mellow raver. 

And play the fool as sweet as over I 


ODE LIV * 

Methinks the pictured bull we see 
Is amorous Jove—lt must be he ! 

How fondly blest he seems to l>ear 
The fairest of Phoenician fair ! 

How proud he breasts the foamy tide, 
And spurns the billowy surge aside ! 
Could any beast of vulgar vein 
Undaunted thus defy the main I 
No : he descends from climes above. 
He looks the god, he breathes of Jove I* 


I ‘It appears that wreaths of flowers were 
adapted for poets and rereHere at banguets, but 
by no means became those who hud pretensions 
to wisdom and pfaiJosoph)/ On this principle, 
in hit 152d ehaittcr, Idcetos discovers a refln^- 
ment in Virgil, describing tlie garland of the po^ 
SllentiB as tallen o(f; which distitimiiBhca, he 
thinks, tlie divine intoxication of Siienus from 
that of common drunkards, who always wear 
tlieir crowns while they drink, "rhia, indeed, is 
the * labor ineptiaitim ' of t^mmentaUws. 

* Wine is prescribed by Galen as an cxeelleot 
medleinc for old men, *Qaod frigidos ot humott' 
bus explctos calcfaciat/ etc.; but nature was 
Anacreon's ph.vsieian. 

There is a proverb fn Eriphut, as c, noted by 
Athtneeus, which sar$, Hiiat wine iraket sn old 
man dance whether he will or not/ 

Aoyet «0T apx'^uo^, ov kojcwc 
O tvoi' Aeyovoi revs ytpovraf^ u wartp, 
Tlti$etv xoptetv w wAovras, 

I *Thit ode is written upon a picture whieb 
reproseuted the rape of Europe.’** Jfndame 
JMsf, 

It miiy ^haps be considered as a description 
of cue of those outns which the Sidonians struck 
off in hoDotur of JEuropa, representing a woman 


O0E^ . 

Wmts weiuyukethe wrcafh&dipriug, 
Eesplemlent rojfce ! to theewe’U smg; 
Besplendent rose ! the dowey of flowern, 
Whose breath perfumes Olympus* 
bowers ; 

Whose virgin blush, of chastened dye, 
Enchants so much our mortal eye. 
When Pleasure's bloomy season glows, 
The Grapes love to twiue the rose j 
The rose is yarm Dione’s bliss, 

And flushes like Dione's kiss ! 

Oft has the pcet's magic tongue 
The rose’s fair luxuriance sung ; 

And long the Muses, heavenly maids, 
Have reai’ed it in their tuneful shades. 
When, at the early glance of mom, 
tt sleeps upon the glittering thorn, 
’Tis sweet to dare the tangled fence, 
To cull the timid floweret thence, 

And wipe, with tender band, away 
The tear that on its bluslics lay ! 

'Tis sweet to hold the infant stems, 
Yet dropping with Aurora’s gems. 

And fresh inhale the spicy sighs 
Thaji from the weeping buds arise. 
When revel reigns, when mirth is high, 
And Bacchus beams in every, cyo, 

Our rosy lillets scent exhale, 

And fill with balm the fainting gale ! 


carried across the sea by o 1)011, Thus Naialit 
CameSt lib. vjti. (>ap. 2.3; ' Sidouii numismata cum 
fiemind tauri doroo iusidente ae mare trjiusfre< 
toiite, cuderunt in (^ns honorem/ In the Utile 
treatise upon the goiUh’ss of Syria, attributed 
very falsely to Luemn, there is mention of this 
coin, and of a temple dedicated by the Sidouians 
to Astarte, whom some, It appears, confounded 
with Europa. Moschns has written a very 
beautiful idyl on the story of Europa- 
* Thus Most-bus .• 

Btov Kat St/aat' «at yipera ravpos. 
ilie God forgot himself, jhi* heaven, for love, 
And a bull's form belied the almighty Jove. 

^ This ode is a VrilUant panegyric on the rose. 
* All antiqui^ (says Barnes) bos produced aothiug 
more beantifttl.' 

From the idea of peculiar cxcellenoo which thi 
ancients attached to this flower, arose a prfltty 
proverbial expression, need by Aristophanes, ae* 
cording to Suidas, po3a p,' tifytjgar, * You have 
spoken roses/ a phrase somewhat similar to the 
‘ dire des fleurettes * of the French. In the same 
idea of excellence originated, I doubt not, a very 
carious implioation of the word poSpp, for Wbm 
the inquisitive reader may consult Qauiminus 
anon the cpitholandum of our poet, where tt is 
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Ob, there, Bou^i in lUktw hrigbtf 
Where roaea do Bet shed their li^t I 
MTbeii moi^Bg pai&te the oneut ekies, 
Her hiigera bum with roseate dyee 
The nyiB^hs dismay the rose^a charms, 
It maotlos oW their graceful arms ; 
Through Oythwea’s form it glows, 

Aud miugles with the hviug scows. 
The rose distils a heaJiug balm, 

The lieating pulse of {laiu to calm ; 
Preserves & cold iBumed clay,* 

Aud mocks the vestige of depay ; 

Aud when, at leugth, iu pale decliue, 
its florid beauties fade aud pine, 

Sweet as in youth, its balmy breath 
Diffuses odour e’en in death 1 
Oh ! whence could such a plant have 
sprung ? 

Attend—for thus the tale is sung. 
When, humid, from the silvery stream, 
Effusing beanty^s wannest beam, 

Venus appeared, in flushing hues, 
Mellowed by Ooeanh briny dews ; 
When, in the starry courte above, 

The pregnant brain of mighty Jove 

introJuecd in the romanre of Theodoro*. Afltre. 
tii«, in one of hii» elej^cs, calls his mistress bis 
rose: , 

Jam to igilur rarsus teneo, formosuia, jam te 
(Quid trapldas P) teneo j jmn, rosa, tp teneo.— 
SUjf, 8. 

1 ag^ain embrace thee, dearest, 

<Tel! me, wanton, why thon feartwt P) 
Aj^ain my lonsrin^ arms infold thee, 

Ajrain, my rose, again 1 hold thco. 

This, most of the terms of endearment in the 
modem Latin poets, is taken Ihora Plautus : thc^ 
were vulgar aud colloquial in his time, and they 
are among the elegances of the modern Latinists. 

1 In the original here, ho enumerates the many 
epithets of beanty, borrowed from roses, whien 
were used by the noot^ »rap« t«v tro^v. Wo j 
see that poets were dignified in (Ireece with the 
title of sages ; even the careless An.acreon, who 
lived but for love and yolaptuonsness, was called : 
by Plato the wise Anaerson. Awe fapientm \ 
quondam, j 

* He here alludes to the use of the rose in em- 1 
halming, and perhaps (as Bhmes ildnks) to the 
rosy unguent with which Venus anointed the ! 
coimse of Hector. It may likewise regard the | 
anient rnraeijee of.puttmg gaduids Of ruses on i 
the dea^ as in £$tatius, x. 792t 

Hi sertis, hi veris honore soluto | 

Accumulant artus patri^qm) lu sede reponunt 
Corpus odoratum,— 

where * veris honor,* though It means every kind 
of bowers, may seem more particularly to refbr | 
to the rose. We reed, in t&e Hieroglyphios of i 


DisdoiMiJ tlie nympb nf asufe gbrnne* 
Tbe nynaiph Who slutkcs the martihl 
lance 1 • 

Then, theUt in atreage eventful bour. 
The earth ea inlei^ flower* 

Wbioh eprung; with Mushing tinctures 
dressed, 

And wnn^imed o’er its pai^ breast. 
The gods beheld this byiUinni birth, ' 
And liAiledthe EoBe, the boon of earth I 
With nectar drops, a ruby tide, 

The sweetiy orient buds they ' 
And bade ^em bloom, the idowem 
divine ' 

Of him who sheds the teeming vine j 
And bade them on the spangled thorn 
Expand their bosoms to the morn. 


ODE LVL* . 

Eb, who instructs the youl^ful crew 
To bathe them in the brimmer’s dew* 

Pierius, lib. )v., that some of flic ancieuta used to 
order in their wills, that roses should be annually 
scattered on their tombs, and he has adduced' 
some sepulchral inscriptions to this purpose. 

* The author oi the Ferviailium Venmt (a 
poem attribott^ to CatuUns, the style of which 
ufipears to me to have all the laboured liaurianee 
of a much later period) aacribes the tlnctxire of 
the rose to the blood from the wound of Adonis-^ 

Rosie 

Foam aprino do orooire— 
according to the omendation of Llpsius. !& the 
following epigram this hue is difiFeroatly so* 
counted for ; 

Ilia quidem studiosa luum deihndoro Adomm, 
Gradivui^ strlcto qnem petit ense ferox, 

Affixlt dons vesUgia cceca rosotls, 

Albaque divino jdeta cruore rosa ost. 

While the envnonred queen <d‘ioy 
flies to protect her lovely hoy, 

On whom the jealous waisgod mhos; 

S^he treads upon a thombd rose, 

And while the wound with qriiDSOQ flows. 

The snowy floweret feels her blood, and blnahesi 

* Thisappean to he one of the hymns which 
were sung at the anniversarv festival of the 
vintage { one of the aviAi^vtsi o/avoc, as oor poet 
himself terms them in the fltly*ninth ode. We 
cannot help feeling a peculiar veneration for theae 
relics of the religion of antiquity, Horace mW 
be supposed to have written the ninetc^th ode 
of his second book and the twenty*fifth of the 
third for some bacchanalian celebration of lids 
kind. 
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And taste, tincloyod by rich ex- 
cesses, 

All tbe<)li63 that wine possesses ! 

He, who inspires the youth to glance 
In wingM oirclefcs th'rongh the dance ! 
Baechns, the god, again is here« . 

And leads along the blushing year ; 
The blushing year with rapture teems, 
Beady to shed those cordim streams 
Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth, 
lUuminate the sons of earth 
And w^hen the ripe and vermil wine, 
Sweet infant of the pregnant vine, 
Which how in mellow msters swells. 
Oh ! when it bursts its rosy cells. 

The heavenly stream shall mantling 
flow, 

To balsam every mortal woe ! 

No youth shall then be w'an or weak, 
For dimpling health shall light the 
cheek ; 

No heart shall then des]:>onding sigh, 
For wune shall bid despondence fly 1 
Thus— till anotlier autumn’s glow 
Shidl bid another vintage flow i 


ODE LVII.* 

Axn whose immortal hand could 
shed 

Upon this disk the ocean’s bed 
And, in a frenzied flight of soul, 
tJublime as Heaveu’s eternal pole, 

^ Madame Dacier thinks that the poet here had 
the nepenthe of Homer in his 
I lb. i V. This nepenthe was a something of exqui- 
site charm, infused by Hrfea into the ^vine of her 
guests, whicl> had the power of dispdltug erer} 
anxiety. A French writer, with verjr elegant 
galiantry, cotflociores tiiat this spetl, which made 
the bowl so bcwiltaff, was the tliarm of Helen's 
conversation. See oe Merd, quoted by Bayle, 
art, if clone. 

* Tliis ode ia a very nhimated dOBcription of a 
pfstoie of Venus on a discus, which teoreBented 
the (goddess in her first emergence horn the 
waves. About two eentories after our poet 
wrote, the pencil of the artist Apeticsembclliahc'd 
thia snlgect, in Uk fiunoini painting of the Venus 
Anaitb^omend, tho model of whief^ as Pliny in- 
Ihrms UB, was the heautifui Oampaupe, given to 
hhn hy Alexander ; though, according to Natalis 
Oomes, lib. vli. cap. 16, it was Phme who sat 
to Apelles for the Ktoe and breast or this Venus. 


Imagine t^os, in hemblanea warm, 

The Queen of Lpve’a voluptumw form, 
Floating along the silvery sea 
In beauty’s nBied majesty ! 

Oh I he has given the ra^ured sight 
A witching mnquet of delight : 

And all those sacred scenes of XiOve, 
Where only hallowed eyes may rove,* 
Lie faintly glowing, half-coucmed, 
Within the lucid billows veiled. 

Light as the lesi that summer's 
breeze 

Has wafted o’er the glassy seas, 

She floats upon the ocean’s breast, 
Which undmates in sleepy rest, 

And stealing on, she gently pillows 
Her bosom on tlie amorous billows. 
Her bosom, like the humid rose, 

Her neck, like dewy-sparkling snows, 
Illume the liquid path she traces, 

And burn within the stream’s em- 
braces i 

£n languid luxury soft she glidcS| 
Encircled by the azure tides, 

Like some fair lily, faint with weep- 

Upo i a bed of violets sleeping ! 
Beneath their queen’s inspiring glance, 
Tho dolphins o'er the green sea 
dance, 

Bearing in triumph young Desire, 

And baby Lov^e with smiles of Are ! 
While, sparkling on the silver waves, 
The tenants of the briny caves 
Around the pomp in e<idies play. 

And gle^m sjong the watery wSy. 

Thorp are a few bleiT»ii;he» in the readinf? of 
(he ode before uft, wliich have influenced Faber, 
Htfyne, Brunck, etc., to denounce the whole poem 
OM Bfiurions. JVon e<to p«,itcut qffendar mirulU. 
f think it is beautiful enough to be autheif 
tic. 

® The hbru^tnees of ap* n% ropevery vovrw is 
finely uxprmive of suJflen admiration, and is vtxe 
of those beauties which we eaunot but admire 
in their source, though by frequent imitation 
they are now beLH>me languid and uuimpres- 
Bive. 

* The picture here has all the delicste character 
of the. Bemi>redacta Venuo, and is the eweetest 
emblem of what the poetry of (wsBlon ought to 
be; glowing but through a veil, and stealing 
upon the heart fifom coueetdment Few of the 
andents have attained this modesty of descrip- 
tion, which is, like the golden cloud that huiqir 
over Jupiter and Juno, impervimu to every beam 
hut that of fancy. 
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, ODELVm.1 

Wh£n gold^ as deet aa Zephyr’s piniou^ 
Jihcapea like any faithlea^ minioU)^ 
And flies me (as he flies me ever)^* 

Do I pursue him? never, never ! 

No, let the fatee deserter go, 

For who would court his direst foe? 
But when I feel my lightoued mind 
No more by ties of gold confined, 
i loosen all my clinging cares, 

And cast them to the vagrant airs. 
Then, then 1 feel the Muse’s spell, 

And wake to life the dulcet shell ; 

The dulcet shell to beauty sin]^, 

And love dissolves along the strings I 
Thus, when my heart is sweetly taught 
How* little gold deserves a thought, 

The wingfed slave returns once more, 
And with him wafts delicious store 
Of racy wine, whose balmy art 
In slumber seals the anxious heart .* 
Again be tries my soul to sever 
From love and Song, perbaiw for ever ! 
Away, deceiver \ why pursuing 
Ceaseless thus my heart’s undoing ? 
Sweet is the song of amorous fire j ^ 
Sweet are the signs that thrill the l>%e ; 
Oh ! sweejer far than all the wld 
^rhe waftago of thy w^inga can hold. 

( well remember all thy wiles ; 

They withered Cupid’s flowery smiles, 
And o’er his liatp such garbage shed, 

I thought its angel breath was fled ! 

’ 1 hare follow«)d #lrnes’ nrraiigoTncnt of thw 
ode; it deviate* somewhat from tbe Voticati MS., 
but si appeared to me the more natarsri order. 

’ There is a kind of pun in these word*,, as 
Madame Daiser ha« already renmrked; for 
CUrysoft, which fii,ynifiep was also a fre- 

S uout name for a slave. In one of Lucian‘s 
ialoj^oes there ih. I think, a aimiiar play upon 
ihcword, where the followers of Chrysippus are 
called golden fishes. The puns of the ancients 
are in general even more vapid than our own ; 
some ol the beat are those ra'orded of Diogenes. 

* jka 5*, oei |a« i^evyei. This grace of iteration 
has already been taken notice of. Though aome* 
times merely a idajful beauty, It is i>eoiillarly 
expressive of irapasslonod sentiment, and wo may 
easily Ivelieve that it was one of tbe many sources 
of that energetic sensibility wliieh breathed 
through the style of Sappho. See Gerald, Vet* 
Poet, Dial. II. it ivilt not be said that this is a 
mechanical ornament by any one who can fbel 
its chmm in those lines of Catnllus, where be 
compiains of the infidelity of bis mistress, : 
Lesbia: I 


I They tamted aU his bowl of blieg^ 

His blaud deemes aud hallowed kie^:^ 
Oh ! fly to haunts of sordid m^, 

But rove uot near the bard agam ; 

Thy glitter iu thesMuee^s shade 
I Bcar^ from her bower the tuueM maid; 
i And not for worlds wbuld I forego 
That moment of poetic ^w, 

When my full soul, in fmoft stream, 
Pours ifer the lyre its sweHiug thome^ 
Away, away J to worldlings hence, 
Who feel not this diviner sense. 

And/ with thy gay fallaOlous blaze# 
Dazzle their unrennhd gaze. 


ODE LIX.» 

SabiiBI) by the solar beam, 

Now the fiery clusters teem, 

In osier btisketa, borne along , 

By all the festal vintage throng 
; Of rosy youths and virgins fair, 

I liipd as the melting fnuts they be^. 
Novr, now they press the pregnant 
grapes, 

And now the captive stream escapes, 
In fervid tide of uectar gushing, 

And for its Wdage jiroudly blush' 
ing! 

While, round the vat’s impuipled brim, 
The choral song, the vint^e hymn 


CocU, Lcftbia iioetra. hcabia ilia. 

Ilia Lesbia, quam Catullus uaam, 

Plus quam »e atque suos amavit enmes, 
Kane, etc. 

Si «h‘ omnia. d\s:m6t! but the rest does not beac 
citation. 

* Ovigiual; 

, ^thfuamv h 
TIoSoiv Kyjt'ikKa Kijivrjs’ 

Horace has, ^De&ideriqoe tomperam poculum;* 
not figuratively, however, like Anacreon, but im« 
porting tbe love-pbiltrcs of tbe witches. % 
'cups of kisses* our poet may allude to a la^ 
vouiite gallantry among the ancumts, of drinklhg 
when the lips of their mistresses bad touched 
the brim : 

’Or leave a kiss within thq cup, 

And rU not ask for wine.’ 

^ Degcn, in the true spirit of literary soepti* 
eism, doubts that this ode is genuine, Wit^nl 
assigning anv reason for each gstispioion. ’ Hon 
amo to, Sabidi, nec possum dieere qoare;' but 
this is far from satis&otory criticism. 
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Of rosy youths aud virgias fair, 

Steals oa the oloyed and panting air. 
]!^k, hgvr they drink, with M their 
eyes, 

Ihe orient tide that iniarkling dies ; 
l!he infant balm of m their fears, 

The infant Baoehu^ bom in tears ! 
When he, whoso verging years declinie 
At deep into the vale as mine, 

When he inhales the vintage spring, 
His heart is lire, his foot’s a wmg ; 
And, as he flies, his hoary hair 
Flays truant with the wanton air ! 
Winle the warm youth, whose wishing 
soul 

Has kindled o’er the inspiring bowl, 
Impassioned seeks the shadowy mve, 
Where, in the tempting guise of love, 
Heclining slee|>8 some wSching maid, 
Whose sunny charms, but mdf dis* 
playeil. 

Blush through the bou*er, that, closely 
twined, 

Excludes the kisses of the wind ! 

The virgin wakes, tlie glowing boy 
Allures her to the embrace of joy ; 
Swears that the herbage heaven lias 
spread 

Was sacred as the nuptial bed ; 

That laws should never bind desire, 
And love was nature’s holiest fire ! 

The virgin weeps, the virgin sighs ; 

He kissed her Ups, he kissed her- eyes; 
The sigh was balm, the tear was dew, 
Thev only raised his flame anew. 

And, oh ! he stole the sweetest flower 
That ever bloomed in any bower I 

Such is the madness wine imparts, 
Whene’er it ste^ on youthful hearts. 


OPE LX» 

Awao to life, my dul«set shell, 

To FhcebuS all thy sighs shall swell ; 


^ This hymn to Apallo is auppoaed not f o have 
been nrritten by Aiiacreon, arid it certainly is 
rather a sablhner flight than the Teian wing ia 
aeoQstomed to soar. But we ought not to Jooge 
Brom this direraity of atyle, in a poet of wkom 
tame hat preserved each pMrUal relics. If we 
hnew Horace as a aatinst, ihotdd wt easily 


And though no glm^ious pnae be thiae» 
No Pythian wreath around thee twine, 
Yet every hour Is ^or^’s hour, 

To him who galtoi wiadom^s flower I 
Then wsike thee from ttiy ms^c slnm^ 
bers. 

Breathe to tht soft and Phrygian mm* 
bers, 

Which, as my trembling lips repeat, 
Thy chords snail echo as sweet. 
The cygnet thus, with fading notes, 

As down Cayster’s tide he floats, 

Plays with snowy plumage fair 
Ppon the wanton murmuring air. 
Which amorou^y lingers round, 

And sighs responsive sound for sound 
Muse of the I^ro I illume my dream, 
Thy Phmbus is my fancy's theme ; 

And hallowed is the harp 1 bear, 

And hallowed is tlie wreath I wear, 
Hallowed by him^ the goil of lays. 

Who modulates the choral maze I 
I sing the love which Daphne twined 
Around the godhead’s yielding mind ; 

£ sing the blushing Daphne's night 
From this sethereid youtli of light ; 

And how the tender, timid maid 
FieiP panting to the kindly shade, 
Kesigned a form, too tempting fair, 

And grew a verdant laurel there ; 
Whose leaves, with 8ym])athctic thrill, 
In terror seemed to tremble still ! 

The god pursued, with winged desiro ; 
And when his ho{)es were ml on Are, 
And when he thought bo hear tho sigh 
With which enamoured vii’gius ^ie, 

He ouly heard the pensive air 
Whispering amid her leafy hair ! 

But oh, my soul * no more —no more ! 
Enthusiast, whither do 1 soar ? 

This sweetly maddening dream of soul 
Has hurried me beyond the goal. 

Why should 1 sing the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts, 
When sure the lay, with sweeter tone, 
Can tell the darbs that wound my own I 

believe there oould dwell such aoiinatiou 4 n hi« 
lyre ? Stiidas thst onr poet wrote bymiti, 
and this perhapB le one of them. We con per- 
ceive in what tin altemd and imperfect state bli 
works are at present, when we And a sehoUast 
upon Horace ^tUif an ode fretm the third hook 
01 Anacreon. 



OJ>m Of ANACM$€h\ U 


Still be A«acr&cm» et^ ixuipire 
The deseaftt of t'te 1 
Still let the mctstsed Atimbera doefc, 
Dietiiliag leve isi ey^ note I 
And when the youth> v/hose burning 
Boul 

Hm felt the Fnphien star's control, 
When he the liqnid lays shall hear 
His heart will flutter to his ear. 

And drinking there of song divine, 
Banquet on intellectual wine 


ODELXI.« ‘ 

OojLDBK hues of youth are ded ^ 
Hoary locks deform my head. 
Bloomy graces, dalliance gaj^ 
All the flowers of life decay.* 


^ Here ends the last of the odea in tlie Vatioan 
MS,, whose aothotitj <K)nfinns the ff<»»uine an* 
tiquity of them all, though a Ibw Afiw atoleu 
among the number wliich we may liesttate in 
attributing to Anacreon. In the tittle easSy pre- 
filed to this translation, 1 observed that JBuriies 
had quoted tfaU maouecript ineOrreottf. relying 
upon an Imperfect wpy of it, which luaac Voisius 
had taken ; i shall Just mention two or thr|B in- 
Btances of this Inaccuracy, tlie first which occur 
to me. In the ode of tlie Dove, on the word* 
ilrepourt avyKoXviftui, he says, * Vatican MS. 
<rv<naajSi>iv, etuun Priuiano invito/ tijough the 
MS. reads (rvvKaJcu^ta, with (irv<TKnurui interlined. 
Dcgen, too, on the same hue, is somewhat in 
error. Jn the twenty-second ode of this series, 
iina thirteenth, the MS, has tcfit? with ai inter- 
lined, and Hurncs imputes to it the reading of 
revSri. Ill (he fifty-seventh, line twelfth, lie pro- 
fesses tv^havc preserved the reading of the MS. 
AAaXrjuevTf S‘ eir* avni, while the latter lias 
aAa.>vi)^cvov 2' err* avru. Almost all 11)6 oUier anno- 
tutors have transplanted these errors l>om Barnes. 

^ The intrusion of this melancholy ode among 
the careless levities of our poet, has always re* 
minded me of the skeletons wliich the Egyptiuis 
used to hang uu in tiieir hauquat*rooms to in- 
culcate a thought of mortality Sven amidst the 
dissipations of mirth, Jf it were not for the 
beauty of its numb^irs, the Tdan should 
disown this ode. iHiv*, iUiiu qua 

apirafiat a wore* t 

.l\i Siobieus we are indebted for it 

* Horace often, wjih feeling and elegance, de- 
plores the fhgacity of human oiiij<^y“»enls. See 
book ii. 0 ^ U j and thus in the second episttc, 
book ii.: 

Singula de nobis annl pimdantur euntea, 

Eripuere jooos. venerem, convivia, lodom. 

The wing of every passtng day 

Withers some blooming Joy away 


I Witberiug Age b^gmfi to trace 
i Sad ifibeiuoriw iny face ; 

Bme ba» sb^d its iiy,eete|ilt bloonv 
All the future must be ^oom k 
This awakes ray hourly bL' ' ,,,, 
Dreaiy is the tboflgbt of dying 1* 
Fluted is a dark abode. 

Sad the journey, sad the xUad 9 
And, the gloomy tfarel 
Ah ! we oaii return no i* , 


oi)Ei.xn.« 

Fill me, boys, as deep a draught 
As e*er was flUed, as eV was quafled j 
But let the water amply flow. 

To cool the grape's intemperate |dow f 


And wafts from our enamoured arms 
The banquet's mirth, the virgin's charms. 

* Regnier, a libertine Frencli iK)Ct,4ias written 
some Bounets on the approach of death, fail oi 
gloomy and tremhiing repentonee. Onaulieu. 
however, supports more consistenth the spirit 02 
tile Kpieureon philosopher. 8ee his poem, ad- 
dressed to the Marquis La Farre.* 

Pius j'approc'he d u terms ct moliis je le redoute, etc. 
I shall leave it to the moralist to make his re- 
flections herst it is impossible to be very Anor 
ereontic on such r subject. 

* ScaUger„ 'Uiion Catullas’ well-known lineSi, 
‘C'daunc it per iter,' etc., remarks Acheron, 
wr|h the same idea, li called ai>e£odov by Xheo* 
cn tuB, and dvervudpofiot by Nicander. 

c This oda eonnsts of two fragments, which 
I are to be found in Atbenoeus, book x., and which 
Be^es, from the similarity of their tendency, 
has combined Into one. 1 think this a very 
Justifiable liberty, and have adopted it in some 
other fragments of our poet. Dcgen refers us 
here to verses of Ui, lib. iv. der 7 rinker, 

J ft was Amphictyini who first taught the 
Greeks to raii water with their wine; in comme: 
moration of which circumsfance they erected 
altars to i{acchaB and the nymphs. On tills 
mythological allegory the following epigram is 
founded;— 

Ardentein ex utero Semeks lavere LysBum 
Kaiades, extineto fulmiuis ^ne eacrir 
Cum nymphia igltur traciabilis, at slue nymphis 
Candentl rursus fulminc cornpitur. 

— Vakrianu*, 
Which is, non verbum verbo, 

While heavenly fire consnmed his Tlieban dama* 
A Naiad caught young Bacchus from the fUme^ 
And dipped him burning in her purest lymphs 
, Still, still be loves the sea-maid's crystal uro, , . 
i Ajud when his native firm infuriate bum, 
i He bathes him Id the fountain of the nympla 




ODSS OF ANAOMOif. 


Let not the fiery god be single, 

But with the nymphs in. union mingle; 
For, l^yugh the bowl’s the grave of 
sadness, 

Oh ! be it ne’er the^ birth of madness ! 
No, banish &om our board to«night 
The revelries of rude delight ! * 

To Scythians leave these wild excesses, 
Ours be the jdythat soothes and blesses ! 
And while the temperate bowl we 
wreathe, 

Our choral hymns shall sweetly breathe, 
Bc^iliug every hour alohg 
With harmony of soul ana song t 


ODE Lxnu 

To Love, the soft and blooming child, 
1 tonch the harp in descant wild ; 

To Love, the babe of Cyprian bowers, 
The boy, who breathes and blushes 
flowers 1 

To Love, for heaven and earth adore 
him, 

And gods and mortals bow before him! 


ODE LXIV.2 

Hasts thee, nymph, whose winged 
spear 

*Wounds the fleeting mountain deer ! 
Dian, Jove’s immortal child, 

Huntress of the savage wild 1 


* ^This frag-meut is preserved in Cloraens 

AlSxandrinus, Jffrotit. lib. vi., and in Ars<'niUH, 
€kMtet^ It appears to have 

bsen the opening of a hymn in praise uf Love. 

* This hymn to Diana is extant in Hcpheos* 

tion. 'J'here is an aneedote of our poet, which 
has led to some doubt whether be over wrote any 
odes of this kind, It is related by the dcliciia&t 
upon Pindar od. ii. v. 1, as cited by 

Bwnes) . Anacreon being asked why he addrt'ssea 
alt his hyii to women, and none to the deities, 
answi red, * Because women ore ;uy deities.' 1 
have assumed the same liberty in reporting this 
anecdote which i have dotie :u translating some 
of the odes; and it were to be wished that these 
HtUe infidetities were always considered pardon- 
abb In the interpretation of the ancients; thus, 
when natUTO is forgotten in the original, in the 
translation, ' tamcn usque recurret.* 

* Lethe, a river of Ionia, according to Strabo, 
fiilliogiifto the Meander. Near to it was situated 
the town Magnesia in favour of whose in* 


Goddess with tbe sun-bright hair f 
Listen to a people’s prayer* ' 

Turn, to Lethe’s river turn, 

There thy vanquished i>eQ|jle mourn !• 
Come to Letlie^s wavy shorn, 

There thy people’s peace restore. 
Thine their hearts, their altars thine; 
Dian ! must they*— must they pine ? 


ODE LXV.« 

Like some wanton filly aix)rtmg, 

Maid of Thrace I thou fly’st my court 
ing. 

Wanton filly I tell me why 
Thou trip’st away, with scornful eye, 
And seem’st to think my doting heart 
Is novice in the bridling art ? 

Believe me, girl, it is not so : 

ThouTt find this skilful hand can throw 
The reins upon that tender form, 
However wild, however w^arm 1 
Thou’it own that I can tame thy force. 
And turn and wind thee in the course. 
Though wasting now thy cai'eless hours, 
Thou sport’st amid the herbs and 
flowers, 

Thou soon shalt fool the rein’s control, 
And tremble at the wished fur goal ! 


ODE LXVI.» 

To thee, the Queen of nymphs divine, 
Fairest of all that fairest shine ; 


habitaiitfl our poet ia supposed to have addressed 
this aupiiiicalion to Dianx II was written {m 
Madame Duoier cot\jecturesi on the oceasioii of 
som^i battle* iu whlidi the Magneoiaiis had beou 
defeated. 

I * This ode, whicii is addreseod to some Thra* 

I cian gif), exists in Heroclides, ati() has been 
•imVited vary frequently by Horace, as all the 
annoiators have remarked. Madame Dacier re* 
jects the allegory, which runs so obviously 
throughout it, and supposes it to have bu cn ad- 
dress^ to a yotmg mare belonging to Bolyorates, 
there i« more modesty than ingenuity in the 
lady’s Pierius, in the fourth book 

of his Hieroglyphics, cites this ode, and informs 
us that the horse was the lueroglyphlcal emblem 
of pride. 

® This ode is introduced in the romance of 
1'hsodoms Prodromus, and is that kind of epi- 
thMamlum which was sung like a scholium at the 
miptial banquet. 

Among the many works of the Impassioned 




63)m OF ANiOBMOM. 


To thee, tbou Muehiag 3^lig l>eaire, 
Who rur»t the irorid with darte of fiie 1 
And oh ! thou uuptial Foweo*, to thee 
Who bear’et of Im the guardian key ; 
Breathing my aonl in fragrant praiee, 
And weaving wild my votive lays, 

For thee, 0 Queen 1 I wake the lyre, 
For thee, thou blushing young Desire 1 
And oh ! for thee, thou nuptial Power, 
Come, and illume this genial hour. 
I^ok on thy bride, luxuriant boy I 
And while thy lamlKmi glanoe of joy 
Flays over all her blushing oharms, 
Delay not, snatch hef to thine arms, 
Before the lovely trembling prey, 

Like a young birdling, wing away ! 

Oh ! Stratocles, impassionw youth I 
Dear to the Queen of amorous truth, 
And dear to her, whose yielding zone 
Will scK)n reamn her all thine own } 
Turn to Myrilla, tnm thine eye, 
Breathe to Myrilla, breathe thy sigh 1 
To those l:>ewttchin2 beauties turn ; 

For tbee they manue, Hush, and burn ! 
Not more the rose, the queen of ilowers, 
Outblushos all the glow of bowers. 
Than she unrivalled bloom disclose^ 
The sweetest rose, where all are rdl^ ! 
Oh ! may tfie sun, benignant, shed 
His blandest indiience o’er thy bed ; 
And foster there au infant tree, 

To blush like her, and bloom like thee ! 


ODE LXVIL* 

Gentle youth I w-hose looks assume 
Such a soft and girlish bloom, 

Why repulsive, why refuse 

The friendship w'hich my heart pursues? 

.Sappho, of which time and idioraDt superstition 
have deprived us, the loss oi her epithalamiums 
is not one of the least* that we deplore. A sub- 
ject so interesting to an amorous fanay was 
warmly ielt, and most have been warmly de- 
jcribed, by such a soul and such an linajrination. 
'rUb following lines are cited as a relic ot one of 
hoi;epithalamiams ; 

yafi.^M. trot fifv Si} wv opoO, 
E<ercT€X««rr^ Jhr irapBeifOv av opoo. 

—See Scaliger, in his on the Epitha- 

latnium. 

* I have formed this poem of three or four 
different tVayments, whkdi is a liberty that per- 
haps maf be jatiiflra by the example of Barnes 


Thou littlo know'st the Imid oontrol ^ 
With which thy virtue reins my eoult 
Then smile not on my locks of^^y^ . 
Believe me oft With converse \ 

I’ve chained the yenrs of ten^ ^ 
And boys have loved the pratSing 
Sage ! 

Fdr mine is many ft eoothiiig pleasm^e, , 
And mine is many a soothing meacmie ; 
And much 1 hate the beamless mind. 
Whose earthly vision, unredned. 
Nature has never formed to see 
The beautiee of simplicity ! 

Simtdioity, the tlower of heaven. 

To souls elect, by Nature given 1 


ODE LXVIII.« 

Eioh in bliss, I proudly scorn 
The stream df Amalthes’s horn I 
Nor should I ask to ball the throne 
Of the Tartessiau prince my own 
To totter through his train of years, 
The victim of declining fears. 

One little hour of joy to me 
Is worth a dull et^nity ! 


ODE LXIX.^ 

■m 

Now Neptune’s sullen month ^peai^ ^ 
The angry night-cloud swells with 
tears ; 

Aud savage storms, infuriate driven, 
Fly howling in the face of heaven ! 
Now, now, my friends, the gathering 
gloom 

With roseate rays of wine illume ; 


who has tbua compiled tha £i7lh of bU edUion, 
and the little ode begimunft v&np, au^i'V 
w ruit which be has sahjoinea to tiie epigrams, 
The hragmenta oombiped In this ode arethoSTtb^ 
90th, 97th> and 100th of Barnes' edition, to wnfoh 
I refor the reader for the names of the authors 
by whom they are preserved. 

* This fragment 18 preserved in the third booh . 
of Strabo, 

^ He here alludes to Arganthouinsi who lived, 
according to Lucian, a hundred and yeami 
and reigned, according to Herodotus, mgnty.rr 
See Bames. 

* This is composed of two fragments, the TOth 
and 8Ut in Bames. They are both found in, 
Eustathius. 



0m8 OF AKACMmM. 


AnS while our wreaths of parsley 
spread 

Their fadeless foliage rotind oar heady 
WeT hymn the mmighty power of 
wme» 

And shed libations oif his shrine ! 


omLxx^ 

Thiy wove the lotus band, to deck 
And fan with pensile wreath their neck; 
And every miest, to shade his head, 
Three UtUe breathing chaplets spread 
And one was of %yptian leaf, 

The rest were roses, fair and brief ! 
While from a golden vase piofonnd, 

To all on flowery beds around, 

A goblet-nymph, oC heavenly shape, 
Poured the ricn weepings of the grape ! 


ODE LXXI.» 

A BROKEN cake, with honey sweet, 
Is all niy spare and simple treat ; 

And while a generous bowl 1 crown, 
To float my little banquet down, 

1 t^d^e the soft, the amorous lyre, 

And sing of love’s delicious Are ! 

Ill mirthful measures, warm and free, 
I sing, dear maid, and sing for thee ! 


* Three frsgmenN form this little ,c4o, aJl of 
which sre preserved ui Athenieiia Tlu^ lure the 
8^, 75th, and 6Ud in Barnes. 

" liongepienro, to give on idea of the IukoHous 
estimation in which garlands were held by the 
ancients, relates ah auecdoto of a conrteaan, who, 
in order to gratify three lovers, without leaving 
canse for je^ousy with any of them, gave a kiss 
to one, let the other drink after her, and put a 
gailand on the brow of the third ; so that ea^:h 
waa satisfied with his fiivomr, and flattered him< 
self with the preference. 

This (Hlrcumstauoe is e&tretnely like the sabjeet 
of one of theteusonsof Savari de MtaiU^0|i.a trim- 
badoor. See VSiHoifv JMUrnkH dw Trouba- 
dawn. The recital is a curious picture of the 
puerile gaiiantries of ehtyalry, 

< This poem is compiled by Barnes, from 
Athenffins. Hephmstion, and Arsenina. See 
Bames. SO. 

« This I have fimned from the Sdth and 85th 
of Barney’ edition. The two fragments are found 
inAtheneoa. 

^ in the original; 


^ omvmi* 

With twon^ i^ords iny lyre i« bang, 
And while 1 wiAd them all for thee, 
Tho^ 0 vir^a J wild na:d young, 
Disport’st in airy levity. 

The nursling lawn, that in some shade 
Its antlered moih^ leaves behind,*’ 
Is not more wantoiidy afraid, 

More timid of the rustling wind 1 

ODE LXXIIL« 

Fare thee well, perfldiooS maid ! 

My soul, too lofrg on earth delayed, 
Delayed, perfidious girl ! by thee, 

Is now on wing for liberty. 

1 fly to seek a kindlier sphere, 

Since thou hast ceased to love me here, 


ODE LXXIV.^ 

I BLOOsiED, awhile, a hsq)[)y flower, 
Till love approached, one fatal hour, 
And made my tender branches feel 
The wounds of his avenging steel. 
Then, then IfecUike some poor willott' 
Tha^ tosses on the wintry billow I 


ODE LXXV,8 

Monarch Love ! resistless boy, 
With whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 


'Os fi' vAn ite^oeiririis 
AtroAvt^^iS viro ^Tjrpos- 

Mioraod’ hero umloubtcdiy secmsi a*airangc 
epithet. Msdame Bucier, however, obMorved 
thatSophnojes, Calliniaehttfl, etc., have all applied 
it in the very enme manner j and she seems to 
agree in the comocturo of the achotiaat upon 
Pindar, that perhaps horns are not always 
peculiar to the males, 1 think we may with 
more ease conclude it to be a licence of the poet, 
'jpasit habere puellam cornua' 

• This fragment is pr^snred by the scholiart 
upon Aristophanes, and is the S7tb in Barnes. 

y Tills is to be found in Uephsestion, and is 
the 80th of Barnes' edittou. 

1 must here apologlzo fur omitting a veiy con- 
siderable fragment Imputed to our poet, Sai^, 
5* EvpvirwAij javAet, etc., which is preserved in the 
twellth book Athenteos, and is the 91st io 
Barnes. If it was really Anacreon who wrote it, 
nil/uU unquam tie impar tilfi. It is in a style ot 
gross satircL and is full of expressions which 
never could bo gracefully translated. 

* This fragment la preserved by Dton Cbry60e< 
tom, OnU. u. de B«0uc.— See fiamee. ^ 



ODMm ANAomm, 


■45“ 


And nymp}ui,1ituKt glinee tihemt blue, 
treftd ; 

Proitttrotts, ob I jreoeife e^gbs, 
Wlucb, buiiubg '^tb 6utrea<^» xise ; 
That ihou wilt wbi$;^, to tfbe breast 
Of her I love, thy wSt behest ; 

Aud counsel her to learn from thee 
The lesson thou hast taught to me. 

Ah ! if my heart no flattery teU, 
'Thou’lt own Tve learned that lesson 
w^ 1 


ODE LXXVI.^ 

8pirit of ZiOve ! whose tresses shine 
Along the breeze, in golden twine, 
Come, within a fragrant cloud, 
Blushing with light, thy votary shroud ; 
And, on those wings that sparkling play, 
Waft, oh ! waft me hence away 1 
Ijovq \ my soul is fall of thee, 

Alive to all thy luxmy. 

But she, the nymph for whom I glow, 
The pretty Lesbian, mocks my woe } 
Smiles at the hoar and silvered hues 
Which Time upon my forehead strews. 
Alas ! 1 fear she kee^w her charms ^ 
In store for younger, happier arms^ 


ODE LXXVIl.* 

Hither, gentle Muse of mine, 

Come and teach thy votaiy old 
Many a golden hymn divine, 

For the nymph with vest of gold. 

‘ This fragment, which is catunli la Athena(»a«i 
(Barnes, lOl), is supposed, on the authority of 
Chanwlcon, to have been addressed to Sappho, 
We have also a stanza attributed to her, which 
some romancers have supposed to lie her anewer 
to Anacreon. 'Mais par niaihour (as Bavle says) 
Sappho vint au monde environ cent ou six vingts 
ans avant Anacreon/ . Mup€U«» de la M4p, det 
Lett. tom. it. de Novembre 10S4, The following 
is her iVa^cpt, the coroplhnent of which is very 
dnety imagined ; she sup^ses that the Huso haa 
dictated the verses of Anacrocm : . 

• oi j^pvfToPpovt Mov<r\ «mnr«v 

*V/avov, ex ri^s saXAtyvi^cuiccv rodAov 
TtjioV or oette rtpvrMS 

upfvjiw ayavot. 

Oh Mosel who sitt'st on golden throne, 

Fall many a hymn of dolm tone 
The saire is taught by th 


Pretty nymjfibi teiuittit 
Fair f^y mlky looki tmimd : 
Listen, to u boaiw eage, 
Sweetest mm ww vedt of 


• ODELXXVIIL* 

WoirU) that I were a tunef ol lyre, 

Of burniidied ivory fa^, 

Which in the Dionysian ch(dr 
Some bloominjg wy should bear i 

WoaLd Idiat 1 a g<ddon vase, 

And then some nymph sho^ hold 
My spotless with blnshing graq^ 
Herself as pure as gold ! , 


ODE LXXIX.* 

When Oupid sees my beard of snow, 
Which blanching time has taught to 
flow, * 

Uj^n his wing of golden light 
He u^es with an eaglet^ flight, 
And, flitting on, be seems to say, 

^Fare thee well, thou’st hod thy day I 


Cupii), whose Imp has lent the ray 
Which lightens our meanderii^ way— 
€upid, mtbiu my bosom stealing, 
Excites a strange and mingled f^ing, 
Which pleases, though severely teasing. 
And teases, though divinely pleasing 

But, goddess, from thy throne of gold. 

The iwoetest hymn thou*st ever told,^ 

He lately Icamicd and sang for me. 

3 This is formed of the 124th and lldth bag* 
ments in Barnes, both of which are to he found 
in Scaliger'a JPo«f4es. 

JM> pasw thir>ls tlmt those detached lines and 

In Puffier, are by to means anthentie, but of 
Ids own fabrication. 

« This is genendh inserted among the remains 
of Aleens. Some, howsvet;, have attribnted it to 
Anacreon. See onr poet's 22nd ode, and the 
notes. 

* See Barnes, 173, This fragment, to which I 
have taken the liberty of adding a tom not to be 
found in the original, is cited by Ludau In hk 
little essay on Urn OaUie Bercttles. 

* Baihiu^ 1S6. This, tfl remember right, kin 
ScBliger's Poeffes. Qsfl has omitted it m hk 
coilMtiOD of fragments. 
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Jto me resign % wretched breath, 
6moe now remains to me 

Kb other balm than kindly death, 

To soothe my misery 1' 

Ikkow thou lov'st abrimmingmeasure, 
And art a kindly, cordial host ; 

But let me fUl and drink at pleasure 
Thus I enjoy the goblet most.- 

1 FEiiR that love disturbs my rest, 

Yet feel not love’s imp^ioned care *, 

I think there's madness in my breast, 
Yet cannot dnd that madness there! ^ 


Fbob£ dread Iteimadta’s ste4$ 

I’ll plunge into the whitening deep, 
And there PU float, to waves resided, 
For love intoxicates my mind 


Mix me, child, a cup divine, 
Crystal water, ruby wine ; 

Weave the frontlet, richly flashing, 
O’er my wintry temples blushing. 
Mix the brimmer^love and I 
Shall no more the gauntlet try, 
Here— upon this holy l>owl, 

I surrender all my soul I® 


Among the Epigrams of the Antkologia there are some panegyrics on Ana- 
creon, which I had translated, and originally intended as a Kind of Coronis to 
this work ; but 1 found, upon consideration, that they wanted variety : a 
frequent recurrence of the same thought, within the limits of an epigram, to 
whioh thev are conflned, would render a collection of them rather uninteresting. 
I {dmll take the liberty, hoTVever, of subjoining a few, that 1 may not api>ear 
to have totally neglected those elegant tributes to the reputation of Anacreon. 
The four epigrams which I give are imputed to Antipatcr Sidonius. They are 
rendered, ^rhaps, with too much freeaom ; but, designing a translation of all 
that are on the subji^t, 1 imagined it was netessory to enliven their uniformity 
by sometimes indulging in the liberties of paraphrase. 


Ayrtvar/oov tts Kv^Kff^ovra. 

6a\Xot T€TpaKapvfipoSj Ara/rpeov, o/i^c vc 

Kicro'Of 

*Appa re Tiei/idJi^toy iroptj^vpem veraXa* 
Ilirya* apywoevTO^ waBXi^no 70- 
Aaxros, 

EuwSey 6' airo yris ijdv x^oiro pa9v, 
O^ypa xe rpi (nrohifi re k<u oorea repiftw 

apTfTUlj 

E* Be ns ^difievois x^t/<irTCTa« ev<l>pth 
trvva, 


Q TO 0tXw (rre/jfay, 0iXf, ^apjUtr^/y^ w vw» 
aoiBa 

Uatfta (SmrXbKras xoki ij\jv epun ^Loy. 

Arouni> the tomb, oh bard divine ! 
Where soft thy hallowed brow re- 
poses, 

j Long may the deathless ivy twine, 

I And Summer pour her wraste of roses ! 

' And in.'my a fount shall there distil, 

I And many a rill refresh the flowers i 


iTtiis fragment is aictsot in Arseoias fifid 
Kephffistion. See Barnes (09), who has anauged 
the metre of it very elegantly 
* Barnes, 7i. This fragment, which is quoted 
by Athenieus, is an esceUent lesson for die 
votaries of Jupiter Hoeritalls. 

’ThisBragmentisinHopbiOstlon. SeeBames, 
96. 

Outullos expresses somothiug of this oantra< 
rkty offeetings: 

Odi et amo ; qaare id fisciam fortasso roqniris; 
Nesoio : sed fieri sentio, et exoraolor.~-Carm. 
63. I 

1 levs thee and hate thee, but if I can tell 1 
The cause of mv love and my hate, may f die 1 1 


1 can feel it, alas 1 I can feel it too well, 

That 1 love thee and hale thee, but cannot tell 

Why. 

* This also is in Hephacstion, and perhaps is a 

fragment of somp poem in which Anacreon )iad 
conjiccmorated the fate ut Sappho. It is the 
123rd of Bsmes. ^ 

* This flratfment is oollorted by Barnes from 
Demetrius Phalarcus and Eustathius, and is sub- 
joined in his edition to the oi)igrams attributed 
to our poet. And hero is the last of those little 
scattered flowers which I thought 1 might 
ventarc with any graoe to transplant. 1 wish it 
could he said of the irarland which they form, 
To 3* wC Av«Wiovr<« 
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Bot wise shaS gnili m «vievy till, 

And ©very fount 1ms tnilky akowers. 

Thus^ skade of kim urkm Nature 
i^ugbt 

To tun© kifl lyre andeoul to pleasure, 

Who gave to love hts warmest thought, 
Who gave to love his fondest mea- 
sure ! 

Tims, after death, if spirits feel, 

Thou mayst, from odours round thee 
streaming, 

A pulse of past enjoyment steal, 

And live again in blissful dreaming ! 


Toi/ ai/roy, «s tov avrm 

Tvja/Sos ApaKptiojfTQt. & Tijih* €P$aSi€ 
KVKPOi 

l&i/bttf vatHm f<apOTttT7i fioptri, 
Ak/mtip ififiiaePTi ficXi^nai Ba^vXX^ 
‘Ifiepa." Kai KKTffou Xet/KOs oScoSe Xc(^ps. 
0 v 5 * AtSiyr <roi eputas av€ff^<fep' tp 5 ’ 
Axipoproi 

Up, 6 Ao 5 ta^iPus Svrpiti ^tpnor^pj^ 

Here sleeps Anacreon, in this tvied 
shade ; 

Here, mute in death, the Teian swan is 
laid.^ 

Cold, c»)ld the heart, which lived but 
to respire 

All the voluptuous frenzy of desire ! 


^ Tltw Horace of Pladar : 

MulU Dlrcteum levat aura cycnutn. 

A Rwan was the hicrojjlyphieal emblem of a poet 
Anacreou has been called the «wan of Teos by 
another of hie culoj^iets : 

Ev roK jwiXixpoic *IjU.epotflri ^vrpo^tov 
AvaiOf ApoKpfOPra, TVfioi* xvxpop, 

£<r^i}Aas vypjj i^s^opw 

■Ei/y«»'ovf, Ai^oAoy, 

God of the 1 thon hast betrayed. 

In wine’b bewildering dream, 

' The fiarest swan that over played 
Along the MuBC'a stream! 

The Teian, nursed with all those honeyed boys, 
The young Desires, light Loves, and rose-lipped 
Joysl 

» Thus Shnonidea, speaking of onr poet ; 

MoAinfV fi* ov AtjSij #itAtT«pir«ov, aAA‘ cti wtvo 
BapPtroP «v6* dapwv «vvaw«p €W aidn. 

TtifLvritw, A*woy. 


And yet, ok bardl tkon art not mute 
in death, . 

Still, Bi^ we eaicn tky lyre's delimoui 
hreatk;^ * , 

And s^l tky sQpgs of soft BatkyHa 
bloom, 

Ore< 0 i as the ivy round the monldenng 
tottib! 

Nor yet has death okseured tky fire of 
love, 

Still, Still it lights thee through the 
Klysian grove.: 

And dreiKms are thine that bless the 
elect alone, 

Aiul Venus calls thee, even in death, 
her own ! 

Tov avToVf m tcp avrov. 

Sewe, Tti 4 >ov irupa Xtrop Ava/cpeispres 
^ii^wp 

Er n rot eg ^i^KuiP lyXtfep sfitav o^Xor, 
SwetiTOP cftff mroSip, tnrfurop Xvpog, 

Ktp omp 

Offrea rajut pori^opLepa, 

'Of 6 Aiopvffcw jtie/ieXff/iiePos ovatre mfiPt 

'Os d (ffOMKpriTmt ervPTpotpof upfiomiSf 
MiySe gara^^i/icpos Ba^xci' rovTom 
inrowit) 

Top yeve-p fjtiSpoitufp o<pu\o}iiPQP 

Oh stranger if Anacreon's shell 
Has ever taught thy heart to awcU^ 
With passion’s throb or pleasure’s sigh, 
In pity turn, as wandering nigh, 


Nor yet arc all his numbers mute, 

Though dark withlii the tomb he Ucs; 

But living still, his amorous lute 
WiUi Blceplese animation sighs ! 

This is the famous Simonides, whom Plato styled 
* divine,' though Le Fevre, in his Oma, 
supposes that the cpinamB' under his name are 
all falsely imputed. The most conaiderable o 
his remains is a satirical poem upon women, 
preserved by Stobmua, tpoywi yvi'iuictov. 

We may judge from the lines 1 have just 
(|Qoted, and- the import of the epigram before us, 
that the works of Anacreon were |>erfcot in the 
times of Simemides and Antipater. Obsopmuf 
the commeutator here appears to exult In theif 
destruction; and telling us they were burned by 
the bishops ami patriarchs, he adds, *noc isatm id 
neoquicquam feorrunt,' attributing to this out* 

T t an edbet which it could never produce* > 
The spirit of Anacreon utters these verfos 
from the tomb, somewhat * mutatus ab illo,' St 
least in simplicity of expression . 

* We may guass from the words mt iSiBW 
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ABd drop thy gobleVs richest tear,^ 

In exmiisite libation here ! 

Bo shimmy sleepi^ adbes thrill 
With risions of enjoyment atilL 
I cannot even in dea^ resign 
The festal joys that once were 
When Harmony pmeued my ways, 

And Bacchus wantoned to my lays.® 
0k ! if delight could charm ho more» 
If all the gwlet’s bliss were o^er, 

When fate had once our doom decreed. 
Then dying would be death indeed ! 
Nor could I think, unbleet by wine, 
Divinity itself divine ! 


Tou auroVf €« rw avro»», 

Evficts O' <ft0t/i€voLiriv, AvaKpeoy, ^vffka 
voPTjctaSt 

EvJo 6 ' ii yXvKfpri vviert\a\ot Ki^tipOf 


tfuov, that Anacreon wsa not merely a writer of 
billeta-doux, as some French critics liave called 
him. Amongst these, Le Fevre, with all his 
professed admiration, has ^ven our a oha* 
racter by no means of an elevated cast; 

Aussi e'est pour cela qoe la postdriU 
L'a toqjours Justement d’Age cn Age ehantd 
Comme an franc goguenard,aini di goinfVeriei 
Ami de billets-doux et de bodinerie 

See the verses prefixed to his Po^fet Orec§* 
This is unlike the language of Tlieocritiia, to 
whom Anacreon is indebtra for the following 
simple eulogium : 

£(,9 Avaxpeovrov avSpiavra. 

6a«rac rov av^puurta. toutov, fcM, 

Sn-ovSo, xcu Ary’, eirav «9 ourov «ASps' 
AvaxpeoiT (»9 ctxov’ ctSov cv T«m, 

T<i)v irpotrff ei n ntpurvov 
TlpoffBuK St vttturiv aStrOf 

Eprtv txrptKtbtt AAoi/ rov avSpa. 

wovr THE sTiTua or uracasoir. 

Stranger 1 who near this statue chance to roami 
Let it awhile your studious eyes engage; 

And you may say. returning to your home, 

* I've seen the image of the Teian sage; 

Best of the hards who dock the Mose*s page, 
Tlien,iryou add. 'I'hat strlptiogs lovbd him well/ 
You tell them all he was, and aptly tell. 

The simplicity of this inaerintion has always de- 
lighted me ; 1 have given it, 1 believe, as literally 
as a verse translation wilt allow. 

^ Thus Simonides, in another of his epitaplis 
on our poet: 

Km flip Ml Tfyyot rorepij Spotrot, Av ^ ytpMOt 
Aoporepov uoAoxtiiv tvytw «« 


E^ei m to Hc^tapjap, ^ iru 

ap9UpowH> Pemp mLpfJbOpm, 

Hi0€ovyap Bpiaros o'goror er fieov 
poum 

To^ re ira^ srxoXiar iicripo\iaSf 

A'f lengtb tby gulden hour# have 
winged tbeir night. 

And drowsy death that eyelid 
gteepeth; 

Thy harp,tha^ whiapered through each 
lingering ni^t,* 

Now mutely in oblivion sleepeth I 

She, too, for whom that heart profusely 
shed 

The piimi nectar of its numberSi^ 

She, the yonng spring of tliy desires^ 
has ded,® 

And withher blest Anacreon slumbers! 


Let vines, in clustering beauty wreathed, 
Drop au their treasures on his head. 
Whose Ups a dew of sweetness breathed, 
Bitdier than vine hath ever shed 1 

* The origiual here is corrupted, the line wc i 
Aurtwrov is nnintelligible. 

Bnmeks emendation improves the sense, but 
! doubt if it con be commeudod for elegance. 
He reads the line tlrusi 

in; 6 Autu'vo'om AeAacrperov ovvore kwpmp. 
Sec Brunch, Audeeta Vettr, Poet, tfrffc. vol.*i}, 

* In another of these poems, ‘ the nightly- 
speaking lyre' of the bard it< not allowed to be 
silent even after his death. 

’O 9 o 4'^Aaitpi)ro9 ve xat oiyofiape; ^lAuKutfios 
nai'wxuw xpovoi* rriv tffiXovutw 

SipuMuSov, ft; Ai'ourpcoita, 

To beauty's smile and wine's delight, 

To joys he loved ou earth so well, 

Stili shall his spirit, all nighh 
Attune the wild aerial shell 1 

* Thtut says Brunck, iu the prologue to the 
Satires of Pefsius : 

Cantaro credas Pegaseinm nectar. 

* Melos* is the usual reading in this Hue, and 
Casaobon has dofonded it ; but * nectar,’ 1 think, 
is much more spirited. * 

^ ihe original, ro Tlofiiav cap, is beautiftiL 
We regret tliat such praise should be lavished 10 
m*eposterously, and foel that the poet's mistress, 
fearypyle, would have deserved it better. Her 
name lias been told us h;r Meleager, as already 
quoted, and In another epigram by Antipatcr : 


* Bnmek has Kummfi but Kpovot,the eommon 
reading, better Sluts a detached quotation. 
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FareweUl thou WUt A pdw for every And every mmm found in thee e 
dart ' heart, ^ • , 

That Itove could eqatter from hie Which thou, ndth all thy sod, didet 
quiver; give her J 


VypA ($4 ^npK^voKVW (p oppatr^v ov^ov ae^ckC, 
At^trawff XirMpt^ ai^o? {nr€p0e Mpufi, 

\U irpos Xv!^»rvA>?v rtrpttLfiixxvot . . , , 

Long may the nymph aronnA thee play, 
Eurypyle, thy eoul's de«irel 
BaskinK her beauties in the ray 
That lights thine eyes* dissolving fire I 

Sing of her smile’s bewitching power, 

Iler every grfU'C that warms and blesses; 
Sing of iier hVow'e luxiiriiuat flower. 

The boamijig glory of her tresses. 

The expression here, aiOoe Konitt ‘the flower of 
the hair,* Is borrowed from Anacreon himself, as 
appears by a fragment of the poet preserved hi 
8tol)teuS! Aire<fftpas fi‘ airtA^ ovdpf. 

J This c ouplet is not otherwise warranted by 
the original, than asitdilates the thought which 
Antipater has figuratively expressed t 


T<w/« vw^wwjywfAeai^ 

Hfiw AiwvptMKTa,* t«wv ’EAAal* emfyer, 
2vfiwogui»v ep«Pt<rpo, ywtMtiaP i;wfpoir*ViMt. 

Critlaa, of Athens, pays a tribnli to the legig* 
mate gallantry of Anaciteon,* calling him, tfWB 
elegant conelaencss, yupnimv rpnpomnttuh 

Teos gave to Graeoe her treasure, 

Sage Anacreon, eage in loving; 
fondly weaving lays of pleasure 
For the maids who blushed approving ! 

Oh 1 In nightly banquets sportinff, 

Wlicre’s the guest could ever fly him ? 

Oh 1 with love’s seduction courting. 

Where s the nymph could e’er deny him ? 

* Thus SeaUger, in his dedicatory verses to 
Bonsai: 

mandns, loaviloqttna. dnlcis Anacreon. 



JUVENILE POEMS. 

1801. 


PREFACE BY THE EDITOR. 

Ths Poems which 1 take the liberty of pablishing were never iuteuded by the 
Author to pass beyond the circle of his friends. He thought, with some 
iusticei that what are called Occasional Poems must be always insipid and 
uninteresting to the g^ter part of their readers. The particular situations 
in which they were wntten j the character of the author and of his associates ; — 
all these peculiarities must be known and felt before we can enter into the 
spirit of such compositions. This consideration would have always, 1 believe, 
prevented Mr. Little from submitting these trifles of the moment to tlie eye 
of dispassionate criticism ; and if their posthumous introduction to the world 
be injustice to liis memory, or intrusion on the public, the error must be 
imputed to the injudicious partiality of fri Midship. 

Mr. Little died in his one-and-twenticth year ; and most of tl\cse Poems 
were written at so early a perioil, that their en'ors may claim some induliionce 
from the critic : their author, as unambitious as imlolont, scarce e\ er looked 
beyond the moment of composition ; he wrote as he pleased, careless whether 
he ideased as ho WTote. It may likewise be remembered, that they were all 
the productions of an age when the passions very often give a colonrmg U»(i 
warn to the imagination ; and this may jialUatc, if it cannot excuse, that air 
levity which pervades so many of them. The ‘ aurea legge, h ei piact* ei 
lice,* he too much pursued, 'and too much inculcates. Few can regret this 
more sincerely than myself; and if my friend had bvecl, the judgment of 
riper years would have chastened his mind, and tempered the luxuriance of 
hiB fancy. 

Mr. Little gave much of his time to the study of the amatory writers. If 
ever he expected to find in the ancients tliat delicacy of sentiment and variety 
of fancy which are so necessary to refine and animate the poetry of love, he 
was much disappointed. I kuow not any one of them who can l>e regarded as 
a model in that style : Ovhl made love like a rake, and Proiiertius like a 
schoolmaster. The mythological allusions of the latter are called erudition by 
his commentators ; but such ostentatious display, upon a subject so simple as 
love, would be now esteemed vague and , puerile, and was, even in his own 
limes, pedantic. It is astonishing that so many critics have preferred him to 
the pathetic Tibullus; but I believe tbc defects which a common reader 
condemns have been looked upon rather as beauties by those erudite men, the 
commentators, who find a field for their ingenuity and research in his Grecian 
kaming and quaint obscurities. 
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Titmlios Abomidi with touches of fine and uatuml feelfflg.' 
his unexpected return to Delia, * Tunc veniam eabito,'* &c., is 
all the delicate ardeur of a lover ; and the sentiment of ' nec te pum'^harme 
reliin/ however colloquial Ihe expression may have been, is natujld4aiiid#em 
the heart But in my opinion, the poet of Verona possessed Mrs gebiiiiie 
fedUng than any of them* His life was» 1 believe, unfortunate ; liis 
were wild and abandoned; and the warmth of his nature took ttt mudh 
advantage of the latitude which the niorals of those times so orimMhUy afljVed 
to the passions. All tins depraved his ima^ation, and made 
his senses; but still a native sensibility is often veiy warmly peinepllldd|^ SBid 
when he touches on pathos he reaches the heart immediately. Th^iwhwhafVSr 
felt the sweets of return to a home from which they have long ti^ 
will confess the beauty of those simple, unaffected lines : ^ / j 

* ' 7 Mt 

0 quid solutia est bestius curb P r 1 1 i i 

Cum menu oikus reponit, sc peregriuo / ^ 

Lahore feesl venimus Larem ad nostrum " ‘ 

Desidoratoque ocquiesoimiM tecto.'-~Cann, isaii. 

His sorrows on the death of his brother are the very tears of poesy ; and 
when he ccmplains of the ingratitude of mankind, even the ine^perieuped 
cannot but sympathise with him. I wish I were a poet ; 1 shoutd eawvous 
te catch, by translation, the spirit of those beauties which 1 jtkf 

warmly. ^ ^ ^ < 

It seems to have been peculiarly the fate of Catullus, that the Metier ai^ 
more valuable part of his poetry has not reached us ; for there is confessedly 
nothing in his extant works to authorize the epithet ^doctus,’ so universidly 
bestowed upon him by the anciei^ U time nad suffered the rest to escape, 
we perhaps should have found among them some more purely amatory ; but of 
those we possess, can there be a sweeter S|)ecimen of warm, yet chastened 
description, than his loves of Acme and Septimius t and tlie few little songs 
of dauiance to Lesbia are distinguished by such an exquisite playfulness, tliat 
they have alw^ays been assumed as models by the most elegant modem Latinists. 
Still I must confess, in the midst of these bc^autics, 

' M^dio de fonts leporum 

Hurgit fltiiari allquid, quod in ipwis floribus aiigat,’ ^ 

■ 

It has often been remarked, that the ancients knew nothing of gallantry ; 
and we are told there was too much sincerity in their love to allow them to 
trifle with the semblance of ]jassion. But 1 cannot perceive that they were 
anything more constant than the moderns ; they felt all the same dissimition 
of the heart, though they knew^ not those seductive graces by which gallantry 
almost teaches it to be amiable. Watten, the learned advocate for the modems, 
deserts them m considering this point of comparison, and praises the anciente 
for their ignorance oi such a refinement ; but he seems to have collected his 
notions of g^antry from the insipid fadwrg of the French romances, which 
are very niHike the sentimental levity, the * grata protervitas,’ of a Bochester 
or a Sedley. 

*From what I have had an opjiortonity of observing, the early poets of our 
own language were the models which Mr. Little selected for imitation. To 
attain their simplicity (csvo mriatima nogtro HmplieUaji) was his fondest 

I la ths following Poetti thsre b^a iraait^ serves to be praised for Uttit mors thaa tb# 
lation of one of tats finest Camina; but 1 attempt, 
tancf it is onij a scboolbo>*t esaajr, and de- ^ Lucretius, 


h 
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He could not have aimed at a grace more diffioolt el attainment,^ 
and hia life was of too short a date to allow him to a taate ; but 

how faf was likely to have succeeded, the critic may judge his 
productions. 

I have found amohg his papeijs a novel, in rather an imperfect state, which, 
as eoon as 1 have arranged and oollecterl it, shall be submitted to the 
public eye. 

Where Mr. Little was borxi, or what is the geneal<^ of his parents,^ are 
points in wMch very few readers can be interested. His life was one of those 
mmcble streams which have scarcely a name in the map of life, and the 
traveller may pass it by without inquiring its source or direction. His 
character was well known to all who were acquainted with him ; for he had 
too much vanity to hide its virtues, and not enough of art to conceal its 
defects. The lighter traits of his mind may be traced "perhaps in his writing ; 
but the few for which he was valued live only in the remembrance of his 
friends. 

T. M. 

* It is a curioiiB it lustration of the labour which duction of |>ainful labour, pausing on evety v^ord, 
•Impllcsity requires, thstthe Bambiers of Johnson, nnd balanuing every sentence, 
elaborate as they appear, were written with * ft need scarcely be said that "Little** was 
Haencj, and seldom required revision ; while the the mohi plumts ol' Mooro blmael^ under which 
simple language of Rousseau, which seems to he published his juvenile poeine. This PreAu» 

eome flowiujg from the heart, was the slow pro- was predred to thorn. 



TO X ATKINSON, Esq, 


My Dear Sib» 

1 feel a very sincere pleasure in dedicating to you tKe Second 
Edition of our friend Little^s Poems. I am not unconscious that there are 
many in the collection which perhaps it woidd he prudent to have altered 
or omitted ; and, to say the truthy I more than once revised them for that 
purpose. But, I know not why^ I distrusted either my heart or toy judgment ; 
and the consequence is, yon have them in their original form : * 

* Nob possunt nostros mulls, Fawitiue, litnrm 
Emsndare jocos ; una litura potest.' 

I am convinced, however, that though not quite a imuditte reldch^, you have 
charity Enough to forgive such inoffensive follies : you know the pious Beza was 
not the less revered for those sportive jmenilia which he published under a 
fictitious name ; nor did the levity of Bembo's poems prevent him from making 
a very good cardinal. 

Believe me, my dear friend, 

With the truest esteem, 

Yours, 


April 19,1801 


T. M. 
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PRAOMENTO OP COLLEGE EXERCISES. 

NabiHtas flolit Q8t Atqoe \xmcsk virtus.~>Jtfr. 

Mark thosie proud boasters of a splendid line, 
like Glided mins, mouldering while they shine, 
How heavy sits that weight of alien show, 
like martial helm upon an infant’s brow ; 

Those borrow'd splendouis, whose contrasting light 
Thro^^ hack the native shades in deeiier night. 

Ask the proud train who glory’s shade pursue, 
Where are the arts by which that glory grew ? 

The genuine virtues that with eagle gase 
Sought young Renown in aU her orient blaze i 
li^ore is the heart by chymie tmth refined, 

The exploring soul, whose eye bad read maukiud ? 
Where arc the links that twined, with heavenly art, 
His country’s interest round the patriot’s heart ? 
Where is the tongue that scatter’d words of fire ? 
The spirit breathing through the poet’s lyre ? 

Do these descend with all that tide of fame 
Which vainly waters an unfruitful name? 

^ * 


JuttuiQ bellani qoibus tieeeBfl«rIain»^et pia arms qtdbus noUa nisf in armis relinqoitur' 

fepca. — JAvjf. 

♦ * * * ^ 

Is there no call, no consecrating cause, 

^proved by Heaven, ordained by Nature’s laws, 

Where justice flies the herald of our way, 

And truth’s pure beams upon the banners play 7 

Yes, there’s a call sweet as an angel’s breath 
To slumbering babes, or innocence in death ; 

And urgent as the tongue of heaven within, 

When me mind’s balance trembles utton sin. 

Oh ! ’tis our country’s voice, whose claim should meet 
An echo in the soul’s most deep retreat , 

Along the heart’s responding string should run, 

Nor let a tone there vibrate—but ue one 1 
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TO A BOY, WITH f WATCH. 

WEITTKN IFOR A FttnEKP. 

Is H not aveet, baloved yontli, • 

To rove through £ru(i]|4oR*a , 

And ouU the goldeu froiw of truth, 

And gather Fancy’s hrifliant flowers ? 

And is it not more sweet than this. 

To feel thy hearts applying, 

And pav them back in sui^ of olias 
The dear, the endless debt of lonng t 

It must be BO to thee, youth ; 

With this idea toil is lighter ; 

This sweetens all the fniila of truth, 

And makes the flowers of Fancy brighter J 

The little gift we send thee, boy, 

May sometimes teach thy soul to ponder, 

If indolence or syren joy 
Should ever tempt that soul to wander ; 

Twill tell thee that the winged day 
Can ne’er be chain’d by man’s endeavour; 

That life and time shall fade away, 

While heavoD and virtue bloom for ever I 


TO A LADY, WITH SOME MANUSCRIPT POEM& 

ON IKAVINO TIFK rOtTNTRV. 

Whrn, casting many a look behind, 

I leave the friends I cherish here^- 

Perchance some other friends to find, 

Bui surely finding none so dear— 

H^ly the little simple page, ^ 

Which votive thus Tve tra(‘-od for tbee, 

May now and then a look engage, 

And steal a moment’s thought for me. 

But, oh ! in pity let not those 
^ose hearts are not of gentle mouldi 

Let not the eye, that seldom flows 
With feeling tear, my song behold. 

For, trust me, they who never melt 
With pity, never melt with love ; 

And they will frown at all IVe felt, 

And all my loving lays reprove. 
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But if, perhaps, Dome gentler mind, 

rather lo\res to pmse than Uhmn, 

Should in my page an interest find, 

And linger kindly on my name ; 

Tell Lim,— -or, oh 1 if gentler still, 

By female lips fhy name be blest : 

Ah I where do all afiections thrill 
So sweetly as in woman’s breast t— 

Tell her, that he whose levins: themes 
Her eye indulgent wanders o’er, 

Could sometimes wake from idle dreams, 
And bolder Highly of fancy soar ; 

That glory oft would claim the lay, 

And friendship oft his numbers ino**e ; 

But whisper then, that, * soOtli to say, 

His sweetest song was given to lx}V£ P 


TO THE LARGE AND BEAtTriETTL 

MISS . 

IK ALLUSION TO SOME PARTNERSHI? IN A LOTTERY BHARIL 

IMPROMPTp. 

Ego pars.— 

lx wedlock a species of lotteiy lies, 

Where in blanks and in pizes we deal ; 

But how comes it that you, such a cupitat priztt 
Should so long have reimincd in the wheel f 

If ever, by Fortune’s indulgent decree, 

To me such a ticket should roll, 

A Hsetcenthf Heaven knows ! were sufikient for me; 
For what could I do with the whok t 


TO JUUA. 

IN ALLUSION TO .SOME ILLIBERAL CRITiaSMS. 

W|IT, let the stingless critic chide 
With all that fume of vacant pride 
Which mantles o’er the pedant fool, 

Like vapour on a stagnant pool ! 

Oh I if the song, to meling true, 

Can please the elect, the sacred few. 

Whose souls, by Taste and Nature taught, 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought— 



POmB. w 

Ifiome f<XQd feeling maid like tkee, 

Tke w4»i?a*eyejl ckud of ^ympsa^y, 

9ludl wmle o’er my Ijieiae 

1^0 languiehee in Passioxi’s di*©^, 

* He was, indeed, a tender soul— ^ 

Ko critio law, no chill control, 

Should freeze, fey limid art, 

The flowings of «o fond a heart r 
Yes i soul <01 Hature ! soul of Lof e ! 

That, hovering like a snow- winged dove, . 

Breathed o'er my cradle warfeliuge wild, 

And hailed me Passion’s Warmest child ! 

Grant ine the tear from Beauty’s eye, 

From Peeling’s breast the votive sigh ; 

Oh I lei lujrsong, my memory, find 
A shrine within the tender mind ; 

And I will scorn the critic’s chide, 

And I will scorn the fume of pride 
Which mantles o’er the pedant fool, 
like vapour on a stagnant pool j 


TO JULIA. 

Though Fate, my girl, may feid us part, 

Our souls it cannot, shall not, sever ; 

The heart will Vek its kindred heart. 

And cling to it as close as ever. 

But must we, must we part indeed ? 

Is all our dream of rapture over? 

And does not Julia’s boibm bleed 
To leave so dear, so fond a lover? 

Does she too mourn ? — Perhaps she may ; 
Perhaps she weeps our blisses fieeting : 

But why is Julia’s eye so gay, 

If Julia’s heart like mine xs beating ? 

I oft have loved the brilliant glow 
Of rapture in her blue eye streaming— 

But can the bosona^ bleed with woe, 

. While joy is in the glsmces beaming ? 

No, no ! — Yet, love, I will not chide, 
Although your heart fond of roving : 

Nor that, nor all the world beside, 

Could keep your faithful boy from loving. 

You’ll soon be distant from his eye, 

And, with you, all that’s worth possessing. 

Oh ! then it will bo sweet to die, 

When life has lost its only blessing 1 
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INCONSTANCY, 

, And do I then wonder that Julia deeeirett mK 

When surely there^a nothing in nature more oommon ? 
She vowa Po be true, and while vowing she leaves me — 
But cQuld I expect a^y more £rom a woman f 

Oh, woman ! your heart; is a pitiful treasure ; 

And Mahomet’s doctrine was not too severe. 

When he thought you were only materials of j^easure, 
And reason and thinking were out of your S{diere. 

B^our heart, when the fond sighing lover can win lu, 
He thinks that an age of anxiety’s paid ; 

But, oh ! while he's blest, let him die on the minute-^ 
If he live bnt a tfoy, he’ll be surely betrayed. 


SONG. 

Sweet seducer ! blandly smiling ; 
Charming still, and still beguiling ' 
Oft I swore to love thee never. 

Yet I love thee more than ever ! 

Why that little wanton blushing, 
Glancing eye, and bosdm flushing ? 
Flushing warm, and wily ghmoing— 
AU is lovely, all entrancing \ 

Turn away those lips of blisses — 

I am poisoned by thy kisses 1 
Yet, again, ah ! turn them to me : 
Ruin's sweet, when they undo me ! 

Oh ! be less, be less euchanting ; 

Let some Ul^le grace be wautiug ; 
Let my eyes, when I’m expiring, 
Case awhile without adiniring ! 


THE KISS. 

Grow to my lip, thou sacred kiss, 

On which my soul’s beloved swore 
That there i^ould come a time of bliss 
When she would hopes no more j 

A.nd fancy shall thy glow renew, 

In sighs at mom, and dreams at night, 
And none shall steal thy holy dew 
Tin thou’rt absolved by rapturous rite. 



xiTrjBmL£i pojms: «i 

Sweet houre that are to make me lileet* 

Ok 2 fly, like breezes, to the gptAf, 

ABdIetmy love, my more tbaa aoiih" , 

CoEme to this levered bmart ^ 

And 'iraile in every i^laime X drink ^ 

The rioh overflowing ol hmrz|dt>d» 

Oh t let her all impassioiied shdc. 

In sweet abandonment resigned 
Blnahing for all ottr stras^es past. 

And mimnnriug, ‘ 1 am thine at iaet I* 


A NIGHT THOUGHT. 

How oft a olond, with envions vei!» 

Obscures yon bashful light, 

Which seems so modesidy to steal 
Along the waste of night t 

Tis thus the world’s obtrusive wrongs 
Obscure with malice keen 
Some timid hea^ which only longs 
To live and die unsemi 2 


ELEGyiC STANZAS. 

6io juvat perire. 

When wearied wretches sink to aleem 
How heavenly soft their slumbers lie ! 

How sweet is death to those who weep. 

To those M'ho weep and long to die ! 

Saw you the soft and grassy bed. 

Where flowerets de<3c the green earth’s breast 7 

’Tis there I wish to lay my head, 

’Tis tbei'e I wish to ^eep at rest ! 

Oh ! let not tears enibalm my tomb. 

None but the dews by twilight ^ven ! 

Oh 2 let not sighs disturb the gloom. 

None but the whispering winds of Heaven I 


KONDEAU 

* Good night ! good night 2’ — and is it so 1 
And must I from my Rosa go ? 

Oh, Rosa ! say ‘ Good night !’ once more. 
And FU repeat it o’er and o’er. 

Till the first glance of dawning light 
Shall find ns saying still, ‘ Gom night 1 
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And still ‘Ood night !’ my B^sa say— ; 

But whispr still, ^ A mmute ttay f 
And I will stay, and every adunt^ 

Bhall have an age of rapture in it. , 

Wn kiss and kiss in quick deli#| _ 

^nd trturtour, while we kiss^ * Good i 

* Good night r you’ll murmur with a sigh, 
And tell me it is to fly i 
And I will vpw to kiss no more. 

Yet kiss you closet than hefo ^ , 

■rm dumber seal our weary ndght^ . , . 
And then, my love ! my soul ! ‘ Good night ! 


TO KOSA. 

Likb him who trusts to autnmer skies, 

And puts his little bark to sea, 

Is he who, lured by smiling eyss, 

Consigns his simple heart to thee i 
For dcfle is the summer wind^ 

And sadly may the bark be tossed ; 

For thou art sure to change thy mind, 

And then the wretched heart is lost ! 

TO EOSA. 

Oh 1 why should the girl of my soul be in tears 
At a meeting of rapture like this, 

When the glooms of the past, and the sorrow of years, 
Have been paid by a moment of bliss ? 

Are thay shed for that moment of blissful delight 
Which dwells on her memory yet ? 

Do they flow, like the dews of the amorous night, 
From the warmth of- the sun that has set t 

Oh ! sweet is the tear ou that languishing smile, 

That smile which is lo’^elicst then ; 

And if such are the drops vhat delight can beguile, 
Thou shalt weep them again ana again 1 


TO EOSA. 

WRITTBK nURING ILLNBftS. 

The wisest soul, by anguish torn, 
Will soon unlearn tlie lore it knew ; 
And when the shining caskrt’s worn. 
The gem within will tarnish too^ 


JWSSniM T0EU8, 


But love's ain weBce of tbe 9 oul« 

Wliioh idsks not urit^ thk ehum of 

Which throbs beyond l^ie ohil! control 
<M iHthoiing padhdr palo 

* 

And surely when the touch of death 
l>is8Qlree the epirtfe mortal Urn, 

Love still attends the soaring breath» 

And makes it purer for the skies ! 

Oh, Bosa ! when, to seek its sph^, 

Hy soul sliail leave tliis o^ ol mem 

That love it found so blissful here 
Shall be its best of blisses tiiau ! 

And, as in fabled dreams of old^ 

Some aiiy genius, child of time, 

Presided oer each star that rolled, 

And tracked it through its path sublime ; 

So thou, fair planet, not unled, 

Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray ; 

Thy lover’s smuie, divinely wed. 

Shall linger round thy wandering way. 

Let other spirits range the sky, 

And bri^ten in the solar gem ; 

I’ll bask beneath that lucid eye, 

Nor envy worRs'uf suns to them J 

And oh ! if airy shapes may steal ' 

To mingle with a mortal frame, 

Then, then, my love ! — but drop the veil I 
Hide, hide from Heaven the unholy flame. 

No ! — when that heart shall cease to beat, 
And when that breath at length is &ee ; 

Then, Rosa, soul to soul we’ll meet, 

And mingle to eternity. 


WHITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF OF A LADY’S 
COMMON-PLACE BOOK. 

Hebs is one leaf reserved for me, 

From all thy sweet memorials free ; 

And here my simple song might tell 
The feelings thou must guess so welL 
But could I thus, within thy mind, 

One little vacant corner find, 

Where no impression yet is seen. 

Where no memorial yet has been. 

Oh I it should be my sweetest Care 
5'e Wf wy name for ever there/ 
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LOVE AKD MASBXAGE. 

EqttS br«ti vorbo fbrre p&texm mdum. 

S0eundu$t £leg« vH* 

Still th« question I most 
Still a wayward truant prove t 
Where I love, I must not marry, 
Where I marry, cai\not love. 

Were she fairest of creation, 

With the least presuming mind ; 
Learned without affectation ; 

Kot deceitful, yet refined ; 

Wise enougli, hut never rigid ; 

Gay, but not too lightly free ; 
Chaste as snow, and yet not frigid ; 
Warm, yet satisfied with me : 

Were she all this, ten times over, 
All that Heaven to earth allows, 

1 should be too much her lover 
Ever to become her spouse. 

Love will never boar endaving ; 

Summer garments suit him best ; 
Bliss itself is not worth having, 

If we’re by compulsion blest. 


ANACREONTIC. 

FeienT) of my soul ! this goblet sip, 

'Twill chase that pensive tear ; 

’Tis not so sweet as woman’s lip, 

But, oh I ’tis more sincere. 

Like her delus: ve beam, 

’Twill steal aM'^ay thy mind ; 

But, like affection^fl dream. 

It leaves no sting behind ! 

Come, twine the wreath thy brows to shade; 

These flowers were culled at noon ; — 
tike woman’s love the rose will fade, 

Bet ah ! not half so soon ! 

For though the flower’s decayed, 

Its fragrance is not o’er ; 

But once when love’s betrayed, 

The heart can bloom no more I 
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ANACREONTIC. 

In Ufmtnm Tevteimt dome manun. . 

« 

Fre8 $ tb e grope, imd lei it pocur 
Around board its pm)>l6 shower ; 
And while the drops my goblet steep^ 
ril think—in woe the clustOTS weep. 
Weep on, weep on, my pouting vine ! 
Heaven grant no tears but tears cl wine* 
Weep on ; and, as thy sonowB flow, 
rn mate the luxury of met 


THE BALLAD. 

Thou Imst sent me a flowery bandf 
And told me ^twas fresh from the field ; 
That the leaves were untouched by the hand, 
And the purest of odours would yield. 

And indeed it was fra^nt and fair ; 

But, if it were handled by thee. 

It would bloom with a livelier air, 

And would sumy be sweeter to me ! 

Then take it, and let it entwine 
Tby tresses, so flowing and bright ; 

And each little floweret will shine 
More rich than a gem to my sight, 

Iiet the odorous sale of thy breath 
Embalm it wito many a sigh 5 
let it be withered to death. 

Beneath the warm noon of thine eye. 

And instead of the dew that it beajrs. 

The dew dropping fresh from the tree, 

On its leaves let me number the tears 
* That oflection has stolen from thee 1 


TO PHILLIS. 

PhilUS, you little rosy rake, 

That heart of yours I long to rifle : 
Come, give ir me, and do not make 
So much ado about a trifie I 
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TO um -- — . 

. OK HSR ASKlKa THS ACTTHOR WHY SHE HiJ> SISSPLSSS KIGHU 

« Tll a9k the sylph who round thee 
And in thy breath h)t pinion dips^ 

Who suns 1am in thy lucent oyos# 

And faiiite u|ion thy sighing : 

m ask him where's the veil of sleep 
That used to shade thy looks of light ; 

And why those eyes their vi^ keep, 

When other suns are sunk in night. 

And I will say — her angel breast 
Has never throbbed with guilty sting ; 

Her bosom is the sweetest nest 
Where l^omber oould repose his wing I 

And I will say— her cheeks of Hame, 

Which glow like roses in the sun, 

Have never felt a blush of shame, 

Except for what her eyes have done I 

Then tell me why, thou child of air t 
Hoes Slumber from her eyelids rove ? 

What is her heart’s impassioned care ? — 

Perhaps, oh sylphi perhaps 'tie love/ 


TO ROSA. 

A flur conserva, e cumalo d* amonU FuU 

Anp are you then a thing of art, 
•Sedudng all and loving none ? 

And have I strove to gam a heart 
Which eveiy coxcomb thinks his ov n ? 

And do you, like the dotard's tire, 
Which, powerless of enjoying any, 

Feeds its abortive sick desire, 

By trifling im^Kitent with many ? ' 

Do you thus seek to flirt a number, 

And through a round of danglers run. 

Because your heart’s insipid slumber 
Oould never wake Xo feel for one i 

Tell me at onee if this be true^ 

And I shall calm my jealous breast ; 

Bball learn to join the dangling erewg 
And share your aimpezs with the rest 
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But if your heart be not eo fisee, — 

Oh I if aiifl^er share that heart. 

Tell not the damning tale to me, 

But mingle mercy with your art; 

IM rather think you black a« hell, 
than hnd you to be alltUvime, 

And know that heart could lore ao well, 
Yet know that heart would not be mine ^ 


TO dULIA. 

ON H£H BlBTHniiY. ^ 

When Time waa entwining the garland of years, 
Which to crown my beloved was given. 

Though some of the leaves might be sullied with teara, 
Yet the dowers were all gathered in heaven ! 

And loi^ may this garland be sweet to the eye, 

May its verdure mr ever be new I 
Young Love shall enrich it witit many a sigh, 

Ana pity shall nurse it with dew ! 


ELEGIHC STAKMS. 

How sweetly could I lay my head 
Within the cold grave's silent breast 
Where Sorrow’s tears no more are shed, 

Ko more the ills of life molest I 

For, ah ! my heart, how very soon 
The glittering dreams of youth m past ; 
And, long before it reach its noon^ 

The sun of life is overcast. 


NONSENSE. 

Good reader ! if you e'er have seen, 

' When Phoebus hastens to hiS pillow. 
The mermaids, with their tresses green, 
Dancing upon the western billow ; 

If you have Seen, at twilight dim, 

When the lone spirit's vesper hymn 
Floats wild along the winding shore : 
If you have seen, flirough mist of eve. 
The fairy train their ringlets weave, 
Glancing along tbe spanned green,; — 

If YOU have seen au this, and more, 
God bless me ! what a deal you've seen 1 
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THB SUEPBISE. 

Chuoios, I iwei^, by *11 1 over 

1%at thia boat 1 aball xioi love tbee more**-' 

* What i loVe no n^>re? , Oh I why thia iiltered vow 
BecatuBe I eaiimt love thee taora-^^&an now / 


TO MRS. , 

ON HEB BEAUtIFVL TBANSIATION OF VOITCTRE’S KISS. 

Mon ttee sur ma l^vre 4t9it Iotb t^te eutiOre^ 

Pour s&voorer le miol qoi tur la votro ^talt ; 

Mala eu me retlraut, eU« reata dinriare, 

Taut de oe doux ^ialr ramoroe FarrdtoH l~ro»t 

How heavenly was the poet’s doom. 

To breathe his spirit through a kiss ; 

And lose within so sweet a tomb 
The trembling messenger of bliss \ 

/Sind, ah I his soul returned to feel 
That it ag^n could ravished be ; 

For in the kiss that tkoii didst steal. 

His life and sonl have fled to thee t 


ON THE DEATH OP A LADY. 

Sweet spirit I if thy airy sleep 
Nor sees my tears, nor hears ffiy si^s, 

Oh ! I will weep, in luxury weep^ 

Till the last heart’s-drop fills mine eyes, 

But if thy sainted soul can feel. 

And mingles in our misery, 

Then^ then, my breaking heart I’ll seal— 
Thou shalt not hear one sigh from me f 

The beam of mom was on the stream, 

*But sullen clouds the day deform » 

Thou wert, indeed, that morning beam, 
And death, alas I that sullen storm. 

naa wert not forihed for living here. 

For thou wert kindred with me sky ; 

Yet, yet we held thee all so dear. 

We thought thou wert not formed to die ! 
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TO ROSA. 

DosH tli^ h»rp of Rosa idumbert 
Onee it btoamad tlie swoettttt f 

K«76r doeci a tdl4or «oa(|t 
SteftI tbo hreexy Ij^re 
Whett the viod, m odotire 
Wooe it with eixtmoiirod Bighing. 

X>oeii the harp of Hose ce$m f 
Onoe it told a tale of peM 
To her lover’e throbbiog br^t** 

Then he wae divinely Iweet I 
Ah ! but R<>aa. loves no more, 

Therelore Eosa^s song is oW ; 

And her harp neglected lies t 
And her boy forgotten sighs. 

Silent harp-^loTgotten lover— 

Rosa's love and song are over t 


NATURE’S LABELS, 

k FRAOMEKT. 

• 

Ik vain we fondly strive to trace 
The sours reflection in the face ; 

In vain we dwell on lines and crosses, 

Crook i'd mouth, or short probosoiB^ 

Boobies have looked as wise and bright 
As Plato or the Stagyrite : 

And many a sage and learned sknll 

Has peeped through windows dark knd dnll ! 

f^tnoe then, thmign art do all it can, 

We ne'er cmi rea^ the inward man 
Nor inward woman, from without 
(Though, ma’am, you mUt^ as if in doubt), 

I think 'twere well if Nature could 
(And Nature could, if Nature would) 

Some pretty short descriptions write, 
kx tsduets large, in black and wbit& 

Which she might hang abont our throttles, 
lake labels upon physic- bottles. 

There we might read of all -“But stay— 

As learned dialectics say. 

The argument most apt and ample 
For common use, is tlm example. 

For instance, then, if Nature's cane ^ 

Had not arranged those traits so fauv 
Which apeak the soul of Lucy L^nd^n, 

TkU i« the label sheM have pinned on. 


6 



mmm. 


tiABXt FIBSt* 

Within this vnse i^ere liss^ sashttg^ 

The puxest* bd^test gem M 

Though Feeliug> hma msy sometimes throw 

jJpou its the siiade of woe^ 

The lustjpe of the gem, wheu^yeil^^ 

8hi^ be but mellowed, net oouoeakd. 

Kow, sirs, ima^iie/if you^re able, 

That Nature wrote a second label. 

They’re her own words— at least BUpiK>s6 so-- 
Aud boldly pm it on Fomposo. 

label mVOSTi. 

When I composed the fustian brain 
Of this redoubted Captain Vain, 

I had at hand but few ingredients, 

And so was forced to use expedients. 

I put therein some small disoern^i 
A grain of sense, a grain of learning ; 

And when 1 saw the void behind, 

I Blled it up with — froth and ^nd I 


TO dULIA. 

Mock me no more with love’s beguiling dream, 

A dream, 1 iind, illusory as sweet : 

One smile of friendship, nay, of cold estemn, 

Is dearer far than passion’s bland deceit ! 

I’ve heard yon oft eternal truth declare ; 

Your heart was only mine, I once believed. 

Ah ! shall I say that all your vows were air ? 

And must I say my haj>e» were all deemved? 

Vow, then, no longer that our B4»ttls ai'e twined, 
That all our joys are felt with mutual zeal: 

Julia ! ’tis pity, pity makes you kind ; 

You know I love, and you would seem to feel. 

But shall 1 still go revel in those arms 
On bliss in whida affection takes no part? 

No, no ! farewell ! you give rae but your charms, 
When 1 had fondly thought you gavo your heait. 


TO JULIA. 

I SAW the peasant’s hand unkind 
From yonder oak the ivy sever,; 
They seemed in very Wi:^ twined ; 
Yet now the oak is fresh as ever. 
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Kot BO ihe widtmed ahinm ; ' \ 

, Tom Irom its only »i»y/ 

lii/ditM^bog ividowhood it 
And scfttten ail its lolooiaa away ! 

Thui^ dtdia, did oojr lieaita^^o^^ 

Tdl late diatorbed their tender ties 
Thus fjny mdiitomM Meoma in thine, 

While mine, deserted, droops and dies I 


SYMPATHY. 

I'D JULIA. 

Sine me dl) nulla Ve&i».-~Aa^faa. 

Cue hmrts, my loye, were dooxhed to be 
The gennine twins of Sympathy t ^ 

They live with one sensatioid : 

In joy or grief, but, most in loVe, 

Our heart-strinca musios^y move^ 

And thrill with like vibration. 

How often have I heard thee say, 

Thy vital pulse shall cease to j^lay 
i^eu mine no more is moving i 
Since, now, to^l a joy alom 
Were worse to thee tibm feeling none ; 
Such sympathy in loving I 


TO MRS. M . 

Sweet lady ! look not thus agmn i 
Those little pouting smiles recsd^ 

A maid remembered now with pain, 

Who was my Jove, my life, my all ! 

Oh i while this heart delinous took 
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye, 

Thus would she pout, and lisp, and lo^. 

. And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh I 

Yes, I did love her — madly love—* 

She was the sweetest, b^t deceiver ! 

And oft she swore she’d never rove ! 

And I was destined to believe her 1 

Then, lady, do not wear the smile 

Of her whose smile could thus beisay ; 

Alas I I think ihe lovely wile 
Again might steal my heart away. 
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And vbdii MptUX tbat stole my ilxMi 
On iips »o pure as thine 1 see, 
t fear the heart which she aeeignfid 
Win err again, and dy to thee } 


SONG. 

WHim Time, who steals our years away, 
Shall steal our pleasures too, 

The memory of the past will stay, 

And half our joys renew. 

Then, Chloe, when thy beauty’s flower 
Shall feel the wintry air, 

Bemembranoe will recall the hour 
Wien thou alone wOrt fisir ! 

Then talk no more of future gloom ; 

Our joys shall always last ; 

For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past. 

Come, Chloe, fill the genial bowl, 

I diink to lote ana thee : 

Thou never canst decay in soul, 

Thoult still be young for me. 

And as thy lips the tear drop chase, 
Which on my cheek they find. 

So hope sliall steal away the trace 
Which sorrow leaves behind ! 

Then All the bowl— away with gloom * 

Our joys shall always last ; 

For hope shall brighten rlays to come, 

And memory gild the past ! 

But mark, at thought of future years, 
When love shall lore its soul. 

My Chloe drops her Umid tears, 

They mingle with my howl ! 

How like this bowl of wine, my fair, 

Our loving life shall fleet ; 

Thou^ tears may sometimes mingle them 
The draught will still be sweet ’ 

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom : 

Our joys shall always last ; 

For hope will brighten days to come. 

And memory the past ! 
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A tikiM. ; 

Annalus lUe vltl— O pWI inkor, lib, ft. 15. 

tTftE Happy day at tength arrived 
When was to we4 
The faireat maid in Saxony, 

And take her to hie bed. 

As soon as mom was in the sky, 

The least and spoiin J>egan | 

The men admired the happy maid, 

The maids the happy mam 

In many a sweet device ol mirth 
The day was passed along ; 

And some the featly danee amused, 
And some the dtucet song. 

The yonnger maids with Isabel 
Disported through the bowers, 

And decked her r<^, and crowned her 
head 

With motley bridal dowers. 

The matrons all in rich attire, 

Within the castle walls, 

Sat limning to the choral strains • ^ 

That echoed through the halls. 

• 

Young Rupert and his friends repaired 
Unto a spacious court. 

To strike the bounding tennis-ball 
In feat and manly s{K>rt. 

The bridear<Mm on his finger harl 
The wedding-ring so bright, 

Which t^as to grace the lily hand 
Of Isabel that night, 

And fearing he might break the gem, 
Or lose it in the play. 

He looked around the court, to see 
Where he the ring might lay. 

Kow in the court a statue stood. 
Which there full long had be ^ ; ^ 

It w.a8 a heathen goddess, or 
Perhaps a heathen queen* 

1 1 should he sorry to think that my O-iend had 
any serious Irttentlons of frighteninff the nurseiy 
, by this story 1 1 rather hope-tbough the matmer 
of it leads me to doubWthat his design was to 
ridicule that distempered taste whkm prefers 
those monsters of the fancy to the ^speeiosa 
mlracida* of true poetic Imaginatton. 


Upon its marble ingpr then 
He tried the ring to At; ; 

And, thinking was safest the^ 
.Thereon he ISietened it 

And now the tennis smrts went 
Til Whey were weaned all, 

And messengers mmotinced to ihetn 
Thrir dinner in the hall. 

Voung Rupert fbr )us wedding-riiig 
yn& the atat^ ; 

But, eh 1 how was he sh^ked to lusd 
The mtwble huger bent 1 

The hand was closed upon the ring 
Wiih jto and mighty olaep . 

In vain he tried, and tned, and tried, 
He could not loose the grasp ! 

How sore surprised was Rupert's 
mind, — 

As well his mind might be ; 

* rU come,’ quoth he, 'at night again, 
When none are here to see.’ * 

He went unto the least, and much 
He thought upon his ring ; 

And much he wandered what could 
mean 

So very strange a thing ! 

The feast was o’er* and to the court 
He went without delay, 

Resolved to bneakihe marble hand. 
And force the ring away ! 

But mark a stronger wonder still— 

^ The ring wa*i tS^ no more ; 

Y^et was the marble hand ungrssped, 
And open as before I 

He searched the base, and all the court 
And nothing could he dnd, 

But to the ohstle did return 
With sore bewildered mind 

Within he found them all in mirth, 
The nig)^ in dancing dew ; 

The youQi aholher ring procured, 

And none the adventure knew* 


1 find, by a noto in tbe manuscript, that he 
met with this storf in a tierman auuiof, Fram^ 
man upon ^seinat^n, book iU. part vi. ch^ 
18. On consoltiiitf tbs work, 1 psreeifc that 
Fromroan quotes H fhim Betuaemiils, ams^ 
many other etwles equally diabolical and lutw 
restuig. 





now iiio ftM liaa joined ttieir 

The hotttfl of love ftdvanoe I 
Boprt almOet forgets to tfiink 
V pon the monies kdsahenoe. 

Within the bed fair Isabel ' 

In blushing sweetness lay, 
like flowers half -o|)ened by the dawn, 
And waiting for the day. 

And Rupert, by her lovdy aide, 

In youthful beauty glows, 

Like Phcsbus, when he bends to cast 
Hie beams hpon a rose ! 

And here my song should leave them | 
both, 

Nor let the rest be told, 

But for the horrid, horrid tale 
It yet has to unfold I 

Soon Rupert, ^twixt his bride and him, 
A dea^-cold carcase found ; 

He saw it not, but thought he felt 
Its arms embrace him round. 

He started up, and then returned, 

But found the phantom Still ; 

In vain he shrunlC it dir^ped Mm round, 
With damp and deadly chill ! 

And when he bent, the earthy lii^s 
A kiss of horror gave ; 

'Twas like the smelffromcharnd vaults, 
Or from tlie mouldering grave ! 

ilhfated Ru^rt, wild and loud, 

Thou cneast to thy wife, 

* Oh ! Save me from this horrid fiend, 
My Isabel ! my life !’ 

But Isabel had nothing seen. 

She looked around in vain ; 

A.nd much she mourned the mad con- 
ceit 

That racked her Rupert’s brain. 

length &om this invisible 
These words to Rupert came ; 

(Oh God ! while he did hear the words, 
What terrors shook his frame f) 

'Husband ! husband t I’ve the ring 
Thou gav st to-day to me ; 

And thou’ri to me for ever wed. 

As I am wed to thee !’ ^ 


And all i^ght the demon ,}ay 
Cold -chilling by his side,’ 

And strainjsd him with such deadly 
grasp, 

He thought he should have died 1 

But when the dawn of day was near. 
The horrid {disutmn fled, 

And left the affrighted youth to weep 
By Isabel in bed. 

All, all that day a i^ooiny oloud 
Was seen on Ru^rt’s brows ; 

Fair Isabel was liimwise sad, 

But strove to cheer her spouse. 

And, as the day advanced, he thought 
Of coming night with fear : 

Ah ! that he must with terror view 
The bed that should be dear ! 

At length the second night arrived 
Agam their couch they pressed ; 

Poor Rupert hoped that all was o’er, 
And looked for love and rest. 

But oh 1 when midnight came, i^n 
T’he fiend was at his side, 

And, as it strained him in its grasp, 
With howl exulting cried,— 

‘ Husband I husband ! IVe the ring, 
The ring thou gav’st to me ; 

And ihou’rt to me for ever w^, 

As 1 am wed to thee f 

In agony of wild despair^ 

He staited from the bed ; 

And thus to his bewildered wife 
The trembling Rupert said : 

‘ Oh Isabel ! dost thou not see 
A shape of horrors here. 

That strains me to the deadly kiss, 
And keeps me from my dear ?’ 

* No, no, my love ! my Rupert, I 
No ship of horrors see ; 

And much I mourn the ptotasy 
That keeps my dear from me 1’ 

This night, just like the night before, 
In terrors passed away, 

Nor did the demon vanish thence 
Before the dawn of day. 





Say« Eti|Ksrt 
l)ear paitoar dfitty iroo» 

To Fathor AuiStfaii’* Wy wo 
Thia instant will I go/ 

Kow Austin wras a rererend man, 

Who acted wonders mamt, 

Whom all the country round believed 
A devil or a saint 1 

To Father Austin's holy cave 
Then Bnpert went £ull straight, 

And told him all, and asked him how 
To remedy his fate. 

The father heard the youth, and then 
Ketired awhile to pray ; , 

And, having prayed for half an hour, 
Eetumed, and thus did say : 

‘ There is a place where four roads mecft, 
Which I will tell to thee ; 

Be there this eve, at fall of night. 

And list what thou shalt s^ 

Thoult see a group of figures pass 
In strange msordered crowd, 
Travelling by torclilight through ihe 
roads, 

With noises strange and lend. 

And one that^s high above the rest, 
Terrific towering o’er, 

Will make thee know him at a glance, 
So I need say no more. 

To him from me these tablets give, 
They’ll soon be understood ; 

Thou need'st not fear, but give them 
straight, 

I’ve scrawled them with my blood !’ 

The nightfall came, and Bupert all 
In pale amazement went 
To where the cross-roads met, and he 
Was by the father sent, 

And lo I a group of figures came 
In strange disordered crowd, 
travelling by torchlight through the 
roads, 

With noises strange and loud. 

And as the gloomy train advanced, 
Buperc b^eld from far 


Afemaleiorniof^i^toniineh : 

Seated upon a oar. 

And Bup^^ ks ho gaised 
The lo08efy-ve&t|3 dame. 

Thought of the marble statue^s look, 
FeW hers was just the same. 

her walked e hideotis form, . 
With eyeballs fiashing death ; 
Whene’er he bieathed, a sulphured 
' smoke ‘ 

Came burning in his breafh I 

He seemed the first of all the 
Terrific towering o’er; 

‘Yes, yes,* said Bupert, Hhisis he, 
And I need nsk no more/ 

Then slow he w'ent, and to this fiend 
The tablets trcmldiag gave, 

Who looked and read them with a yell 
That would disturb the grave. 

And w'hen ho saw the blood-scrawled 
name, 

His eyes with fury shine , 

* I thought,* cries he, * his time was out, 

But he must soon be mine I* 

Then dar^g at the youth a look, 

, Which reS; his soul with fear, 

He went unto the female ficzidi 
And whispered in her eat 

I The female fiend no sooner heard^ 

Than, with reluctant look, 

The very ring that Rupert lost 
She from l)er finger took j 

And, giving it unto the youth, 

With eyes that breathed of hell, 

She said in that tremendous voice 
Which he remembered well : 

* In Austin’s name take back the ring, 

The ring thou gav’st to me ; 

And thou'rt to me no longer wed, 

Nor longer I to thee/ 

He took the ring, the rabble passed, 

He borne returned again ; 

His wife Was then the happiest fair, 
The happiest he of men. 
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soisra. _ 

Think oq itmt hck of htanld T«t|r, 

Wliicli for » ikomexit mixed 'Wttfi liim, 
knd for that moment seemed to say, 

* I dare not, or { would be thine T 

Think, think on every smile and glance, 
On aU thmi hast to charm and move ; 
Jind then forgive my bosom's trance. 
And tell me 'tis not sin to love t 

Oh ! not to love thee wore the sin ; 

For sure, if Heaven’s decrees be d<me, 
Thou, thou art destined still to win, 

As 1 was destined to be won. 


SONG. 

Fly from the. world, 0 Bessy ! to me, 

Thoult never find any sincerer ; 
m give up the world, 0 Bessy ! for thee, 

1 can never meet any that's dearer ! 

Then tell me no more, witl^ a tear and a sigh, 

That our loves wiU be censured by many ; 

All, all have their follies, and who will deny 
That ours is the sweetest of any ! 

When your lin has met mine, in abandonment sweet, 
Have we felt as if virtue forbid it ? — 

Have we felt as if Heaven denied them to meet ? — 
No, rather twas Heaven that did it ! 

So innocent, love ! is the pleasure we sip, 

So little of ^it is there in it, 

That I wish all my errors were lodged on your lip^ 
And Pd kiss them away in a minute ! 

Then come to your lover, oh I fly to his shed, 

From a world which I know thou despisest ; 

And slumber will hover as light on our wed, 

As e’er on the couch of the wisest I 
And when o'er our pillow the tempest is driven, 

And thou, pretty innocent I fearest, 

I'll tell thee, it is not the ceding of Beaven, 

'Tis only our lullaby, dearest ! 

^And, oh ! when we lie on our death>rbedi my love I 
Looking back on the scene of our errors, 

A sigh from my Bessy shall plead them above, 

And Heath be disarmed of his terrors ] 
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A!nd mh to tlio otlier emhmam wiU tty. 

* 2 lot iift hope we*fe f<»^Tea r 

T!^ Ittt lediog ghrnee ^ illmnine the wey, 
AQaaktttl^ our pettport to htt^ttii 


THfi SHEIHB, 


TO — . 

Mt fates had destiaed me to am 
A long, long pilgrimege of love ; 

And manu an altar on my way 
Has lurea my pious steps to stay; 

For, if the eamt was ymmg and £»irr 
1 turned and sung my vespm there* 
This, from a youthf^ |nlgnm*8 hre, 

Is what your pretTty samts require : 

To pass, nor tell a single bead, 

With them would be profane indeed / 
Bot» trust me, aU this young devotbn, 
Was but to keep my zeal iu motion ; 
And, every kmihUr altar past, 

I now have reached the shbtke at last I 

ja-* — 


THE OATALOC^UE. 

*€owb, tali me,’ says llosa, as, Mssiiig and kisse^ 
One day she reclined on my breast ; 

* Come, tell mo the number, repeat me the list 
Of the nymphs you have lov^ tmd caressed.’ 

Oh, Eosa I ’twas only my fancy that roved. 

My heart at the moment was free ; 

But l U tell thee, my girl, how many I've loved, 
And the number shall finish with thee ! 

My tutor was Kitty ; in infancy wild 
She taught me the way to be blest ; 

She taught me to love her, I loved like a child, 

But Kitty could fancy the rest* 

This lesson of dear ana enraptuiiug lore 
I have never forgot, I allow ; 

J have had it by tote very often before, 

But never by heart until now ! 

Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all flame, 
But my head was so full of romance, 

That 1 fancied her into some chivalry dame, 

And 1 was her knight of the lance I 







But Mivrtha uot of funoiful coIkmI, 

And she laughed at het pm little knight ; 

While I thoui^t her a goddesBj she thought mh a focik 
And 111 awear wae tnoat in the 

t 

My eoul was now e|lm, till, by Cloris’a lookt, 

Again X was tempted to rove ; 

Blit Gloria, I fonnA to learned in books^ 

That she gave me moro logio than love ! 

So I left this young Sap{>ho, and hastened to fly 
To those sweeter logicians in bliss, 

Who argue ^e point with a soul-teU^g eye, 

And oonvinoc us at once with a kiss 1 

Oh ! Susan was then all the w'orld unto me, 

But Susan was |>iouBly given ; 

And the worst of it was, we could never agree 
On the road that was shortest to heaven ! 

*Oh, Susan Tve said, in the moments of mirtb« 

* What^s devotion to thee or to me ? 

I devoutly betieve there^S a heaven on earth, 

And believe that thai heaven’s in /’ 


TO f 

Ejbuembsk him thou leav’st behind, 
Whose heart is warmly lx>und to thee^ 

Close as the tonderost links cau bind 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Oh ! X had long in freedom roved, 

Though many seemed my soul to share | 

’Twas {lassion when I thought I loved, 
’Twas fancy when X thought them fair. 

E’en she, my Muse’s early theme, 

Beguiled me only v^litle she warmed : 

^Twas young desire that fed the dream, 
And reason broke what i^assion formed. 

But thou— ah 1 better harl it been 
If I had still in freedom roved, 

If I had ne’er thy Ijeauties seen, 

For then I never should have loved ! 

Then all the pain which lovers feel 
Had never to my heart l)een known ; 

But, ah 1 the joys which lovers steal, 
Should they have ever been my own ? 



juvEmm pomm. 




Oh 1 tmt me^ when 1 thb^ 

Baarait; I the paie of kviog thdo^ 

The very pam, i« eweeter Uin 
Thaa paseion’e ivildest ecKta^ t 

v> 

That little cage I wouH pot part, 

In which my soul ptnsoned now^ 

For the most light md winged heart 
That wantons on the passing vow. 

Btill, my beloved I 8tiU> keep in 
However far removed from me, 

That there is one thou leav'st behihd. 
Whose .heart respires for only thee ! 

And though ungenial ties have bound 
Thy fate unto another's care 
That arm, iwhich clasps thy bosom round. 
Cannot couhne the heart that’s there. 

No, no ! that heart is only mine. 

By ties all other ties above. 

For I have wed it at a shrine 
Where wo have had no pnest but Love * 


SONG. 

A OAPTiVK thiib to thee, my girl, 

How sweetly shall I pass my age, 
Contented, hko the playful squirrel, 

To wanton up and down my cage ! 

When Heath shall envy joy like this, 
And come to shade our sunny weather, 
Bo our last sigh the sigh of bliss, 

And both our souls exhaled together ! 


SONG. 

Where is the nymph, whose axure eye 
Can phine tliiough rapture’s tear ? 
The sun has sunk, the moon is high. 
And yot she comes not here ! 

Was that her footstep on the hill — 

Her voice upon the gale ? 

No ; ’twaa the wind, and all is still t 
Oh, maid of Marlivale 1 
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Come to me, love, l*ve WAtideTed £it(t«r 
*Ttfl paoeed tlie peomieed hour : 
Come to me^ love, tlie twlU^t itar 
Shall guide thee to my bower. 


r 

KKUBBN AND EOSfi. 

A TALE or AOMAMCE. 

Trk darkoess which huog tijm Willombea^a walla 
Has long been mnemberea with awe dismay ! 

For years not a sunbeam had played in its halls, 

And it seemed as shut out u^om the regions of day : 

Though the valleys were brightened by many a beam, 

Yet none oonld the woods of the came illume ; 

And the lightning which dashed on the neighbouring stream 
Flew back, as it fearing to enter the gloom ! 

•Oh ! when shall this horrible darkness disperse T 
Said WiUuml^erg’s lord to the seer of tiie cave. 

• It can never dispel,’ said the wimrd of verse, 

•TiU the bright star of chivalry’s sunk in the wave 1* 

And who WAS the bright star of chivalry then ? 

Who could bo but Eeuben, fhe flower of the age ? 

For Beuben was first in the combat of men, 

Though Youth had scarce written bis name on her page. 

For WiUumbeig’s daughter his bosom had beat, 

For Bose, who was m^ht as the spirit of dawn, 

When with wand dropping diamonds, and silvery feet. 

It walks o’er the flowers of the mountain and laaui ! 

Must Rose, then, from Reuben so fatally sever ? 

Sod, sad were the words of the man in the cave, ' 

That darkness should cover the castle lor ever. 

Or Reuben he sunk in the merciless wave ! 

She flew to the wizard — * And tell me, oh tell ! 

Shall my Reuben no more be re8tore<i to my eyes "i — 

• Yes, yes— when a spirit shall toll the great bell 

Of the mouldering abbey, your Heu)>en shall rise !’ 

Twice, thrice he repeated, ‘ Your Reuben shall rise !’ 

And Rose felt a moment's release from her pain ; * 

She wiped, while she listened, the tears from her eyes, 

And she hoped she might yet see her hero again I 

Her hero could smile at the terrors of death* 

When he felt that he died for the sire of his Bose' 

To the Oder lie flew, and there plunging beneath, 

In the lapse of the billows soon fonna his repose.— 
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Hot itOTg^y iibe i>rd«r deatiiiy fnUt t 
* Kot l0iig m the wiiiiers the warrior lay. 

When arattbam wai aeen te glance ov6r waU^ 

And the caetle of Willumbeii^ basked in (ttie ray I 

All, all but the eotil of the m^d was in li^t» 

There sorrow and terror lay glooitiy and bleak i 
Two days did she wander, and all the lonff nkht, 

In quest of her lore on the widoadver’e bank. 

Oft, oft did she pause for the toll pi the bell, 

And she h^rd but the breathii^s of night in the air ; 
Long, long did she gaze on the watery swell, 

And she saw but the foam of the white billou tbsso. 

And often as midnight its veil would uudraw, 

As she looked at the light of the moon in the stream, 

She thought ’twas his helmet of silver she saw* 

As the curl of the surge glittered high in the beam. 

And now the third night was begemming the sky. 

Foot Hose on the ow dewy margeut reclined^ 

There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye, 

When,— hark ! ’twas the bell that came deep in the wind 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering shade, 

A form o’er the waters in maiesty glide ; 

She knew 'twas her lovef fHiougn his cheek was decayed, 

. And his lielmet of silver w-as washed by the tide. 

Was this wdiat the seer of the cave had foretohZ 
Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot a gleam ; 
’Twas Keubeu, but ah ! he was deathly and cold, 

And flitted away like the spell of a dream ! 

Twice, thrice did be rise, and as often she thought 
From the bank to embrace him, but never, an ! never 1 
Then springing beneath, at a billow she caught, 

And suuK to lepOfle on its hosom for ever I 


80NO. 

ON THE BIRTHDAY OP MRS. . 

WRTTTEN IN IRELaST). 

‘ Of all my happiest hours of joy, — 

And even I nave had my measure, 

When hearts were full and every eye 
Has kindled with the beams of pleasure !— 
Such hours as this t ne'er was ^ven, 

So dear to fHendsbip, dear to blisses : 
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Yomg Love himeell looks dovm from Imren, 
To smile m sttoli * dsy as ibis is I 
T&en, oh i my fnencis^ this hotir im|>royei 
list’s £sd[ as if we ue’er oQuld sever ! 

« And may the birth of her we love 
Be thos mik joy remembered ever 1 

Oh \ banish every thought to-night, 

Which could disturb our soul’s eomhiiuiiiott ; 
Abandoned thus to dear delijght, 

We’ll e’en for once forget the Union I 
On that let statesmen try their powers, 

And tremble o'er the rights they’d die for ; 
The union of the soul be our^ 

And every union else we sigh for . 

Then, oh J my friends, this hour improve, 
Let’s feel as if we ne’er could sever ; 
And may the birth of her We love 
Be thue with joy remembered ever ! 

In every eye around 1 mark 
The feelings of the heart oVrflowing, 
h'rom every soul 1 catch the spark 
Of sympathy in friendship glowing ! 

Ob ! could such moments ever fly ; 

Oh J that we ne’er were doomed to lose ’enii 
And all as bright as Charlotte’s eye, 

And all as pure as Charlotte’s bosom. 

But oh ! my friends, tuts hour improve, 
Let’s feel as if we ne’er could sever ; 
Aud may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remembered ever 1 

For me — ^whate^er my ^n ot years. 

Whatever sun may light my roving 
Whether I waste my life in tears, 

Or live, as now, for mirth and loving— 

This day shall come with aspect kind. 
Wherever Fate may cast your rover ; 

He’ll think of those he left behind. 

And drink a health to bliss that’s over 1 
Then, ob I my frien^ls, this hour im{>rove, 
Let’s feel as if we ne’er could sever ; 
And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remembered ever I 


THE NATAL GENIU.s, 

A DHEAM. 

TO ^ THE MORKtNO OP HER BIRTHUAV, 

W witching slumbers of the night, 

I dreamed 1 was the airy sprite 
That on thy natal inomeiitsmtilad^ 




Ani thcHlght 1 wafted m iw^ff 
Thoee tiow<»ra whick in 
tn crown tny lovely mortal 

With olive branch Z botmd thy beady <> 
Heart’s^se along ihy mth I ahady 
Which waa to moom mihugh all thy years 
Nor yet did 1 forget to hind 
Love’s roses, with his myrUe twined^ 

And dewi^ by sympathetic tears* 

Such was the wild but prediotts hooxi» 

Which Fancy, at her magic noom 
Bade me to Nona's image pay-*- 
Oh ! were I, love, thus cmi]^ to be 
Thy little guardian deity, 

How blest around thy steps Td play ! 

Thy life Should softly steal along, 

Calm as some lonely shejhord's song 
That’s heard at distance lu the grove j 
No cloud should ever shade thy sky, 

No thorns along thy pathway lie, 

But all be sunshine, peace, and love I 

The wing of Time ^lould never brush 
Tlnr dewy lip’s luxuriant flush. 

To bid its ro^ withering die ; 

Nor age itself, though dim and dark, 

Should ever quench a single spark 
That flashes from my Nona^s eye ! 


MOKAIdTV, 

JL FAMILUU EP1S*TLE. 

ADDBESSED TO J. AT— NS— N, ESQ., M:.R.I.iL 

Though lojog at school and college, dozing 
On books of rhyme and books of prosing, 
And copying from their moral pages 
Flap recipes for forming sages ; 

Though long with those divines at school, 
Who tliink to make u» good by rule, 

Who, in methodic fcu’ius advancing, 
Teaching morality lilte dancing, 

Tell us, for Heaven or money’s sake. 

What steps we are through life to take : 
Though thus, my friend, so long employed. 
And BO much midnight oil destroyed, 

I must confess, my searches past, 

1 only learned to dov^t at last 
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1 find the doctoTB nad the 
Have difieirad in ell olimea end agei^ ' 

^ And twd in filter eoaroe agree 

On whet is pure morality j 
^'Xie Hke the minbow'e ehuting eone^ 

And evmy viaion makes its own. ^ 

The doctors of the Porch advise» 

As inodes of beiiig great and wise^ 

That we should cease to own or know 
The Ittxuties ^t from fading fiow. ^ 

* Reason alone must claim direction. 

And Apathy’s the soul's perfection, 
like a dull lake the heart must lie ; 

Kor passion’s gale nor pleasure’s 

Though heaven the breese, the breath supplied, 

Must otttl the ware or swell the tide V 

Such was the rigid Zeno’s plan 
To form his philosophic man ; 

Sudi were the modes he taught mankind 
To weed the garden of the mind ; 

They tore away iome weedi, ’tie true, 

But all the Jlowei*t were ravished too I 

Now listen to the wilyMrains, 

Which, OB Cyren^'s sandy idains, 

When Pleasure, nymph with loosened icoue, 
Usurped the philosophic throne ; 

Hear what the courtly sage’s tongue' 

To bis surrounding pupils sung : 

‘ Pleasure’s the only noble end 
To which all human powers should tend, 

And Virtue mves her heavenly lore, 

But to make Pleasure please us mure I 
Wisdom and she were l^th designed 
To make the senses more relinen, 

That man might revel, free from cloying, 

Then most a sage, when most enjoying 

Is this morality Oh, no 3 
E’en I a wiser path could show. 

The flower 'vrituin this vase confin^, 

The pure, the unfading flower of mind, 

Must not throw all its sweets away 
Upon a mortal mould of clay ; 

No, no ! its richest breath should rise 
In virtue’s incense to the skies ! 


( JLrLitl|4KH of Cftvnt He Souriehed 400 3 care before Chrlet. 
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But thus it is, aJl we 
BAve wntoliwcmls^ morality : 

Some oiy out Vmius, others Jove ; 

Here ’tis religion^ tWe ^tis Ipv^ 1 
But while they thus so wt^y wander, • 
While mystics dream, aud deotors ponder 
And some, in dialectics flruf, 

Seek virtue in a middle tenn ; 

While thus they strive, in Heaven’s deiianoe, 
To chain morality with soienee ; 

The plain good man, whose actions teach 
More virtue than a sect can preach, 

Pnrsaes his course, uziaagely Uest, 

His tutor wl^pering in his breast : 

Kor could he act a purer part, 

Though he had Tufly idl by heart ; 

And when he drops the te^ on woe, 

He little knows or cares to hnow 
That Bpiotetus blamed that tear, 

By Heaven approved, to virtue dear i 

Oh ! when IVe seen the morning beam 
Floating within the dimpled stream, 

While JNature, wakening from the night, 

Has just put on her robes of light. 

Have T, with cold opti<^*s gaze, 

Explor^ the doctrine of those rays ? 

No, pedants, I have left to you 
Nicely to separate hue from hue : 

Go, give that moment up to art. 

When Heaven and Nature claim the heart ; 
And dull to all their best attraction, 
Go^meamire avffhs of refracUen / 

While I, in feeling’s sweet romance, 
look on each day-beam as a glance 
From the gr^t eye of Him above. 

Wakening his world with looks of love I 


SONG. 

.Why does azure deck the sky ? 

’Tis to be like thy looks of blue ; 
Why is red the rose’s dye ? 

B^use it is thy blushes’ hue. 

All that’s fair, by Love’s decree, 

Has been made resembling thee I 

Why is falling snow so white, 

But to be luLe thy bosom fair ? 

are solar beams so bright? 

That they may seem thy golden hair 1 


7 
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All that’s bright, by Love’s decree, 
Has been made resembling thee 1 

Why are Nature’s beauties felt f 
Oh ! 'tie thine in her we j^e ! 
Why has musio t»ower to melt ? 

Oh ! because it speaks like thee. 
All that^s sweet, by Lore's decree, 
Has been made resembling thee I 


SONG. 

Mary, X believed thee true, 

And 1 was blest in thus believing ; 

But now I mourn that e'er X knew 
A girl so fair and so deceiving ! 

P’ew have ever loved like me, — 

Oh ! I have loved thee too sincerely ! 

And few have e'er deceived like thee,— 

Alas ! deceived me too severely ! 

Fare thee well ! yet think awhile 
On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee ; 

Who now would rather trust that smile, 

And die with thee, than live without thee i 

Fare thee >\ell ! I'll t^iuk of thee, 

Thou leav’st me many a bitter token ; 

For sec, distracting woman ! see, 

My jieace is gone, my heart is broken ! — 
Fare thee well ! 


SONG. 

Have not you seen the timid tear 
Steal trembling from mine eye ? 

Have you not marked the flash of fear, 
Or caught the murmured sigh ? 

And can you think my love is chill, 
Nor fixed on yon alone t 

And can you rend, by doubting still, 

A heart so much your own ? 

To you my sours afiections move 
Devoutly, warmly true ; 

My life has been a task of love, 

One long, long thought of you. 

If all your tender fail£ is o'er, 

If still my truth you’ll try } 

Alas ! I know but one proof more,*^ 

I’U bless your namo; and die 1 
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mE SHIEU?. 

Oh ! did you not hear a of doath'? 

And did yon not mark th« pa^ iotm 

Which rode on the flilver miet of the heath ,• 

And sung a ghostly dirge in ^e stonn ? 

Was it a wailing bird of the gloom, 

Which shriehs on the house of woe all night ? 

Or a shivering deud that flew to a tomb^ 

To howl and to feed till the glance of light ? 

'Twas not the death-bird’s cry from the wood, 

Kor shivering’flend that hung in the blast ; 

T'was the shade of Helderic—man of blood — 
tt screams for the guilt of days that are past I 

See how the red, red lightning strays, 

And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath ! 

Now on the leafless yew it plays 
Where hangs the shield m this son oi death ! 

That shield is blushing with murderous stams ; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew’s spray ; 

It is blown by storms and washed by rains, 

But neither can ta^ the blood away. 

Oft by that yew, on the blasted fleld, , 

Demons dance to the red moon’s light ' 

Wliile the damx^ lK)ugh8 creak, and hhe swinging shield 
Sings to the raving spirit of night ! 


THE TEAK. 

On beds of snow the moonbeam slept, 
And chilly was the midnight gloom, 
When by the dainx> grave EUen wept— 

. Sweet maid ! it was her Lindor’s tomb ! 

A warm tear gushed, the wintry air 
Conceded it as it flowed away ; 

All night it lay an ice-drop there. 

At morn it glittered in the ray 1 

An angel, wandering from her sphere 
Who saw this bright, this frozen gem, 

To dew-eyed Pity broimht the tear. 

And hung it on her diadem 1 
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^ A BREAM, 

1 THOUGHT this heart consuming lay 
On Oupicrs barning shrine : 

I thought he stole thy heart away. 
And placed it near to inine. 

1 saw thy heart be^ to xnel^ 

Like ioe before the sun * 

Till both aglow congenial felt. 

And mingled into one ! 


TO A LADY, 
our nm siKGtKG. 

Thy song has taught my heart to feel 
Those soothing thoughts of heavenly love, 

Which o'er the sainted spirits steal 
When listening to the spheres above \ 

When, tired of life and misery, 

I wish to sigh my latest breath, 

Oh, Emma I L vdll fly to thee, 

And thou shalt sing me into death I 

And if along thy lip aiid cheek 
That smile of heavenly softness play, 

Which, — ah ! forgive a mind that's weak,— 
So oft has stolen my mind away ; 

Thou'lt seem an angel of the sky, 

That conies to charm me into bliss : 

I’ll gaze and die— who would not die* 

If death were half so sweet as this ? 


WRITTEN IN A COMMON-PLACE BOOK, CALLED 
‘THE BOOK OP FOLLIES.’ 

Jn which every one that opened it skoidd contribute something. 

TO THE BOOK OF POLLIES. 

This tribute’s from a wretched elf, 

Who bails thee emblem of himself i 
The book of life, which 1 have traced, 

Has been, like thee, a motley waste 
Of follies scribbled o’er and o’er, 

One folly brinmng hundreds more. 

Some have inaeed been writ eo neat, 

In characters so fair, so sweet, 
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That those who iiK^e not too severdiy 
Have aaid they lov^ such follies dearly I 
Yet still, 0 booh ! the allusioii staods ; 
For these were penned hv female hands; 
The rest, — alas I I own the truth, — • 

Have all been scribbled so uncouth, 

That prudence, with a withering look, 
Hisdainfiil dings away the book. 

Like thine, its pages nere and there 
Have oft been stained with blots of oaref 
And sometimes hours of peace, I own, 
Unon some fairer leaves have shown. 
White as the snowings of that Heaven 
By which those hours of peace were given. 
But now no longer — such, oh ! such 
The blast of Bisappointment’s touch ! 

No longer now those hours aiipear ; 

Each leaf is sullied by a tear : 

Blank, blank is every page with care. 

Not e’en a folly brightens there. 

Will they yet brighten ? — Never, never 1 
Then shut t/te book^ 0 God, for ever I 


TO JULIA. 
wIeping. 

Oh ! if your tears are given to care, 

If real woe disturbs your peace, 

Come to my bosom, weeping fair I 
And I will bid your weeping cease. 

But if with Fancy’s visioned fears. 

With dreams of woe your bosom thrill ; 
You look so lovely in your tears, 

That I must bid you drop them still ! 


CHARITY. 

* Neither do I condemn tliec: go, and sin no more.*— St. JoHK, chap. yiiL 

0 WOMAN ! if by simple wile 
Thy soul has strayed from honour’s traok, 

’Tis mercy only can beguile, 

By gentle ways, the wanderer back. 

The siain that on thy virtue lies, 

Washed by thy tears, may yet decay , 

As clouds that sully morning skies 
May all be wept in showers away. 
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Oo ga—1)© iflhocent, and live— . 

The tongues of men may wotmd thee sore ; 
But Heaven in pity can forgive, 

And bids thee * go, and sin no more !* 


AT NIUHT. 

At night, when all is still around, 

How sweet to hear the distant sound 
Of footstep, coming soft and light ! 

What pleasure in the anxious beat, 

With which the bosom flies to meet 
That foot that comes so soft at night ! 

And then, at night, how sweet to say 
* ’Tis late, my love !* and cliwle delay. 

Though still the western clouds are bright ; 
Oh ! happy too the silent press, 

The eloquence of mute caress, 

With those we love, exchanged at night . 

At night, what dear employ to trace, 

In fancy, every glowing gi*ace 
That’s hid by darkness from the sight 1 
And guess, by every broken sigh; 

What tales of bliss t^e shrouded eye 
Is tcUiiig fi'om the soul at night ! 


TO . 

* Moris pur quaado vaoi, non ^ bisogua motar ni ibccta nl vooc per osi^cr un Augelcv' 

DiK when you will, you need not wear 
At heaven’s court a form more fai»’ 

Than beauty hero on earth has given ; 

Keep bnt the lovely looks wc see — 

The voice we hear — and you will be 
An angel ready-made for heaven ! 


FANNY, OEAEEST. 

Oh ! had 1 leisure to sigh and mourn, 
Fanny, dearest, for thee I’d sigh ; 

And every smile on my cheek should turn 
To tears when thou ait nigh. 

But between love, and wine, and sleep, 

So busy a life I Uve, 

That even the time it would take to weep 
Is more than my heart can give. 



mVENim 

Then bid me not to despair and pine/ 
Fanny* dearest of all the dears I 

The Love that’s ordered to bath© iti wiee 
Would be sure to take cold in tears* 

• 

Eeflected bright in this he|rt of mine) 
Fanny, dearest, thy image lies ; 

But oh, the mirror would cease to shine, 
If dimmed too often with sighs* 

They lose the half of beauty’s light, 

Who view it through sorrow’s tear : 

And ’tis but to see thee truly bright 
That I keep my eye-beam clear. 

Then wait no longer till tears shall flow, 
Fanny, dearest^the hope is vain ; 

]{ sunshine cannot dissolve thv snow, 

1 shall never attempt it with rain. 


SOEO, 

I ne’er on that lip for a minute have gazed. 

But a thousand temptations beset me. 

And 1 Ve thought, rfl the dear little rubies you raised, 
How delicious ’twould be— if you’d let me ! 

Then be not so angry for what I have done, 

Nor say that you’ve sworn to forget mo ; 

They were buds of temptation too pouting to shun, 
And I thought that— you could not but let me i 

When your lip with a whisper came close to my cheek, 
0 tluuk how bewitching it met me ! 

And, plain as the eye of a Venus could speak, 

Your eye seemed to say — you would let me ! 

Then forgive the transgression, and hid me remain, 

For in truth, if 1 go, you’ll regret me ; 

Or, oh !— let me try the transgression again, 

And I’ll do all you wish — will you let me ? 


LIGHT SOUNDS THE HAEP. 

Light sounds the harp when the combat is over, 
When heroes are resting, and joy is in bloom ; 
When laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover, 
And Cupid makes wings of the warrior’s plume. 
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But wkeu the foe retu^uia, 

Asain the hero burue ; 
flames the s^ord iu his hand once more : 

The claujr of minding arms 
Is then the Bound that <^rms, 

And brazen notes of war, that stirring trumpets pour 
Then comes the Haxp» when the combat is over— 

When heroes are resting, and Joy is in Woom— 

When laurels hang loose &pm the brow of the lover, 

And Cupid makes wings of the warrior’s plume. 

light went the harp when the War-Ood, reclining, 

Lay lull’d on the white arm of Beauty to rest, 

When round his rich armour the mjTtlo hung twining, 
And flights of young doves made his helmet their nest. 
But, when the battle came, 

The hero’s eye breath’d flame : 

Soon from his neck the white arm was flung ; 

While, to his wak’ning ear, 

No other sounds were dear 
But brazen notes of war, by thousand trumpets sung. 

But then came the light harp, when danger was ended. 
And beauty once more lull’d the War-Ciod to rest ; 
When tresses of gold with bis laurels lay blended, 

And flights of young doves made his helmet their nest. 


DIB NOT. 

’Twas a new feeling— something more 
Than we had dared to own before, 

Which then we hid not — which then we hid not ; 
We saw it in each other’s eye, 

And wish’d, in every half-breath’d sigh, 

To speak, but did not— to speak, but did not. 


She felt my lips’ impassioned touch ; 

’Twas the first time I dared so much, 

And yet she chid not— and yet she dhid not ; 
But whisper’d o’er n»y burning brow, 

‘ Oh ! do yon doubt I love you now ?’ 

Sweet soul ! I did not— sweet soul ! I did not. 


Warmly I felt her bosom thrill, 

I press’d it closer, closer still, 

Though gently bid not— though geutly bid not ; 
Till— oh ! the world hath seldom heard 
Of lovers, who so nearly err’d, 

And yet who did not— and yet who did not 
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IMITATlOK OF CATULLUS. 

TO mMSKU'. 

Miser Catulle, desitias inoptbe, «te. * 

CiSASB the flighing fool to pfty ; 

Oeftse to trifle life away ; 

Nor vainly thiak those joys thiae own, 
Which all, alas ! have falsely flown t 
What hours, Catullus, Once were thine, 
How fairly seemed i^y day to shine. 

When lightly thou didst fly to meet 
The girl, who smiled so rosy sweet— 

The girl thou lovedst with fonder pain 
Than e’er thy heart can feel again ! 

You met— your souls seemed all in one— 
Sweet little sports were said and done — 
Thy heart was warm enough for both, 

And hers indeed was nothing loth. 

Such were the hours tlxat once were thine ; 
But, ah ! those hours no longer shine ! 

For now the nymph delights no more 
In what she loved so dear before ; 

And all Catullus now can do 
Is to be proud and frigid too ; 

Nor follow whengibe wanton flies, 

Nor sue the bliss that she denies. 

False maid ! he bids farewell to thee, 

To love, and all love’s misery. 

The heyday of his heart is o'er, 

Nor will he court one favour more j 
But soon he’ll see thee droop thy head, 
Doomed to a lone and loveless bed, 

When none will seek the happy night, 

Or come to traflSc in delight t 

Fly, perjured girl '—but whither fly ? 

Who now will praise thy cheek and eye ? 
Who now will drink the syren tone, 

Which tells him thou art all his own ? 

Who now will court thy wild delights, 

Thy honey kiss, and turtle bites ? 

Oh-! none. — And he who loved befoi^ 

Can never, never love thee more I 


A REFLECTION AT SEA, 

Bee bow, beneath the moonbeam’s stnile, 
Yon little billow heaves its breast. 

And foams and sparkles for awhile, 

And murmuring then subsides to rest 
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Thus man, ike smrt of bliss and care, 
Kises on I'ime^s eventful sea ; 

And, having swelled a moment there, 
Thus melts into eternity I 


SONG. 

Ip I swear by that eye, you’ll allow 
Its look is so shifting and new, 

That the oath I might take on it now 
The very next glance would undo ! 

Those babies that nestle so sly, 

Such different arrows have got, 

That an oath, on the glance of an eye 
Such as yours, may be ofi’ in a shot ! 

* Should I swear by the dew on your lip, 
Though each moment the treasure renews, 

If my constancy wishes to trip^ 

I may kiss off the oath when I choose ! 

Or a sigh may disperse from that flo'wer 
The dew and the oath that are there ! 

And I’d make a new vow every hour, 

To lose them so sweei^y in air ! 

But clear xip that heaven of yonr brow, 

Nor fancy my faith' is a feather ; 

On my heart I will pledge you my vow, 

Ana they both must be broken together ! 


ELEGIAC STANZAS, 

OUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY .HTUA ON THF OEATH OF HER BROTHER. 

Though sorrow long has worn my heart ; 

Though every day Tve counted o’er 
Has brought a new aud quickening smart 
To wounds that rankled fresli before ; ’ 

Though in my earliest life bereft 
Of many a link by nature tied ; 

Tliough hope deceived, and pleasure left ; 

Though friends l)etrayod, and foes belied ; 

I still had hopes— for hope will stay 
After the sunset of delight; 

So like the star which ushers day, 

We scarce can think it heralds night' 
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I hoped thaty afler all its gtrifo, 

My weaiy heart at length shWld rest, 

And, fainting from the waves of life, 

Find harbour in a brother’s breast. 

• 

That brother’s breast was warm with truths 
Was bright with honour’s purest ray; 

He was the dearest, gentlest youth— 

Oh ! why then was he tom away ? 

He should have stayed, have lingered here, 
To calm his .Julia’s every woe ; 

Ee should have chased each bitter tear, 

Aud not have caused those tears to flow. 

We saw his soul expand 

In blooms of genius, nursed by taste ; 

While Science, with a fostering hand, 

Upcm liis brow her chaplet placed. 

Wc saw his gradual opening mind 
Enriched by all the graces dear ; 

Enlightened, social, and refined, 

In friendship firm, in love sincere. 

Such was the youth we loved so well ; 

Such were the hopes that fate denied— 

Wc loved, litit, ah I we could not toll 
How deep, howsdearly, till he died I 

Close as the fondest links could strain, 
Twined with my very heart he grew ; 

And by that fate which breaks the chaiii; 
The heart is almost broken too I 


SONG. 

Sweetest love ! I’ll not forget thee ? 

Time shall only teach my heart, 
Fonder, warmer, to regret thee, 
TjOvely, gentle as thou art !— 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Yet, oh ! yet again wc’Il meet, lovo, 
Aud repose our hearts at last : 

Oh 1 sure ’twill then be sweet, Jove, 
Calm to think on sorrows i>ast. — 
Farewell, Bessy! 

Yes, my girl, the distant blessing 
Mayn’t bo always sought in vain ; 
And the moment of possessing — 
Wiirt not, love, repay our pain ?— 
Farewell, Bossy ! 
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Still I feel my heart ie breaking, 
When I think I etray'ftom thee, 
Eonnd the world that quiet seeking, 
Which I fear is not for me ! — 
FareWi^, Bessy ! 

Cfidm to J)eace thy lover’s bosom— 
Can it, dearest ! must it be ? 

Thou within an hour shalt lose him, 
He for ever loses thee 1 — 
Farewell, Bessy ! 


BONG. 

Come tell me where the maid is found 
Whose heart can love without deceit, 

And I win range the world around. 

To sigh onemioment at her feet. 

Oh ! tell me where’s her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh ; 

A pilgrimage of years I’U roam 
To catch one sparkle of her eye ! 

And, if her cheek be rosy bright, 

While truth within her bosom lies, 

I’ll gaze upon her, mom and night, 

Till my heart leave me through my eyes 

Show me on earth a thing so rare, 

I’ll own all miracles are true ; 

To make one maid sincere and fair, 

Oh I ’tie the utmost Heaven can do I 


TO . 

With all my soul, then, let as part, 

Since both are anxious to be free ; 

And I will send you home your heart, 

If you will send L'ack mine to me. • 

We’ve had some happy hours together, 
But joy must often change its wing ; 

And spring would be but gloomy weather, 
If we had nothing else but spring. 

’Tis not that I ex^b to find 
A more devoted, fond, and true one, 

With rosier cheek or sweeter mind — 
Enough for me that she’s a new one. 
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ThuB let n» leave tb« bower of love, 

’Wbere we have loitered long in bins ; 

And may down that pathway rove, 

Wmle 1 shall take my way through tkit* 

Our hearts have suffered little harm ^ 
lu this short fever of desire i, 

You have not lost a single charm, 

Nor I one spark of feeling hre. 

My kisses have not stained the rose 
Which Nature hung upon'your lip ; 

And still your sigh with nectar Hows 
For many a raptured soul to sip. 

Farewell ! and when some other fair 
Shall call your wanderer to her arms, 

Twill be ray luxury to compare 
Her spells with your remembered charms. 

* This cheek/ I’ll say, ‘ is not so bright 
As one that used to meet my kiss ; 

This eye lias not such litmid light 
As one that used to tmk of bliss * 

Farewell ! and when some future lover 
Shall claim the heart which 1 resign, 

And in exulting joys discover 
All the charms that once were mine f 

I think I should be sweetly blest, 

If, in a soft imperfect sigh, 

You’d say, while to his bosom prest, 

He loves not half so well as 1 ! 



EPISTlvES. ODES, AND OTHER POEMS. 

• 1806 . 


TO FRANCIS BAKL OF MOIRA, 


GENERAL IN HIS MAJESTYty EOROES, MASTER-GENERAL OP THE ORDNANCE, 
CONSTABLE OP THE TOWER, ETC. 


My Lord, —I t is impossible to think of addressing a Dedication to yonr Lord- 
ship without caUing to mind the welidtnown reply of the Spartan to a 
rhetorician who proposed to prooonnce an eulogium on Hercules. ‘ On Hercules !* 
said the honest Spartan, ‘who ever thought of blaming Hercules?’ In a 
similar manner, the concurrence of public opinion has left to the panegyrist of 
your Lordsliip a very superHuous task. I shall therefore be silent on the 
subject, and merely entreat yonr indulgence to the very humble tribute of 
gratitude which I have here the honour to present. 1 am, my Lord, 

With every feeHng of attachment and respect. 

Your Lordsliip’# very devoted sorYanl, 

THOMAiS MOOKJi 


27, Bury Street, St. James's, Ajml 10* 1800. 


P HEFACE. 

% 

The principal poems in the following Collection were vvi’itten during an absence 
of fourteen months from Euro^ie. ^ Though curiosity was certainly not the 
motive of my voyage to America, yet it happened that the gratincatiou of 
cariosity was the only advantage which I derived from it. Finding myself in 
the country of a new people, whose infancy had promised so much, and whose 
progress to maturity has been an object of such interesting speculation, I 
determined to employ the short p .od of tune, which my plan of return to 
Rurope afforded me, in travelling .. . agh a few of the States, and acquiring 
some knowledge of the inhabitants. 

The impression which my mind received from the character and manners 
of these republicans, suggested the Epistles which arc written from the- city 
of Washington and Iiake Erie.^ How far I was right, in thus assuming the 
tone of a satirist a^inst a people whom I viewed but as a stranger and a 
visitor, is a doubt which my feeliugs did not allow me time to investigate. All • 
I presume to answer for is the fidelity of the picture which I have given ; and 


« EpistlMVl., Vll.,aadVllL 
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though pmdence might have dictated geatler language, truth, 1 think, would 
have justified severer. 

1 went to America with prepossessions by no means unfavourable, and, 
indeed, rather indtdged in many of th(»e illusive ideas with respect to the 
purity of the government, and the primitive happiness df the people, which I 
had early imbibed in my native country, where, unfortunately, discontent at 
home enhances every distant temptation, and tl^e Western world has long been 
looked to as a retreat from real or imaginary oppression, as the elysian Atlantis, 
where persecuted patriots might dud their visions realized, ana be welcomed 
by kindred spirits to liberty and rejKise. 1 was CMimpletcljr disappointed in 
every flattering expectation which 1 had formed, and was inclincSf to say to 
America, as Horace says to his mistress, * intentata nites.’ Brissot, in the 
preface to his Travels, observes, that ^freedom in that counfay is carried t( 
so high a degree as to border upon a state of nature;’ and there certainly u 
a close approximation to savage life, not only in the liberty which they enjoy, 
but in the violence of party spirit and of private animosity which results from 
it. This illiberal zeal embitters all social intercourse ; and though I scarcely 
could hesitate in Selecting the party whose views appeared the more pure and 
rational, yet I was sorry to observe that, in asserting their opinions, they both 
assume au equal share of intolerance ; the Democrats, consistently with their 
principles, exhibiting a vulgarity of rancour which the Federalists too often 
are so forgetful of their cause as to imitate. 

The rude familiarity of the lower orders, and, indeed, the unpolished^state 
of society in general, would neither surprise nor disgust if they seemed to 
How from that simplicity of character, that honest ignorance of the gloss of 
refinement, which may be looked for in a new and inexperienced people. But 
when we find them arrived at maturity in most of the vices and aD the pride 
of civilization, while they are still so remote from its elegant characteristics, it 
is impossible' not to feel that this youthful decay, this crude anticipation of the 
natural period of corruption, represses every sai^iine hoi>e of tho mture energy 
and greatness of Amenca. 

1 am conscious that, in venturing these few remarks, 1 have said just 
enough to offend, and by no means sufficient to convince; for the limits of a 
preface will not allow me to enter into a justification of my opinions, and I 
am committed on the siibjcct as effectually as if I had written volumes in their 
defence. ' My reader, however, is apprised of the very cursory observation 
upon which these opinions are founded, and can easily decide for himself upon 
tlie degree of attention or confidence which they merit. 

With respect to the poems in general which occupy the following pages, 1 
know not in what manner to apologize to the public for intruding upon their 
notice such a mass of unconnected trifles, such a world of epicurean atoms, as 
T have here brought in conflict together. To say that I have been tempted by 
the liberal offera of my bookseller, is au excuse which can hope for bat little 
indulgence from the critic ; yet I own that, without this seasonable induce- 
ment, these poems very possibly would never have been submitted to the 
world. The glare of publication is too strong for such imperfect productions ; 
they, should be shown but to the eye of friendship, in tliat dim light of 
privacy, w'hicli is as favourable to j>oetical as to female beauty, and serv^ as 
a veil for faults, while it enhances every charm which it displays. Besides, 
this is not a period for the idle oceuxations of poetry, and times like the 
present require talents more active and more useful. Few have now the 
leisure to read such trifles, and I sincerely regret that I have had the leisure to 
write them. 
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EPISTLE I. 

TO LOED VISCOUNT STRANGPORD, 

ABOAUB THB PHABTOt? PBIOATI, OFF THK AZORES, BY MOONLIGHT, 

Sweet moon ! if like Crotona’s sage,' 

By any spell my hand could dare 
To make thy disk its ample page, 

And write thoughts, my wishes there ; 

How many a friend, whose careless eye 
Now wanders o’er lhat starry sky, 

Should smile, npon thy orb to meet 
The recollection, kind and sweet, 

The reveries ol fond regret, 

The promise never to forget, 

And all my heart and soul would send 
To many a dear- loved, distant friend ! 

Oh, Straagford ! ^en we parted last, 

1 little thought the times were past, * 

For ever past, when brilliant joy 
Was all my vacant heart's employ : 

When, fresh fi-om mirth to mirth again, 

We thought the rapid hours too few, 

Our only use for knowledge then 
To turn to rapture all we knew 1 
Delicioiis days of whim and soul ! 

When, mingling lore and laugh together, 

We leaned the book on pleasure's bowl, 

And turned the leaf with folly’s feather ! 

I little thought that all were fled, 

That, ere that summer’s bloom was shed, 

My eye should see the sail unfurled 
That wafts me to the western world ! 

And yet *twas time— in youthful days, 

To cool the season’s burning rays, 

The heart nmy let its wanton wing 
Repose awhile in pleasure’s spring, 

But, if it wait for winter’s breeze. 

The spring will dry, the heart will freeze I 


^ upon the noioon by tbe mesni ol 
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And that Ho|»6, that £sury Hopfr* 
Oh i ehe aw^^ed such happ^ drcama, 
And gave my soul such temptiug soofpe 
For all its dearest, fondest Bchemes, 
That not Verona’s child of song, * 
When flying from the Fh^gian shore^ 
With lighter hoi)es could bound along, 

Or pant to Ije a wanderer more 

Even now delusive hope will steal 
Amid the dark regrets 1 feel, 

Soothing as yonder placid beam 
Pursues the munnurs of the deep. 

And lights them with consoling gleam, 
And smiles them into tranquil sleep ! 
Oh ! such a blessed night as tnis, 

I often think, if friends were near. 
How we should feel, and gaze with bliss 
Upon the mOon-bright scenery here ! 
The sea is like a silvery lake. 

And o’er its calm the vessel glides 
Gently, as If it feared to wake 
The slumber of the silent tides ! 

The only envious cloud that lowers. 

Hath hung its shade on Pico’s height,* 
Where dimly, ’mid the dusk, he towers, 
And, scowling^t this Heaven of light, 
Exults to see the infant storm 
Cling darkly round his giant form 1 

Now, could T range those verdant islet* 
Invisible, at this soft hour, 

And see the looks, the melting smiles. 
That brighten many an orange lx)Wer ; 
And could 1 lift each pious vei^ 

And see the blushing cheek it shades, 
Oh 1 I should have full many a tale 
To tell of yeung Azorian maids.* 


Dear Strangford ! at this hour, perhaps, 
Some faithful lover (not so blest 


As they who in their ladies' laps 
• May cradle every wish to rest) 

Warbles, to touch his dear one’s soul, 
Those madrigals, of breath divine, 
Which Camoens’ harp from ra]>tare stole, 
And gave, all glowing warm, to thine !’* 


1 Aliadinc to those tmimsted lines in the 44th 
armen of this poet (CatuUas) : 

Jam mens pnotrepidaas avet Tami, 

Jam keti atodio praea Tlgeacantl 

* JPIOD is a veiv blgrh mountain on one of the 
aoies, firom which the ialaaU deri?es lit) name. 


It is said hy aome to be as high as the peak of 
Teneriffb, 

* 1 believe it is Guthrie who says, that the ih* 
hobitaats of the Azores are much addieledl to gal- 
lantry. This is an assertion in whtA even 
Guthrie may he credited. 

• These islands belong to the Portilgiieii. 
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Oh ! oould tho lover leara frtwtt thee, 

And brenthe them mik thy grftoefni toue^ 
Such dear belling minstrel^ 

Would make the coldest nymph his own. 

« 

But, hai'k !--4he boatawain^s pipings tell 
'Tia time td bid my dream farewell : 

Eight bells—the middle watch is set ; 

Good night, 'my Strangford !-^ne’er forget 
That far beyond the w'estern sea^ 

Is one whose heart remembers thee ! 


STANZAS. 

0v|ULO( St nor' tftos . . ■ . 

^ fit npoa4tufuei toS*' 

VivuKTKt r'avSfMirtun fjnf ayav. 

JStckyl, J^offment 

A BEAM of tranquillity smiled in the west, 

The storms of the morning pursued us no more, 

And the wave, while it welcomed the moment of rest, 
Still heaved, as remembering ills that were o’er ? 

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour, 

Its passions W'ere sleeping, were mute as the dead. 

And the spirit becalraod buitreracmberod their power, 
As the billow the force of the gale that was tied ! , 

I thought of the days, when to pleasure alone 
My heart ever granted a widi or a sigh ; 

When the saddest emotion my bosom had knowm 
Was pity for those who were wiser than I ! 

1 felt how the pure intelleotual tire 
In luxury loses its heavenly ray ; 

How soon, in the lavishing cup of desire, 

The pearl of the soul may be melted away ! 

And I prayed of that Si^irit who lighted the flame, 

Tliat pleasure no moi’e might its purity dim, 

And that sullied biit little, or brightly the same, 

I might give back the gem I had bonowed from him I 

The thouglit was ecstatic ! I felt as if Heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown ; 

As if, passion all chastened and error forgiven, 

My heart had bc‘gun to be pui’ely its own I 


> Prom Captain Coekbom, who comiaandcd 
Che Phaeton, I received anch kind attentions as 
£ ninst ever rememher with gratitude. As some 
>>f the journalists have mvely asserted that I 
V flat t« Ameriaa to spec^te in lands, it may not 


be impertinent to state, that the object of this 
voyage across the Atlantic was my appointment 
to the office of Registrar of the vice'Adinlraltiy 
Court, of Bermuda. 



jsmibm, OSES. 

I looked to the wm%, tke beautiful aky; 

Wkieh niovning bad ©louded, wai8 d^ooded no more : 
* Oh I thuft,' I exolaimed, ‘can a heav^Jy eye 
Shed light on the eoul tliat was darken^ before I* 


THE mL-TALE LYHE. 

I’vB heard, there was in ancient days 
A Lyre of most melodious spell ; 

’Twas Heaven to hear its 'fairy lays, 

If half be true that legends tell* 

’Twas played oji by the gentlest sighs. 

And to their breath it breathed again 
In such entrancing melodies 
As ear had never drunk till then ! 

Not harmony’s sereuest touch 
So stilly could the notes prolong , 

They were not heavenly song so much 
As they were dreams of heavenly song ! 

If sad the heart, whoso mumuring air 
Along the chords in lanmior stole, 

The soothings it awakened thei'c 
Were eloquenA^from pity’s soul I 

Or if the sigh, serene and light, 

Wiw blit "the breath of fancied woco, 

The string, that felt its airy flight, 

Soon whispered it to kind repose ! 

And oh ! when lovers talked alone, 

If ’uiul their bliss the Lyre was near, 

It made their murmurs all its own, 

And echoed notes that Heaven might hear I 

I’here was a nymph, who long had loved, 

But dared not tell the world how well ; 

The shades, where she at evening roved, 

■ Alone could know, alone oould tell. 

’Twas there, at twilight time, she stole 
So oft, to make the dear one blest, 

Whom love had given her virgin soul, 

And nature soon gave all tlie rest J 

It chanced that in the fairy bower 
Where they had foxmd their sweetest slied, 
Tliis Lyre, of strange and magic power, 

Hung gently whisqjering o’er their head. 


m 
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And while, with eyes ef minglihg Hre, 

Tliey listimed to each other's 

The youth full oft would make the Lyre 
A pillow for his angel's hrow ! 

And while the melting words she breathed 
On all itij echoes wantoned round, 

Her hair, amid the strings en wreathed, 
Through golden mazes charmed the sound I 

Alas i their hearts bat little thought, 

While thus entranced they listening lay, 

That every sound the Lyre was taught 
Should linger long, and long betray ! 

So mingled with its tuneful soul 
Were all their tender murmurs grown, 

That other sighs unanswered stoic, 

Nor changed the sweet, the trea$ured tone* 

Unhappy nymph ! thy name was sung 
To every passing li]» that sighed ; 

The secrets of thy gentle tongue 
On every ear in murmurs died ! 

The fatal Lyre, by Env^^’s hand 
Hung hign amid the breezy groves, 

To every wanton gale that fanned 
Betrayed the myst^y of your loves ! 

Yet, oh ! not many a suffering hour, 

Thy cup of shame on earth was given : 

Benignly came some pitying power, 

And took the Lyre and thee to heaven I 

There, as thy lover dries the teai' 

Yet warm from life’s malignant wrongs, 

Within his arms, thou lov'st to hear 
The luckless Lyi-e’s romeml^ered songs ! 

Still do your happy souls attune 
The notes it learned, on earth, to move ; 

Still breathing o’er the chords, commune 
In 8ymi>athies of angel love ! 


TO THE FLYING-EISH.’ 

When I liave eeen thy snowy wing 
O'er the blue wave at evening spring. 


> It Is the opinion of St. Austin, upon Genesis, 
gnd 1 believe of nearly all the Pathexs, that birds, 
like fish, vrete originally prodaoed from the 
waters ; m defence of which idea they have col- 
lected every thneifal dreamstance which can 
tend to prove « kindred similitode between 


them: txvYffvtiCLV TOW irerojuicvow wpos t«i Mjicra, 
With this tlioug;ht in onr minds when we first 
see the Plyiug-Fisb, we eoold almost fancy 
that wo are present at the moment of crea- 
tion, and witnesS^ the birth 9 f the first bird from 
the waves. 
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th^«e 9cal^, of ailrer 
So laliy to tlio oye of light, 

Afl if wy fr^iine woro formed to rioe, 

And tive amid the glorious shies; 

Oh \ it has made me ^iroodly foeh * 
Ho^y like thy wiug’e impati^at zeal 
Is the pure soul, that sooma to rest 
Upon the world’s ignoble breast, 

But takes the plume that God has giren, 
And rises into light and Heaven ! 

But wheu I see that wing, so bright, 
Grow languid with a moment’s flight, 
Attempt tbe.paths of air iu vain, 

And sink into the waves again 
Alas ! the flattering pride is o’er ; 

Like thee, awhile, the soul may soar, 

But eiring man must blush to think, 

Like thee, again, the soul may sink ! 

Oh virtue ! w^hen thy clime I seek. 

Let not my spirit’s flight be w»k : 
l»ot me not, like this feeble thing, 

With brine still dropping from its wing, 
Just sparkle iu the solar glow, 

And plunge again to depths below ; 

But when I Ieav#the grosser throng 
, With whom my soul hath dwelt soloog, 
Let me, in that aspiring day, 

Cast every lingering stain away, 

And, panting for thy purer air, 

Fly up at once and nx me there ! 


EPISTLE II. 

TO MISS MOORE. 

FROM NORFOLK, IN VIROINIA., NOVEMBER 1803 * 

T;s’ days, my Kate, when life was now, 
When, lulled with innocence and you, 

I heard, in home’s beloved shade, 

The din the world at distance made ; 

When every night my weary head 
Sunk on its own unthomed bed, 

And, mild as evening’s matron hour 
Looks on the faintly shutting flower, 

A mother saw our eyelids close, 

And blessed them into pure re^se I 
Then, haply if a week, a day, 
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How long the little absence semod I 
How bright the look of w^coxne beamed, 

As mute you beard, with eager sm^ 

My tales of all that j^assed the while t 
' Yet now, my Kate, a gloomy sea 
Rolls widcbbetween that home and me ; 

The moon may thrioe be bom and die, 

Ere even your seal can reacsh mine eye ; 

And oh ! even then, that darling seal 
(Upon whose print t used to feel 
The breath of home, the cordial air 
Of loved lips, still freshly there !) 

Must come, alas ! through every fate 
Of time and distance, cold and late, 

When the dear hand whose touches flllcMl 
The leaf with sweetness may be chilled ! 

But hence that gloomy thought ! At last, 
Belovhd Kati^ ! the waves are passed; 

I tread on earth securely now, 

And tlie green cedar’s living bough 
Breathes more refreslmient to my eyes 
Thau could a Claude’s divinest dyes ! 

At length 1 touch the happy sphere 
To Liberty and Virtue dear, 

Vliere man looks up, and, proud to claim 
His rank within the social frame, 

Sees a grand system iound him roll, 

Himseft its centre, sun, and soul I 
Far from the shocks of Europe ; far 
From every wild, elliptic star 
Tliat, shooting with a devious fire, 

Kindled liy Heaven’s aveiigjng ire, 

So oft hath into cliaos hiirlwl 
The systems of the ancient w(jrld ! 

7’hc warrior hove, in arms no more 
Thinks of tlie toil, tlie conflict o’er. 

And glorying in the rights the}' wm 
For hearth and altar, sire and son, 

Smiles on the dusky webs that hide 
His eleejjing sword’s remembered }>ridc 
While Fejice, with sunny cheeks of tod. 
Walks o’er the free ^mlordcd soil, 

Effacing with her splendid share 
The drops that War had sprinkled there 1 
Thrice happy land ! where he who Bies 
From the dork ills of other skies. 

From scorn, or want’s unnerving woes, 

May shelter him in ]>roitd repose ! 

Ho|)e smgs along the yellow sand 

His welcome to a patriot land ; ^ 

The mighty wtwd, witli pomp, receive^ 

The stranger in its world of leaves. 
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WMeh soon their barren doty yield 
To the wm shed and eeutni^ 

And he, who came, of all bereffc, 

To whom malignant Fate had Ic^t 
Nor home nor friends nor eonntiy dear,* 
Finds home and fiienda an^ conntzy here ! 

Such is the picture, warmly such, 

That lonjg; the spell of Fane’s touch 
Hath painted to my sanguine eye 
Of man’s new world of liberty 1 
Oh ! ask me not if truth will seal 
The reveries of Fancy’s zeal, 

If yet my charmed eyes behold 
These features of an age of goltl-^ 

No — yet, alas ! no gleaming trace 
Never did youth, who loved a face 
From portrait’s rosy, flattering art, 

Recoil with more regret of heart, 

To find an owlet eye of gray, 

Where painting poured the sapphire’s ray, 
Than 1 have fdt, indignant felt, 

To think the glorious dreams should melt, 
Which oft, in Imyhood’s witching time, 
Have wrapt mo to this wondrous clime 1 

But, courage yet, my wavering heart ! 
Blame not the temple’s meanest part,* 

Till you have tniced the fabric o’er 
As yet, we hare beheld no more 
Thau just the porch to Freedom s fai:"', 
And, ibemgh a sable drop may stain 
I’lie vestibule, ’tie imjTdous sin 
To doubt there’s holiness within ! 

So here I nause—aud now, my Kate, 

To you (wuose simplest ringlet’s fate 
Can claim more interest in my soul 
Than all the Powers from pole to pole) 

One word at partiug~m the tone 
Most sweet to you, and most my own. 

The simplest notes I send you here,** 
Though rude and wild, would still Ijc dear, 
•If you but knew the trance of thought 
In which my mind their murmurs caught. 


1 Such romantic works as The Ammean Far- 
LetUr$i and tiie Aemint qf Fentuck^^ by 
Imlay, would seduce us bdo a belief that Iddo- 
ceoce, peace, and freedom had deserted thereat 
of the world, for Martha's Vineyard and tlio banks 
Of the Oliio. The French travellers, too, almost 
• all from revolutiona^ motives, have contributed 
their share to the diffusion of this flattering mis* 
ooncoplion. A vifitlto the country is, however, 

S ‘ ;e sufficient to correct even the most enthu- 
tic preposBession, 


3 Norfolk, it must be owned, is an unfavourable 
specimen oi America. The characteristics of 
Virginia in general are not such as oan delight 
oiUier the politician or the moralist, and at Nor' 
folk they are exhibited hi their least attractive 
form. At the time when we arrived the jellow 
fever had not yet disappeared, and every odour 
that assailed US in the streets very strongly ao> 
counted for its visitation. 

* A trifling attempt at musical composition 
accompanied this Epistle. 
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’Twfts one of those enchanting dreamsi 
That lull sne oft) when Music seems 
To mur the soul in sound along, 

And turn its every sigh to soi^ I 
* 1 thought of home, the according lays 
Bespired tl^e breath of happier days ; 
Warmly in every rising note 
1 felt some dear remembrance float, 

Till, led by Music’s fairy chain, 

1 wandered back to home again ! 

Oh I love the song, and let it oft 
Live on your lip, m warble soft 1 
Say that it tells you, simply well. 

All I have bid its murmurs tell, 

Of memory^s glow, of dreams that shed 
The tinge of joy when joy is fled, 

And all the heart’s illusive hoard 
Of love renewed and friends restored 1 
Now, sweet, adieu— this artlc^ air. 

And a few rhymes, in transcript fair, 

Are all the gifts I yet can boost 
To send you from Columbia’s coast ; 

But when the sun, with warmer smile, 

Shall light me to my destined Isle, 

You shall have many a cowslip»hell 
Where Ariel slept, and many avshell 
In which the gentle spirit drew 
From honey flowers the morning dew ! 


TO CARA, 

AFTER AN INTERVAL OF ABSENCE. 

Concealed within the shady wood 
A mother left her sleeping child. 

And flew to cull her rustic food. 

The fruitage of the forest wild. 

But storms upon her pathway rise, 

The mother roams, astray and weeping, 
Far from Ibe weak appealing cries 
Of him she left so sweetly sleeping. 

She hopes, she fears— a light is seen, 

And gentler blows the night-wind’s breath 
Yet no— ’tis gone— the storms are keen, 

The baby may be chilled to death I 

Perhaps his little eyes are shaded 
Dim by Death’s eternal chill— ^ 

And yet, perhaps, they are not faded 
Life and love may light them still 
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Thua, /wto my aotii with partmg 
an thy handed bewilderiAg 
And, a^ed that asking eye, 

II parting pained thee half so mueh : 

• 

I thought^ and, oh I forgive the th^ht, 
For who, by eyes like thin^ inspir^ 
Could e*ar resiat the Battering famt 
Of lancing what hie aonl desired ? 

Yes'-! did think, in Cara’s mind, 

Though yet to Cara’s, mind unknown, 

I left one infant wish b^ind, 

One feeling, wMdi I called my own 1 

Oh blest I though but in fancy blest, 

How did 1 ask of pity’s care, 

To shield and strCn^en in thy breast 
The nursling I had cradled tnere. 

And, many an hour beguiled by pleasure, 
And many an hour of sorrow numbering, 
1 ne’er forgot the new-born treasure 
1 left wmhin thy bosom slumbering. 

Perhaps mdi^Terence has not chEled it, 
Ha^y it yet »4hrob may give— 

Yet no— pernaps a doubt has killed it ! 

Oh, Cara !— does the infant live ? 


TO CARA, 

ON THE DAWNINO OF A NEW YEAR’S DAT. 

When midnight came to close the year, 
We sighed to think it thus should take 
The hours it cave iia— hours as dear 
As sympathy and love could make 
Their blessed moments ! every sun 
S^w us, my love, more closely one 1 

But, Cara, when the dawn was nigh 
Which came another year to shed, 

The smile we caught from eye to eye 
Told us those moments were not fled ; 
Oh no !— we felt, some future sun 
Should see us still more closely one i 

Thus may wo ever, side by side. 

From happy years to happier glide ; 
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Aad still, my Cata, may tli« 

We give to laonri that yaaiah o’er us, 

Be followed by the smiling eye 
That Hope shall shed on soenes before us I 


TO THE INVlStBIJ: GIRL. 

They try to persuade me, my dear little sprite, 

That you are not a daughter of ether and light, 

Nor have any concern with those fanciful forms 
That dance upon rainbows and ride upon storms ; 

That, in short, you’re a woman \ your lip and your breast, 
As mortal as ever were tasted or pressed 1 
But 1 will not l)elieve them— no, Science ! to you 
1 have long bid a last and a careless adieu : 

Still djdng from Nature to study her laws, 

And dulling delight by exploring its cause, 

You forget how superior, for mortals below, 

Is the fiction they dream to the truth tliat they know. 

Oh ! who, that has ever had rapture complete, 

Would ask how we foel it, or why it is sweet ; 

How rays are confused, or how particles fly 
I’hrough the medium refined of a glance or a sigh ! 

Is there one, w'ho but once would not rather have known it, 
Than written, viith Harvey, ^hole volumes upon it ? 

No, DO— but for you, my invisible love, 

I will swear yon are one of those spirits that rove 
Bv the bank w'here at twilight the poet reclines, 

Wlien the star of the west on his solitude shines, 

And the magical fingers of Fancy have hung 
Every breeze Avith a sigh, every leaf with a tongue ! 

Oh ! whi8]>er him then, ’tie retirement alone 
Can hallow his haqi or ennoble its tone ; 
liike you, with a veil of seclusion between, 

His song to the work! lot him utter unseen, 

And like you, a legitimate child of thcspln^rci, 

Escape from the eye to enrapture the ears ! 

Sweet 8i)irit of mystery ! how I should love, 

In the wearisome waj’S I am ^ated to rove, 

To have you for ever invisihiy nigh, 

Inhaling for ever your song and your sigh ! 

’Mid the crowds of the world and the murmurs of care, 

I might sometimes converse with my nymph of the air, 

And turn with disgust from the clamorous crew, 

To steal in the pauses one whisper from you. 

Oh ! come and be near me, for ever be mine, 

We sliall hold in the air a conmninion divine, 

As sweet as of old was imagined to dw^oU 
In the grotto of Nunm, or Socrates’ cell. 

And oft, at those lingering moments of night, 

When the heart is weight down and the eyelid is light, 
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You sb«Il acim« to my pi%w and tell ino of love, 

' 8nch aB to angel inwt wbiaper above ! 

Ob spirit !pand then, cbnTd you bonow the tone 
Of that voice, to my oar so l)ewitcbittgly known. 

The voice of the one upon earth, who has twinM 
With her essence for ever my heart and my mind J 
Though lonely and far from the ii^t of her smile, 

An exile and weary and hopeless the while, 

Could you shed for a moment that voice on my ear, 

1 will think at that moment my Cara is near, 

That she comes with consoling enchantment id speak, 
And kisses my eyelid and signs on my cheek, 

And tells me the night shall go rapidly by, 

For tlie dawn of o\ir hope, of our heaven is nigh ! 
Sweet spirit J if such be your magical power, 

It will lighten the laj^se of full many an hoUB ; 

Aiid let Fortune’s realties frown as they will, 

Hope, Fancy, and Cara may smile for me still I 


PEACE AND GLOKY. 

WRITTliN AT THE COMMENCEMENT' OF THE PRESENT WAR. 

• Where is now the smile that lightened 
Every heroes conch of rest ? 

Where is now the hoi« that brightened 
Honour’s eye diSd rity’s breast ? 

. Have We lost the wreath we braided 
For our weary warrior men ? 

Is the faithless olive faded f 
Must the bay lie plucked again? 

1 'as^ahig hour of sunny weather, 

Lovely in your light awhile 
iVai'C and Glory, Wed together, 

Wandcrcil through the blessed isle. 

And the eyes of Pence w^ould glisten, 

Dewy us a morning sun, 

When tlje timid maid would listen 
To the deeds her chief had done. 

Is the hour of dalliance over ? 

Must the maiden’s trembling feet 
AVaft her from her warlike lover 
To the desert’s still retreat ? 

Fare you v eil ! with sighs w^e banish 
Nymph so fair and guest so bright ; 

Yet the Ruiilc, with wnicli you vanish, 

Leaves behind a soothing light ! 

Soothing light ! that long shall .sj^arkle 
O’er your warrior’s sanguine way, 

T1 iron fill the field wlici-e horrors darkle 
Hhcddiug Hopo’s c(mst)ling ray ! 
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^iig the smile Ms heart will ehenth, 
To its absent idol true, 

While around him myriad periah» 
Glory stiU will sigh for you I 


TO — 180 U 

To be the theme of every hour 
The heart devotee to Fancy's power, 

When her soft magic hlls the mind 
With friends and joys we’ve left behind, 
And jovs return and friends ai\^ near. 

And all are welcomed with a tear ! 

In the mind’s purest seat to dwell, 

To be remembered oft and well 

By one whose heart, though vain and wild, 

By passion led, by youth beguiled, 

Cka proudly still aspire to know 
The feeling soul’s divincst glow ! 

If thus to live iu every part 
Of a lone weary wanderer’s heart ; 

If thus to be its sole employ 
Can give thee one faint gleam of joy, 
Believe it, Mary I oh I believe 
A tongue that never cau deceive, 

When passion doth nqj^ fiiwt betray 
And tinge the thought upon its way ! 

In pleasure’s dream or sorrow’s hour, 

In crowded hall or lonely bower. 

The business of my life shall be, 

For ever, to remember thee ! 

And though that heart be dead to mine, 
Since love is life and wakes not thine, 
ril take tby image as the form 
Of something I should long to warm, 
Which, thoiigh it yield no answeriug thrUl, 
Is not less dear, is lovely still i 
ni take it, wheresoe’er I stray, 

The bright, cold burthen of my way ! 

To keep tliis semblance fresh in bloom, 

My heart shall be its glowing tomb, 

And love shall lend his sweetest care, 

With memory to embalm it there ! 


SONG. 

Take back the sigh, thv lips of art 
In passion’s moment oreathed to me ; 
Yet, no— it must not, will not part, 

•Tis now the life-breath of my heart, 
And baa become too pure for thee I 
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ttilu bade tbe ki^ i3ut 
W%\k »U i(ke ynmth of tmth »]ppr«6t; 
Yet, no-^e fetal kiss m$,y lie. 

Upcia % lip ita sweets would die, , 
Or blom to make a rival blest ! 


Take back the vows that, nigkt and day. 

My heart received, 1 thou^t, fW>m thine ; 
Yet, no—allow them still to stay, 

They might some other heart betray, 

As sweetly as they’ve ruined mine I 


lit 


“A BALLAD. 

THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP. 

WRirrKN AT NORFOLK IN VIROINIA. 

'Thev tell of a young mim who lost his mind upon the death of a he loved, and who, sud* 
denly oUappearing from his friends, was never afterwards heard of. As he had frequently 
said, in hie ravings, that the girl was not dead, but gone to the Diamal Swamp, it is euppoied he 
bad wandered into that dreary wilderness, and h^ died of hunger, or been lost in some of Its 
lireadfhl morasses.*— 

' La Po^ie a ses monstres comme la Nature.*— 

' Thry made her a grave, too cold and damp 
For a soul so warm and true ; 

And she^s gone to tne Lake of the Dismal Swamp,* 

• Where, all night long, by a fire-fly lamp, 

She paddles her white canoe. 

* And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall se^ 

And her paddle 1 soon shall hear ; 

Long and loving our life shall be, 

Ana I’ll hide the maid in a cyi^ess tree, 

« Wlien the footstep of Death is near 

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds — 

His path was rugged and sore, 

Through tangled jumper, beds of reeds, 

Through many a fen, where the serjient feeds, 

Anamau never trod before 1 

And when on the earth he sunk to sleep, 

If slumber his eyelids knew, 

He lay where the deadly vine doth weep 
Its venomous tear, and nightly steep 
The flesh with blistering dew ! 

And near him the she- wolf stirred the bndLe^ 

And the copper-snake breathed in his ear, 


^ The Great Dismal Swamp la ten or twelve miles distant from Norfolk, and the Lake in tiie 
middle of it (about seven miles long) is called Drummond's Pond. 
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Till he stftrtimg cried, from hie ds^am wake, 

* Oh ! whea eKiU I the dasky Lake, 

And the white canoe of my dear f 

fJe saw the JLake, and a meteor bright, 

Quick over its surface idayed— 

* Welcome/ he said, * my dear-one''s light J’ 
And the dim shore echoed, for many a night. 

The name of the death-cold maid ! 

Till he hollowed a boat of the birchen bark, 
Which carried him oif from shore ; 

Far he followed the meteor smrk, 

The wind was high and the clouds wore dark, 
And the boat returned no more. 

But oft, from the Indian hunter's camp, 

This lover and maid so true 
Are seen, at the hour of midnight damp, 

To cross the lake by adre-fly lamp, 

And |»addlc their, white canoe ! 


EPISTLE III. 


TO THE MARCHIONESS BOWAGER OF D — LL. 

FKOM HmmVVAf .jInuary, 1804 * 

Lady, where’er you roam, whatever beam 
Of bright creation warms your mimic dreaju ; 
Whether you trace the valley's golden meads, 

Where mazy Linth his lingering current leads 
Enamoured catch the mellow hues that sleep, 

At eve, on Meiilcrie’s inimorul steep : 

Or, musing o’er the Lake, at flay s decline, 

Mark the last shadow on the hohv shriiio,’-^ 

Where, many a night, the soul of Tell complaiite 
Of Gallia’s triumph and Helvetia’s chains; 

Oh ! lay the pencil for a nioinent l>y, 

Turn from the tablet that creative eye. 

And let its splcndmitr, like rke morning ray 
Upon a shepherd’s harp, illume my lay ! 

Yet, Lady ! no— for song so rude as mine. 

Chase not the wonders of your dream divine ; 

Still, radiant eye 1 upon the tablet dwell ; 

Still, rosy linger ! weave your pictured spell ; 

And, while I sing the animated smiles 
Of fairy nature in these sun- born iales, 


^ D., 1 supposed, was at this time etiil ia * The otuii>6l ul Willuim Tell, on the Lake w 

Switzerland, where the powers of her pencil must Lucerne. 

have been fre<iuently ttwekened. 
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^ Oh ! might the iong awake hpgl^ dedigi^ 
Inspire a tohohi or pempt one happy: 

Proud were my aoiu to »eo its hiimhle thought 
On naintiug*fi mirror so divinely caught, 

Ana wondering genius^ as he leaned to trace 
The faint conception kindling into grace, 

Might love my numbers for the spark they tlirew, 
And bless the lay that lent a eharm to you I 

Have you not oft, in nightly vision, strayed 
To the pure isles of ever-bloomlng shade, 

Which bards of old, with kindly magic, placed 
For happy spizits in the Atlantic waste ir 
There, as eternal gales, with fragrance warm^ 
Breathed from Elysium through each shadowy foim 
In eloquence of eye, and dreams of song, 

They charmed their lai«e of nightless hours along I 
Nor yet in song that mo^t^d ear may suit, 

For eveiy spirit was itself a lute, 

Where Virtue wakened, with elyshvn breeze, 

Pure tones of thought and mental harmonies ! 
Believe me, Ijady, when the zephyrs bland 
Floated our bark to this enchanted land, 

These leafy isles upon the ocean thrown, 
like studs of emerald o er a silver zone ; 

Not all the charm that ethnic fancy gave 
To blessed arbours o’et the western wave, 

, Could wake a dream more soothing or sublime, 

Of bowers ethereal and the spirit’s clime ! 


Tlie mom was lovely, eveiy wave was still, 

When the first jierfume of a cedar-hill 
Sweetly awaked us, and with smiling charms 
The fairy harbour wocied ns to its arms.^ 

* Gently wo stole before the languid wind, 

Through plantain shades that like an awning twined. 
And kissed on either side the wanton sails, 

Breathing our welcome to these vernal vales ; 

While far reflected, o'er the Weave serene, 

Each wooded isliiud sheds so soft a green, 

That the enamoured keel, with wdiispciiug play, 
Through liquid herbage seemed to steal its way ! 
Never did weary bark more sweetly glide, 

Gr rest its anchor in a lovelier tide ! 

Along the margin many a brilliant dome, 

Wliite as the |)wace of a Lapland gnome, 

Brightened the wave ; in every myrtle grove 
Secluded bashful, like a shrine of love, 


* Nothing can bu more romantic than the little 
harboar of St. George. The number of beautiful 
Islets, the singular cleameBs of the water, and 
%hs animated play of the graceful little l^ats. 


gliding for ever between the iBlands,‘atid seeming 
^ sail from one eedar-grove into another, foro} 
altogether the sweetest miuiatare of nature that 
can i>e imagined* 
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Some elfin mamsioQ eparkled ttough the ehede ; 
And, while the foliage mtei^oaing played, 
Wreathing the etmctare into varione grace, 
Fiyicy would love in many a form to trace 
The flowery capital, the shaft, the porch/ 

And dream o£,tem|>lea, till her Idndling torch 
Lighted me back to all the glorious days 
Of Attic gemus ; and 1 seemed to gaze 
On marble from the rich Pentelic mount, 
Gracing the umbrage of some Kaiad's fount. 

Sweet airy being who, in brighter hours, 
Lived on the perfume of those honeyed bowers, 
In velvet buds, at evening loved to lie, 

And win with music every rose’s sich J 
Though weak the ma^c of my humble strain 
To charm your spirit from its orb again, 

Yet, oh ! for her, beneath whose smile I sing, 
For her (whose pencil, if your rainbow wing 
Were dimmed or ruffled by a wintry sky, 

Could smooth its feather and relume its dye), 

A moment wander from your starry sphere, 

And if the lime-tree grove that once wss dear, 
The sunny wave, the imwer, the breezy hill, 

The sparkling grotto, can ddigbt you still, 

Oh I take their &irest tint, their softest light, 
Weave all their beauty into dreams of nidit, 
And, while the lovely artist slumbering Kes, 
Shed the warm picture o’er her mental eyes ; 
Borrow for sleep her own creative sixjIIs, 

And brightly show what song but faintly tells ! 


THE GENIUS OF HARMONY. 

AK IRREOOLAE ODE. 

Ad hsTDOonlAm canete mundnm,— Owero, Pa Jfat, Peor, Ub. 3. 

Timers lies a shell beneath the waves 
In many a hollow wii»ding wreathed, 

Such as of old. 

Echoed the breath that warbling sea maids breathed ; 


1 This is m sHusion which, to the few who 
ate fiuicifiil enough to indulge in renden the 
•oenet:y of flermwia partionlarly hiteresting. In 
the irihort but besntiftil twihght of their spring 
ireiiuigB,thfi white eottogoe scattered over the 
Wands, and but partially teen through the trees 
that surrouad them, assume often the appear- 
ance of little Greeisn temples, and ihnev may 
MsbelUsh the poor fishermso’s hut with columns 
which the pencU^ ^ande mtolit imitate. 1 hi4 
ooe favourita ol^set of this kind in my walks. 


which tlie hospitalitv of its owner robbed me oi^ 
by asking me b visit him. He was a plain good 
man, and received me well and warmly, but 1 
never could turn his honse intoa Qreoian temple 
again. 

* Ariel. Among the many chorms which Ber- 
muda,* the still vexed Rermoothes,* has for a poetic 
eye, we cannot for an iiietsnt fbr^t that it is the 
scene of Shakspeore's Temp^it, and that here he 
conjured up the * delicate Arieh^ 
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Thifif magic ahell 

From tJie wliite bosom of a iQwe® Ml, 

As ooce she wandered by the tide that laves 
Sicilia’s sand of gold. , 

‘ It bears 

Upon its shining side, the mystic notes 
Of those entrancing airs^ 

The Genii of the deep were wont to sweD, 

When Heaven’s eternal orbs their midnight music roUod 1 
Oh ! seek it, wheresoe’er it floats ; 

And, if the power 

Of thrilling numbers to thy soul be dear^ 

Go, bring the bright shell to my bower, 

And I will fold thee in such downy dreams, 

As lap the spirit of the seventh sphere, 

When Luna’s distant tone falls faintly on his ear !• 

And thou shalt own, 

That, through the rircle of creation’s zone, 

Where matter darkles or where spirit beams ; 

From the pellucid tides,® that whirl 
The planets through their maze of song, 

To the small rill, that weeps along 
Murmuring o’er beds of pearl ; 

From the rich sigh 

Of the sun’s arrow throuj^m an evening sky,* 

To the faint breath the tunefhl osier yiel(w 
On Afi^% burning fields ;® 

Oh ! thott shalt own this universe divine 
Is mine I 

That I respire in all and all in me, 

One mighty mingled soul of boundless harmony ! 

Welcome, welcome, mystic shell ! 

Many a star has ceased to burn,® 

Many a tear has Saturn’s urn 


^ In the Siafoire naturalh det Andllet there 
in an account of some curious shells, found at | 
Cur«c<)a, on tho back of which wore lines tilled 
with musical characters so distinct and perfect, 
that, the writer oseutes qs, a very charming trio 
was sang from one of them.. 

s According to Cicero, and his commentator 
Macrobius, the lunar tone Is the gravest and 
faintest on the planetary heptachord. | 

Leone Hebroo, pursuing the idea of Aristotle, i 
that the heavens ure animal, attributes their har< i 
meny to perlect and reciprocal love. Tills *re- j 
dprooo amore' of Leone is the of the ; 

ancient Bmpcdooles, who seems, In his Love and 
Hate of the Elements, to have given a glimpse 
* of (he |»rinolp1es of attraction Slid repulsion. 

* Leucippus, the atomist, Imagined a kind of 
vortices in the heavens, which he borrowed from 
Anaxagoras and possibly suggested to Descartes. 

* Hnraeliddi, upon the allegorks of Homer, ; 


conjectures that tho Idea of the harmony ofiha 
spheres ai%inatcd with this poet, who, in repra> 
senting the solar beams os arrows, supposes tnem 
to emit a peculiar sound in the air. 

* In the account of AlHca wiiich d'Ablanconrt 
has translated, there is mention of a tree in that 
country, whose branches wlien shaken by tha 
liaud produce very sweet sounds, [The ^singing 
ti-ce' of the Arabian Nights, It is Amno in 
India. The mnsical sounds proceed horn two 
half shells like an opened wahiuf^ which, stnink 
by the air, sound like castanets.] 

^ Alluding to the extinetion, et at least the 
disappearance, of some of those died itara vShich 
we are taught to consider aa fans, attendled 
each by its ^stom. Desoaitas thought that our 
earth might formerly have been a sun, iriiiflr 
became obscured by a thick Inorosiatkui over M 
surface. This probably suggeatod the idsi of* 
central 


9 
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O'er tho cold boeom of the ooeiki we|Yt» 

Siuce ilihy aerial epeli 
Hath in the watei's slept ! 

^ I 

With the bright treasure to my choral skj, 
Where she, who waked its early swelV 
The syren, with a foot of fire, 

Walks o’er the great sferinff of my Orphic Lyre, 

Or guides around the burmnc pole 
The winged chai-iot of some blissful soul ! 

While thou ! 

Oh; son of earth ! what dreams shall rise for thee ; 
Beneath Hispania’s sun, 

Thon’lt see. a streamlet run, 

Which I have warmed with dews of melody ; 

Listen !— when the night ■wind dies 
Down the still current, like a harp it sighs ! 

A liquid chord is every wave that 6owS, 

An airy plectrum every breeze that blows ! 
There, by that wondrous stream, 

(.tO, lay thy languid brow, 

And 1 will send thee such a goddike dream, 

Such —mortal I mortal ! liaat thou heard of him,^ 
Who, many a night, with his primonlial lyre,* 
Sate on the chill Pangasan mount,*’ 

AikI, looking to the orient dim, 

Watched the iirst iiowing of tlvat sacred fount, 
From which his soul bad drunk its tire I 
Oh ! think what visions, in that lonely hour, 
Stole o’er Ids musing breast ! 

What pious ecstasy^ 

Wafted his prayer to that eternal Power, 
Whose seal upon this w'orld imprest’’ 

The various forms of bright divinity ! 

Or, dost thou know what di’oams I -wove, 

’Mid the deep horror ot that silent bower,’’ 
Where the rapt Samian slept his holy sUiml>ci: ? 


* Orpheus. 

* They call his lyre itpx<uaTfKmcv ^axop^ov 

See a curious work by a profwbor of 
Greek at Venice, entitled IlebdomudfSt sw« 
Mepitim de teeienario libri, lib. cap. 9, p. 177, 

* Etatoatnenes, telling the extreme venernUun 
of Orpheus for Apollo, wys that he wan accustomed 
to go to the Pangroaii inountaiD at daybreak, and 
ihere wait the rising of the sun, that he niight 
he the first to hail its beams. 

* There are some verses of Orpheus preserved 
to us, which contain sublime ideas of the unitv 
and ma^ifioeuce of the Deity, As those which 
Juetin Martyr has produced ; 

Ovres fuy es evpat'or «0Ti}pticrai 

'Spvsviy tH fpoytfij K.T.A. 

Ad. 6 fr 0 e. eoiortat. 


It fa thought by some, that these are to be 
reckoned amongst the fabrications which were 
frequei.t in the early timew of Christianity, Still 
it appears doubtful fo whom we should impuio 
them; they are ton pious for the Pagans, and too 
poetical lor the Fathers. 

In one of the hymns of Orpheus, he attdhufcos 
H figured seal to Apollo, with which he ima* 
glues that deity to have stamped a variety of 
t'orms upon the universe. 

AHuding to the cave near Samos, where 
Pythagoras devoted the greater part of his dgys 
and nights to meditation and the mysteries of 
his philosophy. Jambhek. de Vit This, as 
llolstcnias remarks, was in Imitation of the 
Magi, 
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Wbeo, tre$ 

From every earthly chaio, 

From wreatlie of plfiawtre and from bonds of pain, 

His spirit fiew through fields above, ^ 

Brank at the source of Nature’s fontal number,^ 

And saw, in mystic choir, ar^nd him move, 

The stars of song, Heaven’s bummg minstrelsy 1 
Such dreams, so heavenly bright, 

I swear 

By tho groat diadem tliat twines my hair, 

And by tbe seven g^is that sparkle there,® 

Mingling their beams 
In a soft Iris of harmonious light, 

Oh, mortal J such shall be &y radiant dreams ! 


EPISTLE IV, 

TO GEOROii: MOROAN ESQ., 

OF J«OFFOLK, VIRGIJfI4.^ 

From Fe^rnuda^ January I 8 (i 4 , i 
KEIMI A’ HNEMOESSA KAl ATPOHOS, 
O'lA ©‘AAntAlIH, AlfiYinS KAl MAAAON 
EUUPOMOS HEHEP, 'UTIT012, nONTXl 
ENEiTUriKTAI. • ^ 

^aiUmach. Fymn. in DcK v. 11. 

Oil, what a tem^wst whirled iis hither !* 
Winds, whose savage breath coiihl 
wither 

All tlie liglit and languid flowers 
That bloom in Epicurus bowers I 
Yet think not, George, that Fancy’s; 

cbajrhi I 

Forsook mo in this rudo alarm. I 


’ Tlir fetractya, or iwicred nuTuber of the Tv- 
tlifi^orearifl, on whu'h they solcmuJy sworo, and 
which i,hry called irayav aevaov «^wffe<o^ ' the loun- 
tain of perennial nature/ Lucian hne ridiculed 
I his rcUjfious arithmetic very finely in his linleof 
PhxloM^keff, 

* This diadem is intended to repreBCnl the 
analogy between tho notes of mu^ic and the fyris* 
matic colnura. We find in Plutarch a vague in- 
tirnation of this kindred harmony in colours and 
sounds, 0)^19 r« Kai a«oc, mto. <piav7i<s re Kai 
^Tot 'Hfv ofifioyrntf tfirufwtii'owi.— Z>a Mnsica. 

Cassiodorus, whose idea T may bo suppo'.cd to 
have borrowed, soys, in a letter upon music to 
Uoetius : ‘ Ut tfladema ocuUs, vario luce gemma' 
• rum, sic i^tharn dirersitate soni. blanditur au- 
dita! / This is indeed the only tolerable thought 
in the letter. Lib. 2, Vuriar. 

* This gentleman is attached to the Uritish 
consulate at Norfolk. Ui« talents are worthy of 


When olofle they reefed tbe timid eail, 
When, every plank complaining loud, 
We laboured in the midnight gale, 
And even our haughty maiu-miwt 
bowed ! 

Th<5 muse, in that unlovely hour, 
Benignly brought lier floothiug power, 
And, ’midst the war of waves and 
wind, 

fn songs elysian lap|>€d niy mind ! 
yiie opened, with her golden key, 

I’he mket where my memory lays 
Those little gems of poesy, 

Which time has saved fnun ancient 
days I 

Take one of these, to Lais sung, 

I wrote it while my hammock swung, 
As one might wito a dissertation 
Upon ‘suspended animation !' 

a much Jiighcr sphere; but the es-ccllcnt dbpo- 
sitioDH of tlic family with whom he resides, anr^ 
Ihp cordial repose he ealoys araongsst some w thi. 
kindest hearts in the world, should be almost 
enough to atone to him for the worst eapricej, 
of fortune. The consul himself, Colonel Hamll- 
I ton, is one among the very few instances of a 
j man, ardently loyal to his king, and yet beloved 
I by the Aincrlcon»J. His house is the vew temple 
or hospitality, and I slneeroly pity the heart of 
that stranger who, warm from the welcome of 
such a board, and with the taste of such ICa* 
dtM’ro, still upon his lips-*‘ool doloe in booea*— 
could sit down to write a libel on his host, in the 
true spirit of a modem philosophist. See Hie’ 
TravtU of the Duke de la Itochefoncault Liam 
court vol. ii. 

I * We were seven days on our p»»aM from 
Norfolk to Bermuda, during three of which we 
were forced to loy-to in a gale of wind. The 
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Sweetly^ you kisw, my Lais deat ( 
But, while you kiss, I feel a tear. 
Bitter as those when lovers liart, 

In mystery from your eyeUd start ! 
Sadly you lean youi' head to mine, 

A»d round my neck in silence twine, 
Yohr hair along my bosom spreW, 

All humid with the tears you shed ! 
Have I not kissed those lias of snow ? 
Yet still, my lovO) like founts they 
flow, 

Bathing our cheeks, whene’er they 
meet— 

Why is it thus ? do tcdl me, sweet ! 

All, Lais I are my bodings right ? 

Am I to lose you t is to-night 
Out last— go, false to Heaven and me ! 
Your very tears are treachery. 


Such, while in air I floating hung, 
Such was the strain, Morgante mio ! 
The muse and I together sung, 

With Boreas to make out wie trio. 
But, bless the little fairy isle ! 

How sweetly, after all oUr ills, 

We saw tho dewy morning smile 
Serenely o’er its fragrant hills ! 

And felt tlie pure elastic flow 
Of airs, that round this Eden blow 
With honey freshness, caught by 
stealth 

Warm from the very lips of health 1 


Driver sloop of war, in which 1 went, wa« built 
at Bermuda of cedar, and is accounted an excel- 
lent sea-boat, t^hc was then coniTnatided hy my 
very regretted friend Captain Compton, who in 
July last was killed aboard thel^iiy.in an action 
with a French privateer. Poor Convpton! be 
fell a victim to the strange impolicy of allowing 
such a miserable thing as the Tnl]/ to remain in 
the service: so small, ernuk, and unmanageable, 
that a well-tnamifKl merchantman was at any 
time a match for her. 

^ This epigram is by Paulus Silentiarius, and 
may be found in the Analecta of Brunck, vol. iii. 
p. 72. But as the reading there is somewhat 
different from what T have followed in this trans- 
lation, I shall give it as I hod it in my memorv 
at tlie time, and as it is in Heinsius, who, 1 
believe, first produced the epigram. See his 
Poemaia, 

'H9v fiev son to AaiSoy iqi5v fie avTwv 

Hirtojinf^Ttov jeuepv 

K«t iroXv tux^t4ov<r<i vofieii evAoerrpv}(W otyAiiv 

*lifur§pa ks^aAijv Ai^pov epeivofitpii. 


Ob ! could you view the flcenery dear, 
That now beneath my window lies, 
You’d think thet Nature lavished here 
Her purest wave, her softest skie^ 
To make a heaven for Love to sijy^h in, 
For bards to live and saints to die in ! 
dose to my wooded bank below, 

In glassy calm the Waters «leep, 

And to the sunbeam proudly show 
Tlie coral rocks they love to steep !* 
The fainting breeze of morning fails, 
The drowsy boat moves slowly past, 
And I can almost touch its sails 
That languish idly round the mast. 
The sun has now profusely given 
The flashes of a noontide heaven, 

And, as the wave reflects his beams, 
Another heaven its siuface seems ! 
Bine light and clouds of silvery tears 
So pictured o’er the waters lie, 

Tlmt every languid bark appears 
To float along a burning sky ! 

Ob ! for tlie boat tho angel gavc^ 

To him, who in his heavenward flight, 
Sailed, o’er the Suu^s ethereal wave, 

To planet-isles of odorous light ! 
Svfcct V'enus, what a clime he found 
Within thy orb’s ambrosial round 
There si>ring the breezes, rich and 
warm, 

That [)ant around tliy twilight car 
There angels dwell, so pure oi form, 
That each appears a living star ! 

Mvpop.ev7}v ra J’lU Spoaepi^s ftJro vyiyijs, 

Aofcpva p.iycvpcvwv irirrc irara (TTOfiarur' 

Eitrt 6' ai'dpoprvn;, TiM>y ovccka 6aKpva 

p.7] fie e<rre yap opKairaraL. 

^ The wKi/cr id ao clear around the islaDid, that 
the rocks are seen beneath to a very great depth | 
and ns we entered the harbour, they appeared to 
us $0 near the surface, that it seemed impossible 
we should not strike on them. Tlicre is no ne- 
cessity, of course, for heaving the lead; and the 
negro pilot, looking down at the rocks from the 
bow of the ship, takes her through this diflicult 
navigation witli a skill and confldonce which 
seem to aitoninh some of the oldest sailors. 

* In Kirpher’s Mesfade Jouruetf to Meaveny 
Cosmiel, the genius of tho world, mves Theodi- 
ductus a boat of asbestos, with which he embarks 
into the regions of the sun. * Vidos (says Cosmiel) 
hanc asbestinam naviculam commodltati tvue 
praparatuni.’— i. dial, i, cap. 5. There 
are some very strange fancies is tms work of 
Kircher. 

* When the genius of the world and his follow- 
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These are the e]»rite8» oh radiant 
queen ! * 

Thou aend^fit so <rften to the bed 
Of her I love, with spell unseen, 

Thy planet’s brightening balm to 
shea; 

To make the eye’s enchantment clearer; 

To give the cheek one rosebud more, 
And bid that Pushing lip be dearer, 
Which had been, oh ! too dear be- 
fore! 

But, whither means the muse to roam ? 
’Tis time to call the wanderer home. 
Who could have ever thought to search 
her 

Up in the clouds with Father Kircher ? 
So, health and love to all your mansion ! 
Long mo^ the bowl that pleasures 
l)loom m, 

The flow of heart, the soul's expansion, 
Mirth, and song, your board illumine ! 
Fare you well— remember too, 

When cups are flowing to the brim, 
That here is one who drinks to you, 
And, oh ! as warmly drink to him. 


’the ring. 

TO , 11101. 

No— lady I lady ! keep the ring ; 

Oh ! think how' many a future year, 
Of placid smile and downy wdng, 

May aletJp within its holy sphere ! 

Bo not disturb their tranquil di'eam, 
Though love hath ne’er the mystery 
W'arinod, 

Yet Heaven will shed a soothing l>eam, 
To bless the bond itself hath formed. 

But then, that eye, that burning eye ! 

Oh ! it doth ask, with magic power. 
If Heaven can ever bless the tie 
Wliere Love in wreaths no genial 
flower ! 


traveller arrive at the planet Venus, thev And au 
island of loveliness, full of odours aua intelU- 
geuces, where angels preside, who shed the 
cosmetic InHuenoe of this planet over the earth ; 
such beinir, according to astrologers, tlie *vis 
bflualra * of Venus. When they are in this part 


Away, away, bewildering look ! . ^ 

Or all the boast of Virtue’s o’er ; 

Go— hie thee to sage’s book, 

And learn from him to feel no more 1 

• 

I cannot warn thee ! evexy touch, 
Thab brings my pulses close to thine, 

Tells me I want thy aid as much, 

Oh ! quite as much, as tliou dost 
mine ! • 

Yet stay, dear love— one effort yet— 

A moment turn those eyes away, 

And let me, if I win, forget 
The light that leads my soul astray I 

Thou sfty’st that w© were born to meet, 
That our hearts bear one common 
seal, — 

Ob, lady ! think, how man s deceit 
Can seem to sigh and feign to feel ! 

When o'er thy face some gleam o! 
thought, .« 

Like day-beams through the morning 
air, 

Hath gradual stole, and I have caught 
The feeling ere it kindled there ; 

The sympathy 1 then betrayed, 

Perhaps was but the child of art ; 

The'guile of one *dio long hath played 
With all these W'lly nets of heart. 

Oh ! thou hast not my virgin vow ! 
Though few the yeai’s t yet have told, 

Canst thou believe I lived till now, 
With loveless heart or senses cold? 

No — many a throb of bliss and pain, 
For many a maid, my soul hath 
• jjTovcd ; 

With some 1 wantoned wild and vain. 
While some 1 truly, dearly loved { 

The clieek to thine I fondly lay, 

To theirs hath been as fondly laid ; 

The words to thee I warmly say, 

To them have been as warmly said, 


of the heavens, a casuistical question occurs to 
Theodidaotus, and he asks ‘ Whether bliiq>tisni 
may bo perfortned with the waters of Venus, 

* An oquis globi Veneris baptismug institui 
ril P’— to which the genius answers, ' Cectidmjr. 
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Thm scorn at once a langnid hearty 
Which ioQg hath lost its ouTlyspiing } 

Think of the pure bright soul thou art^ 
Aud—keep the ring, oh ! keep the 
ring. « 

Enough— ttow, turn thine eyes figaiu ; 
What, still that look and still tliat 
sighl 

I>G«t thou not feel my counsel then? 
Oh ! no, beloved ! —nor do I. 

While thus to mine thy bosom lies, 
While thus our breaths commingling 
glow, 

’Twere more than woman to be wise, 
Twere moi’e than man to wish thee 
so I 

Did we not love so true, so dear, 

This lapse could never be forgiven ; 

But hearts so fond and lips so near — 
Give me the ring, and now— oh 
heaveu ! 


TO , 

♦jr SEEING HER WITH A WHITE VEIL 
AND A RICH GIRDLE, 

MAPrAPlTAl AHAOY2I AAKPYON POON. 

Ap. JS^icfpkor. in OneiroeriHeo* 

Pui off the vestal veil, nor, oh I 
lAjt weeping angels view it ; 

Your cheeks belie its virgin snow. 

And blush repenting through it. 

Put off the fatal zone you wear ; 

The lucid pearls around it 
Are tears that fell from Virtue there 
The hour that love unbound it. 


THE KESEMBLAKCE, 

. TO cercatid' lo 

Donna, qunnt' ^ potsaibilc. m altrm 
TiS ds&iaia vostra forma vena. 

Petrarc. Sctneti H. 

Yes, if 'twere any common love 
That led my pliant heart astray, 

I wnt, there’s not a power above 
Could wiim the faitldess crime away I 


But, ’twas my doom to err with one 
In every l^k so like to thee, 

That, oh I beuoith the Messed sun, 

8o fair there are but thou and she 

Whate’er may be heT angel birtl^ 

She was thy lovely perfect twin, 
And wore the Only shape on earth 
That could have charmed tny soul to 
sin! 

Your eyes !— the eyes of languid doves 
^Were never half so like each other ! 
The glances of the baby loves 
Kesemble less their wann-e)'ed 
mother ! 

Her lip 1 - oh, cadi me not false-hearted, 
When such a lip I fondly pressed ; 
’Twas Ijove some melting cherry parted, 
Gave tiiee one half and her the rest I 

And when, with all thy murmuring 
tone 

They sued, half ofien, to be kissed, 

1 could as soon resist thine own — 

And them, Heaven knows! I ne’er 
resist 

Then, scorn me not, though false I bo, 
’Twas love that waked the dear ex- 
cess ; 

My heart had been more true to thee, 
Had mine eye prized thy beauty less ! 


TO 

When I loved you, I can’t but allow 
1 had man> an exquisite minute ; 
But the 8<'om that I feel for you now 
Hath even more luxury in it I 

Tims, wliether we’re on or we’re off, 
8tune witchery seems to await you j 
To love you is pleasant enough, 

Aud, M) ' 'tis delicious to hate you ! 


PROM THE GREEK OF 
MELEAGER. 

Pill high the cup with liquid flume, 
Aud speak my Heliodora’s name ; 
Repeat its magic o’er and o'er, 

And let the sound my lips adore. 



m 
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Sweetea the breosse, anti mxagling %mm 
On every bo'ftrl’a volaptuouabm t 

Give mo the wreath that withers there, 
It was but last delicious night 
It hung upon her wavy hair, 

And caught her eyes’ reflected light I 
Ohl haste, and twine it round my 
brow ; 

It breaths of Heliodora now 1 

The loving rose-bud drops a tear, 

To see the nymph no longer here, 

No longer, where she used to lie, 

Close to my heart’s devoted sigh i 


LINES. 

WiaXTEN IN A. STOEM AT SEA. 

That sky of clouds is not the sky 

To light a lover to the pillow 
Of her he loves— 

The swell of yonder foaming billow, 

Uesemblea not the happy sigh 

That rapture moves. ^ 

Vet do 1 feel more traiifiuil now 

Amid the gloomy wnlds of ocean, 

In this dark hour, 

Than when, in transport’s young emo- 
tion, 

I’ve stolen, beneath the evening star, 
To Julia’s bowser. 

Oh ! th<?re’8 a buly calm i)rofound 

In awe like this, that ?ie’er tvas given 
To rapture’s thrill ; 

’Tis as a solemn voice from heaven, 

And tile soul, listening to the sound. 
Lies mute and still ! 

’Tis true, it talks of danger nigh, 

Of elumbering with the dead to -mono w 
In the cold deep, 

Where pleasure’s throb or tears of sor- 
row 

No more shall w^ake the heart or eye, 
But all must sleep ! 

• Well f— there are some, thou stormy 

bed; 

To whom thy sleep would be a trea- 
sure : 


Oh 1 most to him^ 

Whose lip haili drained life% cup ol 
pleasure, 

Nor left one honeyvdrop to shed 
Hound misery’s brim. 

Ye£h-^^can smile serene ut death : 
B^ind Heaven 1 do thou but the 
weeping 

Ot. friends who lov^ him; 

‘Tell them that he lies calmly sleeping. 
Whore sorrowV sting or envy’s breSth 
No more shaUmove him. 


ODES TO NEA. 

WEITTEN AT BEkSHUDA. 

NBA TYEANNEI, 

Murijind. Afctfea, V. 007. 

Nav, temj)t me not to love again : 
There was a time when love was 
sweet j 

Dear Nea ! liad I known thee then, 
Our souls had not been slow to meet ! 
But, oh ! this weary heart hath run 
So many a time the rounds of pain, 
Not even for the#* thou lovely one I 
Would I endure such pangs again. 

1 f there be climes where never yet 
The print of Beauty’s foot was set, 
\Vliere man may pass his lovdiess 
nights 

(lafcvercd by her false delights-— 
Thither my 'wounded soul would fly, 
Where rosy cheek or radiant eye 
Should bring no more tlieir bliss, their 
pain, 

Or fetter me to earth again ! 

Dear al)sent girl ! whose eyes of light, 
Though little prized when all my 
oNvn, 

Now float before me, soft and bright 
As when they first enamouring shone^ 
iTow many hours of idle waste, ' 
Within those witching arms embraced, 
Unmindful the fleeting day, 

Have 1 dissolved life’s dream away ! 

0 bloom time profusely shed \ 

0 moments ! simply, vainly fled. 
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Yet iiwetly too- for love perfumed 
The flame wiueh thus my life ooo 
mimed; 

And hrilliant wae the chain of flowers 
In which he led my victim houre ! 

Say, Nea dear ! couldst thou, like her, 
When warm to feel and quick to err, 
Of loving fond, of roving fonder, 

My thoughtless soul might wish to 
wan&r— 

Couldst thou, like her, the wish re- 
clain:^ 

Endearing still, reproaching never, 
Tdl all my heart should burn wntli 
shame, 

And be thy own more iii^ed than 
ever? 

No, no*-on earth there’s only one 
Could bbd such faithless folly fast : 
And sure on earth 'tis I alone 
Could make such virtue false at last ! 

Nea ! the heart which she forsook, 

For thee were but a worthless 
shriue — 

Go, lovely girl, that angel look 
Must thrill a soul more pure than 
mine. 

Oh \ thou shalt he all else to me, 

That heart can feel or tongue can 
feign ; 

ni praise, admire, and worship thee, 
But must not, dare not, love again. 


, , . . Tale iter omne cave, 

Propert. hb. Iv. eleg. S, 

I PKAY yon, let us roam no more 
Along tnat wild and lonely sl>ore, 
Where late we thoughtless strayed; 
•Twas not for us, whom Heaven in- 
tends 

To be no more than simple frieuds, 
Such lonely walks were made. 

That little bay where, winding in 
From Ocean’s rude and angry din 
{As lovers steal to bliss). 

The biUowB kiss the shore, and then 
Flow calmly to the deep again, 

As ^ough they did not kiss 1 


Uemember, o^er its eirdtng flood 
fn what a dangm^us dream we stood-« 
The silent sea before na, 

Around us, all the gloom of grove. 
That e’er was spread for guilt or love, 
No eye but Nature’s o’er us 1 

I saw you blush, you felt me tremble, 
In vain would format art dissemble 
All that we wished and thought; 
’Twas more than tongue could dare 
reveal, 

’Twas more than virtue ought to feel, 
But all that passion ought ! ' 

I stooi)cd to cull, with faltering hand, 
A shell that, on the golden sand, 
Before us faintly Reamed ; 

I raised it to your liiw of dew, 

You kissed tlie shell, 1 kissed it too— 
Good Heaven I how sweet it seemed ! 

Oil ! trust me, ’twas a place, an hour, 
The worst that e’er temptation’s power 
Could tangle me or you iu ! 

.Swx^et Nea, Tot us roam no more 
Along thiit wild and lonely shore, 
tSuch walks will he our ruin ! 


Yon read it in my languid eyes, 

And there alone should love be read ; 
You hear me say it all in sighs, 

And thus alone should love ^ said^ 

Then dread no more ; I will not speak ; 

Although iny heart to anguish thrill, 
I’ll spare the burning <jf your cheek, 
And look it all in silence still ! 

Heard you the wish I dared to name 
To nninnur on that luckless niidil, 
When passion broke the bonds of 
shame, 

And love grew madness in your 
sight? 

Divinely through the gracefhl dance, 
You seemed to float in silent song. 
Bending to earth that beamy glance, 
As if to light your steps along I ' 

Oh ! how could others dare to touch 
Thai hallowed form with hand so 
free. 
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When but to look vfts too mneh, 
Too rare for all but Hea^n and me ! 

With emiling eyes, that IMe thought 
How fatal were the beams they 
threw, 

My trembling hands you lightly 
caught, 

And round me, like a spirit, dew. 

Heedless of all, I wildly turned, 

My soul forgot— nor, oh ! condemn, 

That when such eyes before me burned, 
My soul forgot all eyes but them I 

I dared to speak in sobs of bliss^ 
Eapture of every thought bereft me, 

I womd have clasped you— oh, even 
this !— 

But, with a bound, you blushing 
left me. 

Forget, forget that night’s offence ; 
Forgive it, if, alas ! you can ; 

'Twas love, ’twas passion— soul and 
sense — 

Twas all the best and worst of man ! 

That moment did the mingled eyes 
Of heaven and earth my maclngsa 
view, 

I should ha^o seen, through earth and 
skies, 

But you alone, but only you ! 

Did not a frown from you reprove, 
Myriads of eyes to me were none ; 

I should have— oh, my only love ! 

My life! what should I vot have 
done ? * 


A DREAM OP ANTIQUII’Y. 

I JUST had turned tlie classic page, 
And traced that happy penud over, 
When love could warm tlie proudest 
sage, 

And wisdom grace the tenderest 
. lover ! 

Before 1 laid me down to sleej), 

Upon the bank awhile I stood, 


' Gassendi thinks that the gardens which ! 
Pausonias mentions in his iltst book were those 
of Bpicttnis: and Stuart sajs, in his dfifiquitte* 
^Near this convent (the <K)nventof 
Hagios Assomatos) is the place called at present 
Kei^, 01 the Gttrdens; and AmpSlos Kepos, or 


And SAW the restAl phniet ifeep 
Her tears of light on AriaPs leod. 
My he^ was Ml of Fancy’s dream, 
And as I watched the nlayfttl slSfemth 
Entangling in its' net w emiles 
So fair u group oi elfin isles^ . 

I felt acf if the soenefy thm« 

Were lighted by n Greqian idty^ 

As if I breatimd the blissful air 
That yet was warm with Sappho^ 
nigh ! ’ 

And now the downy hand of rest 
Her sigjnet on my eyes iicpresty ^ 

And still the bright and balmy sp6^,« 
Like star-dew, o'er my fancy fell I 
I thought that, all enrapt, 1 strayed 
Through that serene luxurious snade/ 
Where Epicurus taught the l^oves 
To polish Virtue’s native bri^tntss, 
Just as the beak of playfbl doves 
Oan give to pearls a smoother whst©' 
ness * 

Twas one of those delicious nights 
So common in the climes of Greece, 
When day withdraws bat half its 
lights, 

Aud all IS moonshine, balm, and 
peace I 

And thou wert there, my own beloved ! 

! Aud dearly by tijy side I roved 
Through many a temple’s reverend 
gloom, 

And many a bower’s seductive bloom, 
Where beauty blushed and wisdom 
taught, 

Where lovers sighed and sages thought, 
Where hearts might feel oi heads dis- 
cern, 

And all was formed to soothe or 
move, 

To make the dullest lore to learn, 

To make the coldest learn to love! 

I And now the fairy pathway seemed 
I To lead us through enchanted 
I ground, 


the Vineyard Garden : these were prohsniy the 
gardens which Pausanias visited/— Chap. H. vohil. 

* This method of polishings pearls, by lear^ 
them awhile to bo played with by itolvee, is men- 
tioned by the fanciful Cardanaa 4e JUrui^ 
VunHai. lib. vii, cap. S4. 
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Where all th^t bard has ever dreamed 
Of lave or luxury bloomed arouud ! 
Oh ! a bright bewildering aoene— 

Along the alley\ dee|^uing greets. 

Soft lamps, that thung like burning 
flowers, 

And scented and illumed the bowers, 
Seemed, as to him, who darkliug roycs 
Amid the lone Hercynian grov^ 
Appear the oountless birds of light 
That sparkle in the leaves at night, 
And fi^m their wings difli'use a ray 
Along the traveller’s weary way ! 

’Twas light of that mysterious kind, 
Through which the soul is doomed 
to roam 

When it has left this world behiud, 
And gone to seek its heavenly home ! 
And, Nea, thou didst look and move, 
like any blooming soul of bliss, 

That wanders to its home above 
Through mild and shadowy light 
like this ! 

But now, methoiight, we stole along 
Through halls of more voluptuous 
glory 

Than ever lived in Teian song, 

Or wantoned in Milesian sto^y 
Andnymphs were there, whose very eyes 
Seemed almost to exhale m sighs ; 
Whose every little ringlet thrilled, 

As if with soul and passion tilled ! 

Some Hew, with amber cups, anmnd, > 
Shedding the flowery wines of Ciete/'' 
And, as they passed wnth youthful 
bound, 

The onyx shone beneath their feet !'* 


' The MileBiaes, or Miloaian fabloB, had their 
orijjiriu In Miletus, a luxurious town of loiuu, 
Aristides was the most celebrated author of tlie.se 
licentious fictitms. See Plutarch (in Crasso), 
who calls them oxoAoiT'ra jSijSAia. 

* ‘ Some of the Cretan wtncH, which Athenaeus 
calls otros ai^docr/jLiac, from thetr fragruncy re- 
semWmjf that of the finest flowers/— .Bur^ on 
fVinetf ohap. vii. 

S It appears that, Id very splendid mansions, 
the floor or pavement w'as frequently of onyx, 
Thns Martial: *Calcatasqao too mib pede iucct 
myx.*—JEp{g, 60, lib. xii. 

* Bracelets of this shape were a favourite orna- 
mentamon^ the women of antiquity. Oi eiriKapTrioi 
mfttis cat Ai xi^virai treSax &mSo^ mu Apterrayopaf 
KAi Aa($oc i^a^ojia. — Philostrat. epis. xl. 
Lucian, too, tells of the (^(tx^oten SpoKoyrts, 


While o^ers, waving arms of anew 
Bntwined by mM;es b| burnished 
gold,* 

And showing limbs, as lotdi to show, 
Through many athinTarentianfold, 
Glided along the festal ring 
With vases, all respiring spring, 
Where roses lay, in languor breathing. 
And the young bee-grape, round them 
wreathing, 

Hung on their blushes warm and meek, 
Like curls upon a rosy cheek ! 

Oh, Kea I why did morning break 
The spell that so divinely bound me? 
Why did I wake ? how could I wake, 
With thee my own and Heaven 
around me ! 


WELir“i>eaco to thy heart, though 
another’s it be, 

And health to thy cheek, though it 
bloom not for me ! 

To-morrow I sail for those ciunamou 
groves, 

VViiere nightly the ghost of the Caribbefl 
roves, 

And, far from thine eye, oh I i)er>;aps 
I may j et 

Its seduction forgive and its splendour 
forgot ! 

Farewell to Bermuda,® and long may 
the bloom 

Of ^he. lemon and myrtle its valleys 
l)erfuine ; 

See his Ar^ores, where he describes the dressiui?- 
room of a (ire('ian I.uly, and we find the * silver 
vas"/ the roui;c, the lonth-puwdcr, and till Uit* 

‘ »»:y»tio order of a modern toilet. 

^ Th^ inhabitants psououuee the name as if it 
were written Bermooda. bee the commentators 
on the words ‘stdhvexed liermoothcfi,’ in the 
Temp0»t—l wonder it'did not oi'cur to some of 
those all-readinsr geotlcmeu, that possibly the 
dwcitveret of tins ‘island of hogs and devils" 
might have been no less a personage ttum the 
great Jolm Bermudez, who about the seme 
period (the bef^nniug of the sixteenth century) 
was sent Patriarch of the Latin Church U 
EtiiLopia, and has left us most wonderful stories * 
of ilie Amazons and the Griflins which ho en- 
countered.— of JmiU. vol, i. J am 
aiVaid, however, it would take the Patriarch 
nUher too much out of his way. 
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MaysprixjgtaetOTityliallaw^^ 

Where Ariel lifts warbled ftad Waller^ 
has strayed ! 

And thou^when, at dawn, Wion shalt 
happen to roam 

Through the lime-covered alley that 
leads to thy home, 

Where oft^ when the dance and the 
revel were done, 

And the stars were beginning to fade 
in the sun, 

1 have led thee along, and have told 
by the way 

What my heart all the night had been j 
buniiiig to say-^ i 

Oh 1 think of the past— give a sigh to 
those times, 

And a blessing for me to that alley of 
limes I 


If 1 wei-e yonder wave, my dear, 

And thou the isle it clasps around, 

1 would not let a foot come near 
My land of bliss, my fairy ground ! 

If I wore yonder conch of gold, 

And thou the pearl within it placet?,' 

1 would not let au eye behold 
The sacred gem iny arms embraced ! 

If I were yonder oiange-tree, 

And thou the blossom blooming 
there, 

r would not yield a breath of thee, 

To bceut the most iiuploriug air ! 

* 

Oh ! bend not o’er the water’s brink 
(live not the wave that rosy sigh, 

Nor let its Imrutiig mirror drink 
The soft reflection of thiue eye. 

That glossy hair, that glowing cheek, 
Upon the billows pour their beam 
warmly, that my soul could seek 
Its Nea in the painted stream. 

Hie painted stream my chilly grave 
And nuptial bed at once may be ; 

ril wed thee in that mimic wave. 

And die upon the slnide of thee I 


• ^ Johnsott does not thiuk that Wallor was 
ever at Bovraada; hut the Armtniofihe JilurQ' 
pean ui afflnns it conBdently 

<yol. ll). 1 mention tlds work, however, lees for 


Behold the leafy mangrove beading 
O’er the waters blue and bright* 
Like Kea’s silkiy lashes^ lending 
Shadow to her eyes of light 1 

Oh, my beloved ! where’er I turn, 
Sometrace of thee endmuts'mine eyes; 
In every star thy glanoes btim. 

Thy blush on evei^ floweret lies.. 

But then thy breath !— not a)! “the fire 
That lights the lone Semenda’s death 
In eastern climes, could e’er respire 
An odour like thy dtdeet breath I 

I pray thee, on those lips of thine 
To wear this rosy leaf for me, 

And breathe of something not divino, 
Sincenotliing human breathes of thee ! 

All other charms of tliine I meet 
In nature, but thy sigh alone ; 

Then take, oh ! take, though not ao 
sweet, 

The breath of roses for thine oWn ! 

So while 1 walk the flowery grove, 

I The bud that gives, through morning 
j dew, 

I The lustre of the lips I love, 

I May seem to give their perfume tool 


THE SNOW SPIRIT. 

Tu potea insolitas, Cynthia, ferre uives » 
Tropert. Ub. i. elog, 8, 

No, ne’er did the wave in its element 
steep 

Au island of lovelier charms ; 

it blooms in the giant embrace of the 
deep, 

Like Hebe in Hercules’ arms ! 

The tint of your bowers is balm to the 
eye, 

Their melody balm to the eai‘ ; 

But the fiery planet of day is too nigh, 

And the Snow Spirit never comes 
here ! 

I’he down from his wing is as White as 
the pearl 

Thy lips for their cabinet stoles, 


its authority than for the pleasure 1 feel iu 
quoting an unneknowledged produefion of the 
great Edmund Burke. 
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And it fallen the green earth aa melt* 

As /xJjP^r of thine on the soul ! 
Oh 1 fly where he pillows 

the death, * 

As he cradles the birth of the year ; 
Bright are your bowers ana balmy 
their breath, 

But the Snow Spirit cannot come 
here I 

How sweet to behold him when, borne 
on the gale, 

And brightening the bosom of mom, 
He fliims, like the priest of Diana, a 
veil 

O’er the brow of eacli virginal thorn ! 
yet think not the veil he so chillingly 
casts 

Is the veil of a vestal severe ; 
no— thou wilt sec what a moment 
it lasts, 

Should the Snow Spirit ever come 
here I 

But fly to his region— lay open thy 
zone, 

And he’ll weep all his brilliancy dirn, 
To think that a oosom, as white as his 
own, 

Should not melt in the day beam 
like him ! . 

Oh ! lovely the print of those delicate 
feet 

O’er his luminous path will appear— 
Fly ! my beloved ! this island is sweet, 
But the Snow Spirit cannot come 
here ! 


Et^avda 5« ^ai 6, tu fitv ovopa 

np yjfirtjt ovK oi5a‘ 

ovofia^oiTO.-~JPhilo»ir(it. Jeon. 17, lib. 2. 

I STOLE along the flowery bank, 

While many a bending sea-grape^ 
drank 

The sprinkle of the feathery op.r 
That winged me round this fairy shore 1 

Twas noon ; and eveiy orange bud 
Hung languid o’er the crystal flood, 
Faint as the lids of maiden eyes 
Beneath a lover’s burning sighs ] 


* The sca-flidc or mangrove grape, a native of 
the West Ind^. 


Oh lor a Kaiad’s sparry bower, 

To shade me in that glowing hour I 

A little dove, of milky hue. 

Before me from a plantain frew, 

And, light along the water’s brim, 

I steers my gentle bark by liim ; 

For Fancy told me Love had sent 
This snowy bird of blandishment, 

To lead me, where my soul should 
meet'— 

I knew not what, but something sweet t 

Bleat be the little pilot dove I 
He had indeed been sent by Love, 

To ^ido me to a scene so dear 
As Fate allows but seldom bore : 

One of those rare and brilliant hours, 
Which, like the aloe’s lingering flowers, 
May blossom to tbe eye of man 
But once in all his weary span ! 

Just where the margin’s opening shade 
A vista from the waters made, 

My bird rejjosed his silver plume 
Upon a rich lianana’s bloom. 

Oh, vision bright ! oh, si>irit fair ! 
What spell, what magic raised her there; 
’Twaa Nea ! slumbering calm and mild, 
And bloomy as the dimpled child 
Whoso spirit iu Elysium keeps 
Its playful sabbath while he sleeps 1 » 

The broad banana’s green embrace 
Hung shadowy round each tranquil 
grace ; 

One little beam alone could win 
The leaves to lot it wander in, 

And stealing over all her charms, 
From lip to cheek, from nock to anus, 
It glanced around a flery kiss, 

All trembling, as it went, with bliss ! 

Her eyelid’s black and silken fringe 
Lay on her cheek, of vemiil tinge) 
Like the first ebon cloud that cfpses 
Dark on Kvening’s Heaven of roses ! 
Her glances, though in slumber bid, 
Seemed glowing through their ivory 
lid ; 

And o’er her bp's reflecting'dew 
A soft and liquid lustre threw, 
fSuch as, decUning dim and faint, 

The lamp of some beloved saint 
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Doth shed ttpoti a floweiy -wreath, 
Which pious hands havelimgf beneath. 

Was ever witcherv half so sweet ! 
Think, think how all mv pulses beat, 
As o’er the rustling bank i stole-- 
Oh t you that know the lover’s soul, 

It is tor you to dream the bliss, 

The tremblings of an hour like this. 


I POUND her not— the chamber seemed 
Like some divinely haunted place, 
Where fairy forms had lately beamed, 
And left behind their odorous trace ! 

It felt as if her lips had shed 
A sigh around her, ere she fled, 

Which huug, as on a melting lute, 
When all tlm silver chords are mute, 
Tliere lingers still a trembling breath 
After the note's luxurious death, 

A shade of song, a spirit air 
Of melodies which had been there! 


Kor thought that time*! etienikal lapse 
, Should see it grace a l 0 |jp^ maidi ! 

Look, darling, what a < 

The more we gane, it 
more I 

Come, — ffloser brixig that oheek to mine, 
And trace with me its beauties o’er. 


Thou seest, it is a simple youth 
By some enamoured nymph em* 
biaced— 

Look, Nea, love ! and say, in sooth, 

Is not her hand most nearly plao^ ? 


Upon his curled head behind 
It seems in careless play to lie,^ 
Yet preraes gently, half inclined 
To bring his lip of nectar nigh I 


Oh happy maid ! too happy boy 1 
Tlie one so fond and faintly loth, 
The other yielding slow to joy— 

Oh, rare indeed, but blissful both ! 


T paw the web, which, all the day, 

Had floated o’er her cheek of rose, 

I saw the couch, where late she lay « , 
In languor of divine repose ! 

And I could trace the hallowed print 
Her limbs had left, as pure and warm 
As if ’twerc done iu rapture’s mint. 
And Love himself had stamped the 
form ! 

Oh, Jsea I Nea ! where wert tlu u ? 

Id pit/ fly not thus from me ; 

Thou art my life, my essence no>v. 

And my soul dies of wanting tliee 1 


Imagine, love, that I am he, 

And just as warm as he is chilling ; 

Imagine too that thou art she, 

But (juite as cold as she is willing t 

iSo may we try the graceful way 
In which then gentle arms ari> 
twined, 

And thus, like her, my hand I lay 
Upon thy wreathbd hair behind : 

And thus I feel thee breathing sweet, 
As alow to mine thy head Xmove > 

And thus our Jipa together meet, 
And— thus 1 kiss thee — oh, my love ! 


A KISS A L’ANTIQUE. 

Behold, my love, the curious gem 
Within this aimi»le ring of gold ; 
Tis hallowed by the touch of them 
Who lived in classic hours of old. 

Some fair Athenian girl, perhaps, 
Uixm her hand this gem displayed, 


I Somewhat like the Bymplegma of Cupid and 
Psycho at Florence, in which the position of| 
Psyche's hand is finely expressive of aflection. I 
See the UuMum Flweptmtm^ tom. ii. tab. 43, 


. . . Ai;3avoT(;i tiKoaev, hri <iamkKvpbtvw tv^o 
Amtot, Mi^or, Ub. ill. cap. 4. 

Therp’s not a look, a word of thine, 
My soul hath e’er forgot ; 

Thou ne’er hast bid a ringlet shine, 
Nor given thy locks one graceful twine, 
Which I remember ikS ! 


41 1 know of very few subjects in which 
poetry could be more Interestingly employs^ 
than in illustrating some of the andent sUtnes 
and gems. 
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j&Hsrram omsf. and otsmb posm^ 


There never yet a murmur fell 
From that beguiling tongiio, 

Which did n(;t, with a lingering spell, 
U^n my oharm^ senses awell, 
like something Heaven had sung 1 

Ah ! that I could at once forgbt 
All, all that haunts me so— 

And yet, thou witching girl J— and yet, 


To die were sweeter, than to let 
The loved remembrance go ! 

No, if this slighted heart must see 
Its faithful pulse decay, 

Oh I let it die, remembering thee, 
And, like the burnt aroma, be 
Consumed in sweets away ! 


, EPISTLE V. 

TO JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ. 

FROM BKRMUDA.^ 

Match. 

* The daylight is gone— but. before we depart, 

One cup shall go round to the friend of my heart, 

To the kindest, the dearest— oh 1 jtidge by the tear, 
That I shed while I name him, how kind and how dear 

’Twas thus, by the shade of a calabash -tree, 

Witli a few who could feel and rcmembor like me, 

The charm, that to sweeten my goblet 1 throw, 

W.as a tear to the past and a blessing on yon ! 


* Piiikorton has said tliat ' a ij'dcxl history and | the Government of the day, a wild and ase- 
description of the hormudas mifi'ht aflurd a pleaa- 1 Loss spoculation. Mr. Hamilton, who was 
in,C addition to tlie >(co«Taphieal library;’ but I FO'’«nioT of the island Kome years siuee, pro- 
Uicre certainly arc not materials for such a work. | posed, if I mistake Jiot, the establishment of a 
The island, since the time of its discovery, has 1 marino aeadenij for the iuBtructiou of those 
experienced so very few vicissitutlcR, the pi»oplo | children of Wcat Indians wlio mwht be intended 
have been so indolent, and their trfvie so limited, for any nautical cinploymeiit, This was a more 
that there is but little which the historian could rational idea, and for soinefliinpr of this nature 
amplify into imrortancc; and, wdlh respect, to 1 the island is admirably calculated. Hut the plan 
the natural productions of the country, the few siiould be much more extensive, and embrace a 
which the inhabitants can be induced to cuUi- g'cneral system oi education, which would entirely 
vale are so common in the West Indies, that remove the aivernative in which the colonists arc 
they have been described by every naturalist who involved at present, of either scntling their sons 
has written any acemnU of thoselslunds. to Eng’an(\ for Instruction, or entrusting them to 

It is often asserted by the transatlantic politi- colleges in the States of America, where ideas by 
dans, that this little colony deserves more atten- j no means favourable to Grout Britain are very 
iion from the mother-country than it receives; ' seduirmsly i«culc*at.cd, 

and it oertainly possesses advantages of situation, I The women of Bermuda, though not generally 
to which we should not belong ineensibloiflt wore j handsome, have an (itfectionate languor in their 
once in the hands of an enemy. I was to^d by a . took and manner, which is always interesting, 
celebrated friend of Washington, at New York, j What the French imply bv their epithet uimante 
that they liad formed a plan for Its capture to- seems very much tno cliaracter of the young 
wm'ds the conclusion of the American War, * with B(‘rraudian girls— that predisposition to loving, 
the intention (as he expressed himself) of making w'Weh, without, being awakened by any particu. 
it a nest of hornets for the annoyance of Xtritish lar object, dlffhsos Itself tlirough the gmioral 
trade in that part of the world,’ And there is no manner in a tone of tcndem<«8 tliat never faili 
doubt it lies so fairly in the track to the West to fascinate. The men of the island, 1 confess, 
Indies, that an enemy might with ease convert it are not very civilised ; and tlie old philosopher/ 
into a very harassinjf impediment. who imagined that, after this Ufc, men would he 

The plan of Biebo^ Berkeley for a college at changed into mttlca, and women Into turtle^ 
Bermuda, where American savages miglit be doves, would find the metamorphosis in swra 
converted and aduoaietl, tiiou^h concurred in by degree wiUcipatod at Bermuda. 
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^ oil I say, do yott thiBS, in tbo luminim iiotir 
Of wino of lyit, lyiien the heart is in flower 
Arul shoots from the lip, under Bacchas^s deW, 

In blossoiuB of thought ever springing bM new ! 

Do you sometimes temeniber, and hallow the orim 
Of yotir cup witl\ a sigh, as you cn;>wn it to him, 

Who is lonely and saa in these valleys so fair, 

And would pino in Elysium, if friends were not there ? 

Last night, when we came from the ealabash'tree. 

When my limbs were at mt and my spirit was fiie. 

The glow of the grape and the dreams of the day 
Put the magical springs of my fancy in play, 

And oh !— such a yision as haunted me then 
1 could slumber for ages to witness again ! 

The many I like, and the few I adore, 

The friends, who were dear and beloved before, 

But never till now so beloved and dear, 

At the call of my faucy surrounded me hero ! 

Soon, soon did the flattering spell of their smile 
To a paradise brighten the blest little isle j 
Sefcuer the wave, as they looked on it, flowed, 

And warmer the rose, as they gathered it, glowed ! * 

Not the valleys Hera‘au (though watered by rills 
Of the pearliest flow, from those pastoi'al hills,* 

Where the song of the shepherd, primeval and wild, 

Was taught to the nymi)lis by their mystical cliild) 

Could display such a bloom of delight, as \va8 given 
' By the magic of love to this miniature Heaven I 

Oh, magic of love ! uuembellished by yon, 
lias the i^arden a blush or the berbage a hue ? 

Or blooms there a prospect in nature or art, 

Like the vista that shines through tho eye to tlic heart 't 

, Alas ! that a vieiim so happy should fade ! 

That, when morning around me in brilliancy played. 

The rose and the stream 1 had thought of at night 
Should still be before me. mifadingly bright ; 

While the friends, who had seemed to hang over the stream, 
And to gather the roses, IvmI lied wdth my dieam J 

But see, through the harbour, iu floating aiTay, 

The bark 'that must carry these pages away ** 

Impatiently flutters her vring to the wind, 

And will soon leave the bowers of Ariel behind ! 

What billows, what gales is sho fated to prove, 

Ere she sleep in the lea of tho land that I love ! 

Yet pleasant the swell of those billows w-ould bo, 

And the sound of those gales would be music to me ! 

' Mounlains of Sicily, upon which Daphnie, the limt inventor of btiooUc poetry, was nursed by 
the nymphs. 

■ A ship, ready to sail for England, 
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Not the tranquillest air that the winde ever blew, 
Not the silvery lapse of the 8iiminer*eve dew, 

Were as sweet as the breeze, or as bright as the foam 
Of the wave that would carry your wauderer home 1 


LOVE AND REASON. 

Vhomme commence a raisonnerj il cesse de sentirZ-V. J. Soitueatt, 

*Twas in the summer-time so sweet, 

When hearts and flowers are both in season, 

That— who, of all the world, should meet, 

One early dawn, but Love and Reason ! 

Love told his di’eam of yesternight, 

While Reason talked about tlm weather ; 

The morn, in sooth, was fair and bright, 

And on they took their way together. 

The l)oy in many a gambol flew, 

While Reason like a Juno stalked, 

And from her portly figure threw 
A lengthened shadow as she walked. 

No wonder Love, as on they passed, 

Should find the suni^y morning chill, 

For still the shadow Reason cast 
Fell on the boy, and cooled him still. 

In vain ha tried his wings to warm, 

Or find a pathway not so dim, 

For still the maid’s gigantic form 
Would pass between the sun and him I 

* This must not be,’ said little Love - < 

‘ The sun was made for more than you.* 

So, turning through a myrtle grove, 

He bid the portly nymph aclieu ! 

Now gaily roves the laughing l>oy 
O’er many a mead, hy many a stream ; 

In every hreoze inhaling joy, 

And drinking bliss in every beam! , 

From all the gardens, all the bowers. 

He culled the many sweets they shaded, 

And ate the fruits and smelt the flowers, 

Till taste was gone and odour faded ! 

But now the sun, in pomp of noon, 

Looked blazing o’er the parched plains ; 

Alas I the boy ^rew languid soon. 

And fever thrilled through all his veins ! 



SPiBTmS, 0DE9, AND OTEEB POEMS. 

Til© dew forsook his ba^y biw, 

’ Ko mor© with vivid bloom be smiled-- 

Ob \ where was tranquil BeMon now, 

To east her shadow o’er the child ? 

Beneath a green and aged palm. 

His foot at length for shelter naming, 

He saw the nymph reclining calm, 

With brow as cool as his was burning I 

* Oh ! take me to that bosom cold,’ 

In murmurs at her feet he said ; 

And Beason upcd her garment’s fold, 

And dung it round his fevered head. 

He felt her lx)som’8 icy touch, 

And soon it lulled his pulse to rest ; 

For, ah ! the chill was quite too much, 

And Love expired on Boason’s breast I 


TO FAKNY. 

Kav, do not weep, my Fanny dear ! 

While ill these arms you lie ; 

The world hath not a wish, a fear, 

That ought to ckCini one precious tear 
From that beloved eye ! 

The world 1— ah, Fanny ! Love musvi shun 
The path where many rove ,* 

One bosom to recline upon, 

One heart, to be his only one, 

Arc quite enough for Love ! 

What can wc wish, that is not here 
Between your arms and mine ? 

Is there on earth a space so dear, 

As that within the blessed sphere 
Two loving arras entwine ? 

For me, there’s not a lock of jet 
Along your temples curled, 

Within whose glossy, tangling net, 

My soul doth not, at once, forget 
All, all the worthless world I 

’Tis in your eyes, my sweetest love ! 

My only worlds 1 see ; 

Let but their orbs in sunshine move. 

And earth below, and skies above 
May frown or smile for me I 
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m BFisnm, odbb, awd otmem foems. 

ASPASIA. 

’Twas in tlio fair Aspaeia’s bower, 

Tliat Love and Learning many an Hour 
In dalliance met, and learning smiled 
With rapture on the playful child, 

Who wanton stole to lind his nest 
Within a fold of Learning’s vest ! 

There, as the listening statesman hiing 
In transport on Aspaais’s tongue, 

The destinies of Athevs took 
Their colour from Aspasia’s look. 

Oh, happy time J when laws of state, 

When all that ruled the country’s fate, 

In glory, quiet, or alarms, 

Was planned between two snowy arms I 

Sweet times ! you could not always last— 
And yet, oh ! yet, you arc not jiast ; 

Though wo have lost the sacred mould 
In which their men were oast of old. 
Woman, dear w-oman, still the same, 

While lips are balm and looks are flame* 
Wliile man jwsscsscs heart or eyes, 

Woman’s bright empire never dies ! 

Fanny, my love, they ne’er shall say 
That lieauty’s charm hath passed away ; 
No— give the universe a soul 
Attuned to womairs soft control, 

And Fanny hath the chainn, the skill, 

To wield a universe at will ! 


THE GRECIAN GIRL’S DREAM OF THE BLE»SSED ISLAND. 

TO HER LOVER. 


... 1 T< ICa^O¥ 

nv^ayopi^f, waroc re xtlpa^ aryjin^p ewuro?. 

A7roAA<tfv 7 r«pi U}iir,iPov---Oracu(. Metric, a Jo(tn,Oi}9optOott6ota 


Was it the moon, or was it nioming’s ray, 

That called thee, dearesst, from these arms away J 
I lingered still, in all the murmuring rest, 

The languor of a soul too richly blest ! 

Upon my breath thy sigh yet faintly hung; 

Thy name yet died m whispers o’er my tongue ; 


1 It WM imagined by soino of the ancients that 
there ie an ethereal ocean above us, and that the 
■an and moon are two fioatioff iuminoue islands, 
te which the suirits of the blessed reside. Accord- 


ingly, we find that the word (heeam was some- 
times svnonymoue with aijp, and that death was 
not unhcQuentiy called iropor, or * tba 

passage of the ocean.* 



Epmnss, ODEB, Am otosm ^bmb, m 

^ 1 be^rd tby lyre, wbicb thou badat left behind, 

* In amorous oonverse with the breathing urind ; 

Quick to my heart 1 pr«seed the shell mvine, 

And with a lip yet Rowing warm from thine, ^ 

I kissed its every chord, while every kiss 
Shed o'er the chord some dewy prjat of bliss. 

Then soft to thee I touched the fervid lyre, 

Which told such melodies, such notes of lire, 

As none but chords that drank the burning dews 
Of kisses dear as ours could e'er diffuse ! 

Oh love ! how blissful is the bland repose 
That soothing follows upon rapture’s close, 

Like a soft twibght, o’er the mind to shed 
Mild melting traces of the trauspoit fled I 


While thus 1 lay, iu this voluptuous calm* 

A drowsy languor steeped my eyes in 'bal^ 

Upon my lap the lyre m murmurs fell, 

While, feintly wandering o’er its silver shell, 

My fingers soon their own sweet requiem played, 
And slept in music which themselves had made ! 
Then, tnen, my Theon, wliat a heavenly dream ! 

1 saw two spirits on the lunar beam, 

Tw'o winged boys, descending from above, 

And gliding to my l)owcr wiai looks of love, 

Like the young genii, who repose their wings 
All clay in Amatha’s Itftnirious springs,^ 

.And nae at midnight, from the tepid nil, 

To cool their plumes upon some moonlight hill I 
Soft o’er my brow^ w'hich kindled with "their sighs, 
Aw’luJe they playtad ; then gliding through my eyes 
(Where the bright babies for a moment hung, 

Like those thy lip hath kissed, tliy lyre hath sung), 
'JV> that dim mansion of my breast they stole, 
Where, wreathed in blisses, lay my captive soul. 
Swift at their touch dissolved the ties that clung 
So sweetly round her, and aloft she sprung ! 
Exulting guides, the little genii flew 
Through paths of light, refreshed with stai-ry dew, 
And fanned by airs of that ambrosial breath. 

On which the free soul Imnquets after death ! 


Thou know’’st, my love, beyond our clouded skies, 

As bards have dreamed, the spirits’ kingdom lies, 
Through that fair dime a sea of other rolls, 

Gemmed with bright islands, where the hallowed souls, 
Whom life hath wearied in its race of hours, 
llepDse for ever in unfading bowers ! 


• 

^ EnnapinH, in his L\fe ofJamlUehin^ tells ns Of . 
two beautiful little spirits or loves, which Jam* 
bliehus raised by enchantment from the warm 
spring^ at Gadara; ‘dieeu* astantibus (says the 


author of the Vii Faiidici^ p. 160) iUoB eSse loci 
Geuios which words, however, are not in Bona- 
plus. 

I find hrom CeUarlnB, that Amatba. in the 
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That very orb, whose solitary light 
So often guides thee to arms at nighty 
Is no chili planet, but an isle of love, 

Floating in splendour through those seas above J 
Thither, 1 thought, we winged our airy way, 
Mild oV its vaDeys streamed a silvery day, 
While all arotnd, on lily beds of rest, 

Reclined the spirits of the immortal Blest 
Oh ! there I met those few congenial maids, 
Whom love hath warmed, in philosophic siiades ; 
There still -Leontium,^ on her sage’s breast, 
Found lore and love, was tutored and caressed ; 
And there the twine of Pythia’s ^ gentle arms 
Repaid the zeal which deified her charms 1 
The Attic Master,^ in Asmsia’s eyes, 

Forgot the toil of less endearing tics ; 

While fair Theano,^ innocently fair, 

Played "aith the ringlets of her iSamiau’s hair,® 
Who, fixed by love, at length was all her own, 
And jjassed his spirit through her lijis alone ! , 
Oh Samian sage ! whatever thy glowing thought 
Of mystic Nximbers hath divinely wrought, 

The One that’s formed of Tw^o who dearly lox e. 
Is the best number Heaven can botvst above ! 


fleiirhbofirltood of Gadara, was also celebrated 
for its warm spriii^rg, and I have preferred It as 
a more poetical name than Gadara. 

^ There were various opinions among the 
ancients with respect to their lunar establish' , 
ment ; sorao nuide it an elysium, and others a 
purgatory ; while some supposed it to be a kind 
of entrepdi between heaven and earth, where 
souls which hod left their bodies, and those (hat 
were on their way to join them, were deriosited 
in the valleys of Hoeatc, and remained till farther 
orders. Tois mpi o-eAijpijv aepi Aeymv ovtm 
KaroiKHV, Kui air’ avriff Karoj xtuput' Hi ttjv 
irfipivetov Yei'ciriv.— iS/o6. bb. i. JSetoff. Phyak. 

“The pupil and mistress ot Kpiourus, who 
called her Ins Mear little Leontium’ (AeoKTOpior), 
as appears bv a fragment of one of his Letter* in 
Laertius. I’uis Leontium was u woman of (alent ; 
•she had the impudence (says Cicero) to Write 
against Theophrastus and, at the same time, 
Cicero gives her a name which is neither polite 
DOT tranalaleable. ' Merctricula etiam Leontium 
contra Theopbrastum scribere ausa ost.'-P^ 
Jfatur, Dear. She left a daughter, called Danac, 
who was jnst as rigid an Epiinirean as iicr 
mother; something iiKe Wicland's Danae in 
Agiithon. 

It would sound much better, I think, if the 
name were Leontia, as it CKrenrs the first thno in 
Laertius; bntM. Menage will not bear of this 
reading. 

• Pythia was a woman whom Aristotle loved, 
and to whom, after her death, he paid divine 
honours, solemnizing her memory 1^ the same 
saorifices which the Athenians offered to the 
goddess (Teres. For this impious gallantry the 


philosopher was ot course censured, It would 
be well, however, if some of our modern Stagy- 
*¥itcs hud a little ot tills superstition about tlic 
memory of their mistresses. , 

* SocratCb, who used to console himself in the 
society of Atipasia for those * less endearing nes ' 
winch he found at home witli Xantippe. For an 
acconnt of this extraordinary creature, Aspasia, 
and her school ot erudite luxury at Athens, see 
L’Mi9to%rn de f^Aiademie, etc., lorn. xixi. p. 6D. 
Sdgur rather fails on the subject of Aspusia. Xfi 
I'mmest tom. i. p. 122. 

The author of tlie Vogage du l^onde de J>e- 
cartn has also placed those phiJosophers in the 
moon, and has aPottod Seigneimes to them, us 
well UR to the Mronomeis (part 2, p. 143) ; but 
be ought not to have forgotten their wives and 
mislressec; 'curai non ipsa in niurtc rchu' 
quunt/ 

“ Z'hcre are some sensible letters extant under 
iiie name of this fair Pythagorean. They are 
addressed to her female frienos upon the educa- 
tion of children, (he tieatmcnt of servants, etc. 
One, in particular, to Nicostrata, whoso husband 
had given lier reasons for jealousy, contains such 
truly eonsideruie and rational advice, that it 
ought to be translated for the edification of all 
married ladies, Sec GaW* OpuecuL Myth. Phy*^ 
p.741, 

^Pythagoras was remarkable for fine hair, and 
Dr. Thiers (in hie ffigUntede* Perruquet) seems^to 
take for granted it was all his own, as he has not 
mentioned him among thoac ancients who were 
obliged to have recourse to the 'coma appoai- 
titla.’— de* perruque*^ chap, 1. 
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But think, my Theou, how this soul was tlirillod, 
. When near a fount, tirhich o’er the vale diutiiled, 
My fancy’s eye beheld a form recline, 

Of lunar race, but so resembling thine. 

That, oh 1— ’twas but fidelity in me, • 

To fly, to clasp, and worship it for thee ! 

Ko aid of words the unbodied soul requiz^s 
To waft a wish, or embassy desires ; 

But, by a throb to spirits only given, 

By a mute impulse, only felt in heaven, 

Swifter than meteor shaft through summer skies. 
From soul to soul the glanced idea flies ! 


We met— like thee the youthful vision smiled i 
But not like thee, when passionately wild, 

Thou wak’st the slumbering blushes of my cheek, 
By looking things thyself would blush to speak 1 
No ; ’twas the tender, intellectual smile, 

Flashed with the past, and yet serene the while, 
Of that delicious hour when, glowing yet, 

Thou yield’st to nature with a fond regret, 

And thy soul, waking from its wildered dream, 
Lights in thine eye a mellower, chastei- beam ! 


Oh, my beloved ! bow divinely sweet 
Is the pure joy, when ^indred spirits meet I 
The Elean god,^ whase faithful waters flow, 

• With love their only light, through caves below^ 
Wafting in triumph all the flowery braids, 

And feS»al rings, with which Olympic maids 
Have decked his billow, as an offering meet 
I’o pour at Aretliusa’s crystal feet ! 

Think, when he mingles with his fountain-bride, 
What perfect rapture thrills the blended tide I 
Each melts in each, till one pervading kiss 
Confound their currents in a sea' of bliss ! 

’Twas thus— 

But, Theon, ’tie a weary theme, 
And thou delight’st not in my lingering dream. 
Oh ! that our lips w'ere, at tliis moment, near, 
And I would kiss thee into patience, dear ! 

And make thee smile at all the magic tales 
Of star-light bowers and planetary vales, 

Which my fond soul, inspired by thee and love, 
In slumber’s loom hath excpiisitely wove. 

But no ; no more— soon as to-morrow’s ray 
O’er soft Ilissus shall dissolve away, 


• * The river AlpheuB, which flowed by Pisa or 
Olympia, and into which it was customary to 
throw ofleringa of dLiTeront kinds during the 
eelebration of the Olympic aames. In the pretty 


romance of CUtopkon and the river is 

supposed to carry these offerm^ as bridid gilts 
to the fountain Arethusa. 
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ril fly, my Theott, to thy burning breast, 

And there in murmurs tell thee ail ihe rest : 

Then, if too wealt, too cold the vision seems, 

Thy lip shall teach me something more lhan dreams 1 


THE'STEEESMAN’S song. 

WHITTEN aboaud th® boston yniGATE, 28 th APH1L.‘ 

When freshly blows the northern gale, 

And under courses snug we fly ; 

When lighter breezes swell the sail, 

And royals proudly sweep the sky, 

’Longside the wheel, unwearied still 
I stand, and as my watchful eye 
Doth nmrk the needle’s faithful thrill, 

1 think of her 1 love, and cry, 

Port, my boy 1 port 

When calms delay, or breezes blow 
Right from the point we wish to steer ^ 

When by the wind close-hauled we go, 

And strive in vain the port to near ; 

I think ’tis thus the Fates defer 
Wy bliss with one that’s far away ; 

And while remembrance springs to her, 

1 watch the sails, hnd sighing say, 

Thus, iny boy ! thus. 

But see the -wind draws kindly aft, 

All hands are up the yards to square, 

Aud now the floating stu’u-siuLs waft 
Our stately shij) through waves and air. 

Oh ! then 1 think that yet for me 
Some breeze of Fortune thus may spring, 

Some breeze to waft me, love, to thee 1 
And in that hope f smiling sing, 

Steady, boy ! so. 


TO CI.OE. 


IMITATED EROM MAPTIAL. 


I COULD resign that eye of blue, 

Howe’er it burn, howe’er it thrill me ; 
And though your lip be rich with dew, 
To lose it, Cloe, scarce would kill mo . 


* t left Bermuda in the Boston, about the 
mfaldlS of April, in company with the Cambrian 
and aboard the latter of which was the 

Admiral, Sir Andrew Mitchell, who brides his 


year between Haliikt and Bermuda, and is 
very soul of eodety and good-fellowship to both. 
We separated in a few days, and the Boston after 
a short cruiss proceeded toNew York. 
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That Emowy neck I ne’er shouW misu, 

• However warm IVe twined it I 
And though your bosom beat with bli^ 

I think my soul could live without it. 

« 

In short, I’ve learned so well to last, 

That, sooth my love, I kno-^not whether 
1 might not bring myself at last 
Tch-do without you altogether I 


‘ TO TflE FIRE-PLY.* 

This morning, when the earth and sky 
Were burning with the blush of spring, 

I saw thee not, thou humble fly ! 

Nor thought upon thy gleaming, wing. 

But now the skies have lost their hue, 

And sunny lights no longer play, 

1 see thee, and J bless thee too 
For sparkling o’er the dreary way. 

Oh ! let me hope that thus for me, 

When life and love shall lose their bloom, 
Some milder joys n^y come, like thee, 

To light, if not to warm the gloom ! 


THE VASE. 

There was a vase of odour lay 
For many an hour on Beauty’s shrine. 

So sweet tliat love went every day 
To banquet on its breath divine. 

And not an oyc had ever seen 
The fragrant chann the vose concealed ; 
Oh Love ! how happy ’twould have been, 
If thou hadst ne’er that charm revealed ! 


But Love, like every other boy, 

Would know the spell that lurks within; 
He wished to break the crystal toy, 

But Beauty murmured ‘ ’twas a sin !’ 


* The lively and unvaryiiiff illumination with 
ivhicli tlie»c m-flies lt;;ht up the woods at night 
gives qiuite un idea of enchantment. ' Fui» oes 
mouchee sc ddveloppant dc I'obecuritd dc oes 
arbres et s’approchant dc nous, nous ks voyioaa 


8ur lea Grangers voisiins, quils mettoient tout 
en feu, npus reudant la vno de Icurs beaux fruits 
dor^a quo la nuit avait ravie,^ etc. etc,— -See 
i'Mwtoire de$ AntiUeii, art. 2, chap. 4, Uv, 1. 
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He iwore, wiiili many a tender plem 
That neither Heaven nor Earth forbad it i 

She told him, Virtue kept the key, 

, And looked aa if— -she wished he had it I 

He stole the Jtey when Virtue slept 
(Even she can sleep, if Love but ask it), 

And Beauty sighed, and Beauty wept, 

'While silly Love unlocked the casket 

Oh dulcet ail* that vanished then ! 

Can Beauty’s sigh recall thee ever ? 

Can Love himself inhale again 
A breath so precious ?— never, never 1 

Go, maiden, weep— the tears of woe 
By Beauty to repentance given, 

Though bitterly on earth Ihey flow, 

Shall turn to fragrant balm in Heaven ! 


THE WREATH AND THE CHAIN, 

I BRING thee, love, a golden chain, 

I bring thee too a flop^ery wreath ; 

The gold shall never wear a stain, 

The flowerets long shall sweetly breathe 1 
Come, tell me which the tie shall be 
To bind tliy gentle heart to me. 

The Chain is of a splendid thread, 

Stolen from Minerva’s yellow hair, 

Just when the setting sun had shed 
The sober beam of evening there. 

The Wreath’s of brightest myrtle w(we, 

With brilliant tears of bliss amoug it, 

And many a rose-leaf, culled by Love, 

To heal his lip when bees have stung it ! 
Come, tell me which the tie sliall be 
To bind thy gentle hei»i*t to me. 

Yes, yes, I read that ready eye, 

“Which answers when the tongue is loth, 
Thou lik’st the form of either tie. 

And hold’st thy playful hands for both. 

And ! if there were not something wrong, 

The world would see them blended oft ; 

The Chain would make the Wreath so strong ’ 
The Wreath would make the Chain so soft 1 
Then might the gold, the flowerets be 
Sweet fetters for my love and me 1 
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But, Fanny, so unbkst they imine, 

That (Heaven alone can tell the Jfiawn) 
When mingled thus they cease to shine. 

Or shinelbut for a transient season I 
Whether the chain may press too much, • 
Or that the Wreath is slightly braided, 

Let but the gold the dowerots ft>uch, 

And all their glow, their tints, are faded I 
Sweet Fanny, what would Rapture do, 
ynien all ner blooms had lost their grace ? 
Might she not steal a rose or two 
From other wreaths, to fill their place s 
Oh ! better to be always free. 

Than thus to .bind my love to me. 


The timid girl now hung her head, 

And, as she turned an upward glance, 

1 saw a doubt its twilight spread 
Along her browns divine expanse. 

Just then the garland's dearest rose 
Gave one of its seducing sighs — 

Oh ! who cau ask how Fanny chose, 

That ever looked in Fanny’s eyes ! 

‘The wreath, my life, the wreath shall be 
The tie to bind my soul to thee 1’ 


TO 

And hast thou marked the pensive shade, 

That many a time obscures ray brow, 

’Midst all the blisses, darling maid 
Which thou canst give, and only thou ? 

Oh ! ’tis not that I then forget 
The endearing charms that round me twine— 
There never throbbed a bosom yet 
Could feel their witchery, like mine ! 

When bashful on my bosom hid, 

And blushing to have felt so blest. 

Thou dost but lift thy languid lid, 

Again to close it on my breast ! 

Oh ! these arc minutes all thine own, 

Thine own to give, and mine to feel, 

Yet, even in them, ray heart has known 
The sigh to rise, the tear to steal. 

For 1 have thought of former hours, 

When he who first thy soul possessed, 

Like me awaked its witching powers, 

Like me was loved, like me was blest 1 
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Upon hiif name tliy mnimuring tongue 
Perhaps hath Ail as sweetly dwelt 5 

For him that snowy lid hath hung 
In ecstasy, as purely felt ! 

f'or him— yet why the past recall 
To wither Jjloottia of present bliss? 

Thou’rt now my own, 1 claSp thee all, 

And Heaven can ^ant no more than this ! 

Forgive me, dearest, oh ! forgive ; 

1 would be first, be sole to thee ; * 

Thou shouldst but have begun to live 
The hour that gave thy heart to me. 

Thy book of life till then effaced, 

Love should have kept that leaf alone, 

On which he first so dearly traced 
That thou wert, soul and all, my ow^n ! 


EPISTLE VI. 

TO LOUD VISCOUNT FOKBES. 

FROM THE cm OP WA-SHINGTON. 

KAl MM eAYMASHlS MHT El MAKPOTEPAN VErPA^A THN EniSTOAHN, MHA' El 
TI HEPIEPrOTEPON H nPESBYTlKhTEPON EIPUKAMEN EAYTIL 

Imiraf. Epist. iv, 

Ip former times had never left a trace 
Of human frailty in their sha^lowy race, 

Nor o’er their pathway written, as they ran, 

One dark memorial of the crimes of man ; 

If every age, in new unconscious prime, 

Rose, hke a phoenix, from the fires of time, 

To wing its way uuguided and alone, 

The future smiling and the past ui)knov\T:i ! 

Then ardent man would to himself be new, 

Earth at his foot and heaven within his view ; 

Well might the novice hope, the sanguine scheme 
, Of full perfection promjjt his daring dream, 

Ere cold experience, witli her veteran lore, 

Could tell him, fools liad dreamed as much before ' 

Blit tracing, as we do, through age and dime, 

Tlie plana of virtue ’midst the deeds of enme, 

The thinking follies and the reasoning rage 
Of man, at once the idiot and the sage, 

When still v/e see, through every varying frame 
Of arts and polity, Ins course the same, ' 

And know" that ancient fools but died to make 
A space on earth for modern fools to take ; 

’Tis strange, how quickly we the past forget ; 

That Wisdom’s self should not be tutored yet. 
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HI 


Nor tire of vat^ching, for the znonstroua birth 

. Of pure perfeej^u m49t the ol i^arth ! 

Oh ! notuiug but that eoul which God given, 
Could lead us thus to look on earth for heaveu ; 

O'er dross without to shed the dame within,. 

And dream of virtue while we gaze on sin i 
Even here, beside the proud Pol^wmac^e stream, 
Might sages still pursue, the datterii^ theme 
Of days to come, when man shall conquer Pate, 

Rise o’er the level of his mortal state, 

Belie the monuments of frailty past, 

And stamp perfection on this world at last ! 

‘ Here,’ might they say, • shall Power’s divided reign 
Evince that patriots have not bled in vain, 

Here godlike liberty’s herculean youth, 

Cradled in peace, and nurtured up by truth 
To full matunty of nerve and mind, 

Shall crush the giants that bestride mankind 
Here shall Religion’s pure and balmy draught, 

In form no moi'e from cups of state be quaffed, 

But flow for all, tlirough nation, rank, and sect, 

Free as that heaven its tranquil waves reflect. 
Around the columns of the public shrine 
Shall growing arts their gradual wreath ent^dne, 

Nor breathe corruption from tijeir flowering braid, 
Nor mine that fabric which they bloom to shade. 

No longer here sliall Justice bound her view, 

Or wrong the many, ^hile she rights the few ; 

, But take her range through all tlie social frame, 

Pure and pervading as that vital flame, 

Which warms at once our l>est and meanest pait, 
Aud thrills a hair while it expands a heart t’ 

Oh, golden dream ! what sonl that loves to scan 
The brightness rather than the shades of man, 

That owns the good, while smarting with the ill, 

Aud loves the world w'itU all its frailty still — 

What ardent bosom does not spring to meet 
The generous hope with all that heavenly heat, 
Which makes the soul unwilling to resign 
The thoughts of growing, even on earth," divine ! 

Yes, deai'cst Forbes, 1 see thee glow to think 
The chain of ages yet may boast a link 
Of purer texture than the world has known, 

And fit to bind us to a Godhead’s throne ! 


But, is it thus ? doth even |he glorious dream 
Borrow from truth that dim uncertain gleam, 


* Thus Morse; ‘Here the sciences and the arts 
•of eiyilised hfe are to receive their hii^liest im- 
provements; here civil and reli^ous liberty are 
to flourish, unchecked by the cruel hand of civil 
or eooleaiastkial tyranny; here genius, aided by 


dtl the improvements of former ages, is to be 
exerted in huiitaniziug mankind, in expandina 
and enrichinff their minds with religious and 
philoBophicalkttowledge,* ete. etc.— P. 669. 
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Which bids us give.BUch dear delueion seope^ 

Ab kills uot reason^, while it nurses hope t 
Ho, no, believe we, ’tie not so— even now, 

While yet upon Ccininbia's rising brow 

Her blo^ is poisoned, anifher h^t dilLs^ l 
Even now, in dawn of life, her sickly breath 
Bums with the taint of empires near tbeir death, 
And, like the nymphs of her own withering clime, 
She's old in youth, she's blasted in her prims 

Already has the child of Gallia's school, 

The foubThilosophy that sins by rule, 

With all her train of reasoning, damning arts, 
Begot by brilliant beads or worthless hearts, 
like things that quicken after Hilus' flood, 

The venomed birth of sunshine and of mud ! 
Already has she poured her poison here 
O’er every charm that makes existence dear, 
Already blighted, with her blackening trace, 

The opening bloom of every social grace, 

And aU those courtesies that Icve to shoot 
Bound Virtue’s stem, the flow'erets of her fruit 1 


Oh J were these errors but the wanton tide 
Of young luxuriance or unchastened pride ; 
The fervid follies and the faults of such 
As wrongly feel, because Ifoey feel too much ; 
Then might experience make the fever leas 
Nay, graft a virtue on each warm excess j 
But no ; ’tis heartless, speculative ill, 

All youth’s transgression with nil age’s chill, 
The apathy of wrong, the bosom*s ice, 

A slow and cold stagnation into vice ! 


Long has the love of gold, that meanest rage 
And latest folly of man’s sinking age, 

Which, rarely venturing in the van of life, 
While nobler passions wage their heated strife, 
Comes skulking last, with selfishness and fear, 
And dies, collecting lumber in the rear ! 

Long has it palsied everjf^vasping hand 
Ana gieedy spirit through this bartering land ; 
Turned life to traffic, set the demon GoM 
So loose abroad, that Virtue’s seif is sold, 

And conscience, truth, aud honesty, are made 
To rise and fall, like other wares of trade I 


' What will be the old age of this government, 
If It is thuB early decrepit I' Such was the 
remark of Fauchet, the French minister at Phila- 
4<dphia, in that famoos despatch to his goveni- 
meat which was intercepted by one of our 
etalsera in the year 17»4. This curious memorial 
msf be found in Porcupine’s works, vol. i p. 279. 


It remains a striking monument of republican 
intrigue on one side, and republican profligacy 
on tne other; and 1 would recommend the 
perusal of it to every honest politician who may 
labour under a moment’s delusion with respect 
to the purity of American patriotism. 
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Alrea<?y iu this free, this virtuous ststc, 

■ Which* Frenchmen toll ns, was ordained by Fate, 

To show the world what high perfection springs 

From rabble senators and mer<mant 

Even here already patriots learn to stem * 

Their private i)erq tiisite from imblio weal, 

And, guardians of the country's Wred fire. 

Like Afric’s priests, they let the flame for hire I 
Tliose vaunted demagogues, who nobly rose 
From England's debtors to be England's foes,^ 

Who could their monarch iirtbeir pnrae forg^ 

And break allegiance but to cancel debt,® 

Have proved at length the mineral’s tempting hue 
Which makes a patriot;, can unmake him too.^ 

Oh ! Freedom, Freedom, how 1 hate thy, cant I 
N ot Eastern bombast, not the savage rant 
Of piiipled madmen, were they nun^bered all 
From Koman Nero down to Euesian Paul, 

Could grate upon niy car so mean, so base, 

As the rank jargon of that factious race, 

Who, poor of heart and prodigal of words, 

Bom to l)e slaves aiid Btmgghug to be lords, ^ 

But pant for licence, while tiiey spurn control, 

And shout for rights, with rapine in their soul I 
Wlio can, with patience, for a moment sht 
The medley mass of pride and misery, 

Of whips and charte)|8, manacles and rights, 

Of slaving blacks and democratic whites/ 

• And all the piebald polity that reigns 
111 free confusion o’er Columbia's piaine ? 

To think tliat man, thou just and gentle God 
Should stand before thee, with a tyrant's rod 
O'er creatures like himself, with soul from thet. 

Yet dure to boast of jierfect liberty : 

Away, away— I’d rather hold my neck 
* By doubtful tenure from a sultan’s beck, 

In climes whore liberty has scarce been named, 

Nor any right but that of ruling claimed, 

Than thus "to live, where bastard freedom waves 
I ler fustian flag in mockery over slaves ; 

^ I trust I shall not be suspected of a wish to See l^reupine^» Account qfthe Fcnncyhania 
iustify those arbitrary steps of the English I/mrrc^fiion in J7&4. 

liovernroent which the Colonics found It so ^ In Virginia the effects of this system begin 
TiecebBarv to resist; my only object here is to to be felt rather seriously. While the master 
expo e the selfish motives of some of the leading raves of freedom, the slave cannot but catch the 
American demagogues. contagion, and accordingly there seldom elapses 

* The most persevering enemy to the interests a month without some alarm of insurrection 
of this country, amongst the politicians of the amon^ the negroes. The accession of Louisiana, 
western world, has been a Virginian merchant, it is reared, will increase this .embarrassment: 
who, landing it easier to settle ms conscience than os the numerous emigrations which are expected 
Ais debts, was one of the first to ndse the stan* to take place from Inc Southern States to (hia 
dnrd against Great Britain, and has ever elnte newly-acquired territot^ will considerably diml* 
endeavoured to re\'enge upon the whole country nish the white popnlation, and thus strengthen 
the obligations which be lies under to a few of the proportion oif negroes to a degree which muit 
Hs merchants. ultimately be rainous, 
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Where (motley laws admittmg no degree 
Betwixt the vilely slaved and madly free) 

Alike the bondage and the licence snit. 

The brute made ruler and the man made brute ! 

But, oh my Forbes ! while th\i8 in flowerleSs song, 

I feebly paintVhat yet I feel so strong-^ 

The ills, the vices of the land, where first 

Those rebel fiends that rack the wdrld were nurst - 

Where treason’s arm by royalty was nerved, 

And Frenchmen learnM to crush the throne they served 
Thou, gently lulled in dreams of classic thought, 

By bards illumined and by sages taught, 

Pant’st to be all, upon this mortal scene, 

That bard hath fancied or that sage hath been ! 

Why should I wake then ? why severely chase 
The lovely forms of virtue and of grace, 

That dwell before time, like the pictures spread 
By Spartan matrons round the genial bed, 

Moulding thy fancy, and with gradual art 
Biightening the young conceptions of thy hemt ! 

Forgive me, Forbes — ^aiid should the song destroy 
One generous hoj^e, one throb of social joy, 

One high pulsation of the zoaI for man, 

Which few can feel, and bless that few who can 1 
Oh ! turn to him, ben eatl% whose kindred eyes 
I'hy talents oi»en and tliy virtues rise, 

Forget where Nature has been dark or dim, 

And jiroudly study all her lights in him ! 

Yes, yes, in him the erring world forget, 

And feel that man may reach perfection ycd. 


LYINO, 

Che eon le lor bugie p%jou divinj.— d’Arcano, 

I po confess, in many a sigh. 

My lips liave breathed you many a lie, 
And who, with such delights in view, 
Would lose them for a lie or two ! 

Nay— look not thus, -with brow reproving ; 
Lies are, my dear, the soul of loving ! 

If half we tell the girls were true, 

If half wo swear to think and do, 

Were aught but lying’s bright illusion, 

The \vorld would be in strange confusion ! 
If ladies' eyes were, eveiy one, 

As lovers swear, a radiant sun. 

Astronomy should leave the elaes, 

To learn her lore in ladies’ eyes 1 
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Oh no bfilievo me, lovely girl^ 

• When Nafcnire turua your teeth to pearl, 
Your neck to snow, your eyes to fir% 

Your yellow locks to golden wire, 

Then, only then, can Heaven decree * 
That yon should live for only me, 

Or 1 for you, as, night and nabm, 

WeVe swearing kissed, and kissing swom I 
And now, my gentle hints to clear, 

For once, I’ll tell you truth, my dear I 
Whenever you may chance to meet 
A loving youtli, whose love is sweet, 

Long as you’re false and he believes you, 

■ Long as yoa trust and he decei\e8 yon, 

8o long the blissful bond endures ; 

And while he lies, bis heart is yours ; 

But, oh ! you’ve wholly lost the youth 
The instant that he tells you truth ! 


SONO. 

I’liE wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 
la fair— but oh ! how fair, 

If Pity’s hand had stolen from Love 
One leaf to inin||le there \ 

ff every rose ■with gold were tied, 

Did gems for dew-drops fall, 

One faded leaf where Lc)vo had sighed 
Were sweetly worth them all 1 

The wTcath you wove, the wTeath you wore 
Our emblem well may be ; 
fts bloom is yotu*s, but hoj)eless love 
Must keep its tears for me ! 


AKACREOKTIO. 

I FILLED t(» thee, to thee 1 drank, 

I nothing did but drink and fill ; 

The bowl by turns was bright and blank, 
’Tw'as drinking, filling, drinking still I 

At length 1 bid an artist paint 
Thy iraace in this ample cup, 

That I might see the dimpled saint 
To whom I quaffed my nectar up. 

Behokb bow bright that purple lip 
Is blushing through the W'ave at me f 
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Every roseate drop I siy 
Is just like kissing vine ftom I 

But, ok ! I drink the more £or this ; 

, For, ever when the draught I drWEi 
‘ Thy lip invites another kiss, 

And ii^ the nectar dows again ! 

So, here’s to theOi my gentle dear ! 

And may that eye for ever shine 
Beneath as soft and sweet a tear 
As bathes it in this bowl of mine { 


TO \S PICTUBR 

Go, then, if she whose shade thou art 
No more will let thee soothe my pain — 
Yet tell her, it has cost this heart 
Some pangs, to give thoe back again 1 

Tell her, the smile was not so dear 
With wliich she made thy semblance mine. 
As hitter is the burning tear, 

With w'hicU I now the gift resign ! 

Yet go— and could she still restore, 

As some exchange for taking thee, 

The tranquil look which first I wore, 

When her eyes found me wild and free : 

Could she give back the careless flow, 

The spirit w^hicb my fancy knew — 

Yet, ah ! ’tis vain — go, picture, go — 

Smile at me once, "and then-^ieu ! 


FRAGMENT OF A MYTHOLOGICAL HYMN TO LOVE. 


Blest infant of eternity ! 

Before the day-star learned to move, 

In pomp of fire, along his grand career, 

Glancing the beamy shafts of light 
From his rich quiver to the farthest sphere, 

Thou wert alone, oh Love ! 

Nestling beneath the wings of ancient night, 
Whose horrors seemed to smile in shadowing thee ! 


* Love and Peyche are here considered astho 
active and passive principles of creation, and 
the universe is supposed to have received its first 
harmonizing impulse ftom the nuptial sympathy 
between these two powers, A marri^e is gene- 
rally the first step in cosmosrony, Timasus held 
Form to bo i/he father, and Matter the mother of' 


the World ; Flion and Berouth, I think, are San- 
choniatho's first spiritual lovers, and Manco< 
capac and his wife introduced creation amongst 
the Peruvians. In short. Harlequin seems to have 
studied cosmogonies, when he said, *tutto il 
moiido d fatto come la nostra (lunigHa.* 
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• No of beauty soothed thine eye^ 

As through the dim expanse it wandered wide ; 
No kindled aptrit caught thy sigh^ 

As o^er the watefry waste it lingering died I 

Unfelt the pulse^ unknown the power, 

That latent in his heart was sleeping ; 

Oh Sympathy ! that lonely liour 
Saw £ove himself by absence weeping ! 

But look what glory through the darkness beams ! 
Celestial airs along the water glide : 

What spirit art thou, moving o’er the tide 
So lovely? art thou but the child 
Of the young godhead’s dreams, 

That mock his hope with fancies stran^ and wild ? 
Or were his tears, as quick they fwl, 

Collected in so bright a lorm^ 

Till, kindled by the ardent spell 
Of his desiring eyes, 

And all impregnate with his sighs. 

They spring to life in shape so fair and warm ? 

’Tis she ! 

Psyche, the lirst-bom spirit of the air. 

To thee, oh Love ! she turns, 

On thee her ey^beam burns : 

Blest hour of uupnal ecstasy ! 

. They meet — 

The blooming god— the spirit fair — 

Oh ! sweet, oh heavenly sweet ! 

Now, Sympathy, the hour is thine ; 

All nature feels the thrill divine, 

The veil of Chaos is withdrawn, 

A^nd their first kiss is great Creation’s diwn I 

* ih * 4 # 


TO HIS KEKENE HlCrHEESS 

THE DUKE OF MONTPENSIEPw, 

ON HIS POKTRAIT OF HIE LADY ADELAIDE F-RB-S. 

Vomngton Park, 18(NS; 

To catch the thought, by painting’s spell, 
Howe’er remote, howe’er refined, 

And o’er the magic tablet tell 
The silent story of the mind ; 

O’er Nature’s form to glance the eye, 

And fix, by mimic light and shade, 

Her morning tinges ere they fly, 

Her evening blushes ere they fade ! 


U 
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These are the pencil’s grandest thes)i|9, 
Divinest of the powers divine 
That light the Muse’s flowery dream, 

And these, oh Prince ! are richly thine ! 

Yet, yet, when Friendship sees the trace, 

In emaiiating soul expressed, 

Tlie sweet memorial of a face 
On which her eye delights to rest ; 

While o’er the lovely look serene, 

Tho smile of peace, the bloom of youth, 

The cheek that bhishes to bo seen, 

The eye that tells the bosom’s truth ; 

While o’er each line, so brightly true, 

Her soul with fond attention loves, 
Pleasing tho hand wliose various hue 
Could imitate the form it loves ; 

She feels the value of thy art, 

And owns it w'ith a paioi* zeal, 

A rapture, nearer to her heart 
Tlian critic taste can ever feci S 


THE PHILOSOPHER AKTSTIP- 
PUS.^ 

TO A LAMP WHICH WAS OIVMN HIM 
BY LAIS. 

Hnicifl conscia loetuli luccrua. 

’—Martial^ lib, xiv. cpig, 89. 

Oh ! love the Lamp (my mistress 
said), 

The faithful lamp that, many anight, 
Reside tliy Lais’ lonely bed 
Has kept his little watch of light ! 

* fhill often has it seen her weej), 

And fix her eye upon its flame^ 

Till, wcarj^ she has sunk to sleep, 
Repeating her beloved’s name I 


* It waa not very dilli^'ult to become o phiio- 
flopher auiong'st the ftneients. A moUenile store 
of learning, with a conBlderable portion of confix 
dence, and wit enough to produce an oecafitotiiU 
Apophthegm, were all the nceoHBury quahticutiona 
for the purpose. Tho principles of moral science 
wore so very imperfe<aly understood, that the 
founder of a new sect, in forming his ethical 
code, might, consulteitlior huicy or temjwraiueut, 
and adapt it to his own passionh and propensities; 
JO that Mahomet, with a little more learning, 

jih>diL nave duuriahed us a pluluaopher la Choso 


H>ft has it known her cheek to bum 
‘ With recollcctioos, fondly free, 

And seen her turn, imphHsioucd turn, 
To kiss tlie pillow, love I fur 
And, in a munnur, wish thee there, 
That kiss to fool, tliat thought to 
sliaro ! 

• nien love theLamp ! —'twill often lead 
Thy step through Learning’s sacred 
w’ay ; 

And, lighted by its happy ray, 
Whene’er those darling eyes shall read 
Of things sublime, of Nature's birth, 
Of all that’s bright in hea\'on oi- tjarth, 
Oh ! think that she, by whom ’twas 
given, 

Adores thee more than earth or Iieavcn !’ 


day.**, and would have required but the polish ol 
the fichools to become the rival ofAriaUppus in 
morality. In the seiouoe of nature, too, though 
they discovered some valuable trutho, yet they 
seemed not to know that they were truths, or al 
least were as well eatlsflea with errors; and 
Xenophanes, who asserted, that the stws were 
Igneous clouds, lighted up every night and extirt- 
guished again in the morning, was thought and 
styled a philosopher^ as generally as he who 
anticipated INcwtoii m developing the arrange* 
meut of the univer^i. 
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Yes, dearest Lamp ! by every obarm 
On which thy midnight beam has 
hung 

The neck reclined^ the graceful arm 
Acjross the brow of ivory flung; 

The heaving bosom, partly hid, 

The severed lips’ delicious sighs, 

The fringe, that from the snowy lid 
Along the cheek of roses lies : 

By these, by all that bloom untold, 
And long as all shall charm my heart, 
I’ll love my little Lamp of gold, 

My Lamp and I shall never part ! 

And often, as she smiling said, 

In fancy’s honr, thy gentle rays 
.Shall guide my visionary tread 
Through poesy’s enchanting maze ! 

Thy flame shall light the page refined, 
whore still wo catch the Chian’s 
breath, 

Where still the bard, though cold in 
death, 

Baa left his burning soul behind ! 

Or, o’er thy humbler legend shine, 

Oh man of Ascra s dreary glades 
To whom the nightly-warbling Nine 
A Wiuid of ius]>iraUou gave, 

Plucked from the greenest tree that 
shades 

The crystal of (’fistiilia’s wave. 

Then, tinning to a purer lore, 

We’ll cull the sages’ heavenly store, 
J<>om Science steal her golden clue, 
And cvciy mystic ])atb pursue, 

Where Nature, far f]*om vulgar eyes. 
Through labyrinths of wonder flics ! 

’Tis thus my heart shall Jearu to know 
The passing world’s precarious flight, 
Where all that meets the rnoming ^ow 
Is changed before the fa'll of night ! 

ril tell thee, as I trim thy lire, 

^ Swift, swift the tide of being runs ; 


* The ancients hiid their luccnnn eubiculariic, 
or bed-chamber lamps, vvhich, as the Emperor 
GaJieniw said, ‘nil era* rncniiitore^ and with tire 
same eomnjcndatum of secrecy, Praxaifora nd* 
drdftBctf her lamp, in Aristophanes, We 

inuv ,iudi ?0 how fancifhl they were in the use and 
embellishment of tiicir lamps, the ihmuus 
symbolic Lucerna which wc nndiu tho£omannm 
Muueum Mich, Ahj/, Cauueif p. YZI, 


And Time, who bids thy flame expire, 
Will also queisch yen heaven of 
suns i’ 

Oh then, if earth’s unfted jxiwer 
Can never chain one feathery hour; 

If every pint we leave to-day 
To-morrow’s wave shall steal away ; 
Who jiauses to, inquire of Heaven 
Why were the fleeting treasures given, 
The sunny days, the shady nights, 

And all their brief but dear delights, 
Which Heaven has made for man to 
use, 

And man should think it guilt to lose ? 
Who that has culled a weeinug rose 
Will ask it why it breathes and glows, 
Unmindful of the blushing ray, 

In which it shines its soul away ; 
Unmindful of the scented sigh 
On which it dies and loves to die ? 

Pleasure ! thou only good on eartti 
One little hour resigned to tliee— 

Oh ! by my Lais’ lip, ’tis worth 
The sage’s immortality I 

•'J’hen far be all the wisdom lienee, 

And all the lore, whose tame control 
Would wither joy with chill delays ! 
Alas ! the fei’tile fount of sense, 

At wliich the young, the panting '"oul 
Drinks life and love, too soon decays ! 

Sweet Lamp ! thou wort not formed to 
shed 

Thy splendour on a lifeless page— 
Wbate’er my blushing I^ais said 
Of thoughtful loiu and studies sage, 
’Twas mockery all—her glance of joy 
Told me thy dearest, bert employ ! 

And, soon as night shall close the eye 
Of llcavehfs young wanderer in th© 
•west ; 

When seers are gazing on the sky, 

To find their future orbs of rest ; 


2 Hesiod, who tells us iu melancholy torms of 
his Hither’s lliirht to the wretched village of 
Ascra. Bpy v. 25L 

* Aristipims considered motion ns the winciple 
of happiness, in which idea he differed from the 
Epicureans, who looked to a state of repose os the 
only true voluptuousness, and avoided even the 
too lively adtations of pleasure, os a violent and 
uuifracoful detBUgemeut of tbc Sousob. 
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Then shall I take my trembling way, 
Unseen, but to those worlds above. 
And, led b> thy mysterious ray, 

Glide to the pillow of my love. , 
Calm be her sleep, the gentle dear ! 
Nor let her dream of bliss s<i near, 

Till o’er her cheek she thrilling feel 
My sighs of fire in murmur steal, 

And I shall lift the locks that flow 
Unbraided oer her lids of snow, 

And softly kiss those sealbd eyes. 

And wake her into sweet surprise ! 

Or if she drean), oh 1 let her dream 
Of those delights wo both have 
known, 

And felt so truly, that they seem 
Formed to be felt by us alone ! 

And I shall mark her kindling cheek, 
Shall see her bosom w^armly move. 
And hear her faintly, lowly speak 
The murmured sounds so dear to 
love ! 

Oil ! I shall gaze till even the sigh 
That wafts her very soid bo nigh, 

And, when the nymph is all but blest, 
Sink in her arms and share the rest I 
Sweet Lais ! what an age of bliss 
In that one moment waits for me ! 

Oh sages !— think on joy like this. 

And where’s your boast of apathy ? 


TO MRS. BL H D. 

WRITfEK IN HER ALBUM. 

Tovto ic n ((TTi TO irorov ; irXavTi, 

— Ceheti» Tabnla. 

They say that Love had once a book 
(The urchin likes to copy you), 
Where all w ho camo the pencil took, 
And wrote, like us, a line or two. 

'Twas Innocence, the maid divine, 
Who kept this volume bright and 
fair, 

And saw that no unhallowed line, 

Or thought prohine, should enter 
there. 

And sweetly did the pages fill 
With fond device and loving lore, 


And every leaf i^e tamed was still 
More bright than tliat she turned 
before! 

Beneath the touch of Hope, how soft, 
How light the magic pencil ran ! 

'nil Fear would come, alas ! as oft. 



A tear or two had dropped fnjm Grief, 
And Jealousy would, now and then, 

Ruffle in liaste some snowy leaf, 

Which Lovo had still to smooth 
again ! 

But, oh ! there was a blooming Iwy, 
Who often turned the pages o’er, 

And wrote therein sueJx words of joy, 
As all wdio read still sighed for 
more ! 

And Pleasure w^as this spirit’s name, 
And though so soft his voice and 
look, 

Yet Innocence, whene’er he came, 
Would tremble for her spotless book ! 

fFor still she saw his playful fingers 
Filled with sweets and wanton toys ; 

And w^ell she knew the stain that 
liugci's 

After sweets from w^anton boys ! 

And .so it chance<l, one luckless night 
He let his honey goblet fall 

O’er the dear book so pure, so w'hite, 
And sullied lines, and marge and all ! 

In vain he sought, with eager lip, 

The honey from the leaf to drink ; 

For still the more the boy would sip, 
The deeper still the blot would sink ! 

<’ih ! it w'ould make you weep, to see 
The traces of this honey flood 

8t('al o’er a page, wdicrc Modesty 
Had freshly drawn a rose’s bud ! 

And Fancy’s emblems lost their glow, 
And Hope’s sweet lines were all do 
faced, 

And Love himself could scarcely know 
What Love himself had lately traced 1 

At length the urchin Pleasure fled, 

(For how, alasl could Pleasure 
stay ?) 
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And I-iove, wjiile many a t«ar he And oft, they «he scans it o’er, 
shed, And oft, by this memorial aided, 

In blushes dung the book away ! Brings back the pages now no more, 
The iudex now aleme remiim, tWnks of hn^ that long have 

Of all the pages spoiled by Plea- faded, 
sure ; ' I know not if this tale be true, 

And though it bears some honey stains, But thus the simple foots are stated j 
Yet Memory counts the leaf a And I refer their truth to you, 
treasure ! ' Since Love and you at© near related 1 

EPISTLE VII. 

TO THOMAS HUME, ESQ., M.B. 

FllOM THE CITY OF WASHINGTON. 

AIHrHSOMAI amniMATA 1202 Ani2TA, KOINONA ftN IIEII0N©A OYK EXAN- 

. Xenojihont, JEph^a. JSpheaiae, lib, 5. 

’Tis evening now ; the heats and cares of day 
111 twilight dews are calmly wept away. 

lover now, beneath the western star, 

Sighs through the medium of his sweet scgar, 

And tills the cars of some consenting she 
With puffs and vows, with smoke and constaiiuy ! 

The weary statesman for Jfepoae hath dcd 
l''rpm halls of council to his negro’s shed, 

Where blest ho woos some black Aspasia’s gr^cc, 

And dreams of freedom in his slave’s embrace 

In fancy now beneath the twilight gloom, 

(bme, let mo lead -thee o’er this modern Rome 
Wlicre tribunes rule, where dusky Davi bow, 

^ And what was Goose ('reek once is Tiber now !^— 

This famed metropolis, where Fancy sees 
Sfjuares in morasses, obelisks in trees ; 

Which travelling fools and gazetteers adorn 
With shrines inilmilt and heroes yet unborn, 

Tliough nought but ’wood** and they sec, 

Whert) streets should run, and sages oufjht to be ! 

And look, how soft in yonder radiant wave. 

The dying sun prepares his golden grave ! — 

' 'I'hc ‘black Asjmsia* of Uie present of , i« hi be, as it were, a second Eomc.’— ITeftfa 

the ITnilcd Plates, 'inter Avernales hand ijfnotis- i Trav^l.% Letter iv. 

-iirna nymphas,' has jriven rise to much pleasantry * A llttlo stream runs ihrouerh the city, which, 

amonif the anti-dernocrat wits in America. with intoleralde affectation, tiicy have styled the 
* ‘ On the original location of the ground now Tiber. Tt was oriffinally called Ooosc Creek. 
iMoitctl for the scat of the Federal City (says To be under the necessity of iroinp throtijp^h 
Mr. Weld), the identical spot on which the a , deep wood for one or tw-o miles, perhaps^ in 
Capitol now stands was called Rome. This order to sec a next-door neijfhhotir and in the 
anecdote is related by many as a certain prof^nos- same city, is a curious, and 1 believe, a novel cin 
tic of Uic future niasmifieeiue of this eitv which iminstanco.'— ITeW. Letter iv. 
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Oh great Potowinac J oh you banks of shade ! 

You mighty scenes, in Nature’s morning made. 

While still, in rich magnificence of prime, 

She poured her wonders, lavishly sublime, 

Nor yet had learned to stoop, with humbler care, 
Prom grand t^ soft, from wonderful to fair ! 

Say, '\^ero your towering hills, your boundless floods, 
Vour rich savannas and majestic woods, 

Whore bards should meditate and heroes rove, 

And woman charm and man deserve her love 1 


Oh! was a world so bright but born to OTace 
Its own half-organized, half-minded roc^ 

Of weak barbarians, swarming o’er its breast, 

Like vermin gendered on the lion’s crest ? 

Were none but brutes to call that soil their homo, 
Where none but demi-gods should dare to roam ? 

Or, worse, thou mighty world ! oh I doubly worse. 
Did Heaven design thy lordly land to nurse 
The motley dregs of every distant clime, 

Each blast of anarchy and taint of crime 
Which Euro]>e shakes from her jKirturbed sphere, 

In full malignity to rankle here ? 

But bush ! — obsen^e that little mount of jnnos, 
Wliere the breeze murmurs and the fire-fly shines, 
Tlicre let thy fancy raise, in bold relief, 

The sculptured image of t^iat veteran chief,- 
Wlio lost the rebors in the hero’s name, 

And stepped o’er prostrate Ic^yalty to fame ; 

Ijoucath whoso sword Columbia’s patriot train 
Cast otF their immarch, that their mob might reign ? 

How sliall we rank thee ujwu Glory’s page t 
Thou more tlian soldier and just less than sago ! 

Too formed for peace to act a conqueror’s part, 

Too trained in camps to learn a statesman’s art, 
Nature designed thee for a hero’s ino^dd, 

But, ere she cast thee, let the stuff gi’ow c(»ld ^ 


Wliile warmer souls command, nay, make thoir fate, 
Thy fate made tliee and f<*:*eed thee to be great 
Yet Fortune, who so oft, so blindly sheds 
Her brightest halo round the weakest beads, 

Found ihee undazzled, tranquil as lu-forc, 

Proud to be useful, sc(»rning to be more ; 


* The pwtore which Buffon (xnd Pc Piiaw have 
drawn of the American Indian, though very 
humiliatinir, is, as far as I can judge, much more 
correct than the ilattcrinif representations wldch 
Mr. Jeflerson has given ns. Sec the l^oiea on 
where this gfcntloman endeavours to 
disprove in general the opinion maintained so 
Btrongly by some philosoplicrs, that nature (as 
Mr. Jraerson expresses it] hdittitmhet productions 


in the western world. M. de Pauw attributes the 
imperfections of unitnal Hie in America to the 
ravages of a very recent dchj^fc, from wlioso ofTcetH 
upon its soil and afinosphcrc it lias not yet suf- 
ficiently recovered.— See his l^ockerchea war, let 
Am^ricninKy parti, tom. i. p, 102, 

* On a small hill near the Capitol, there is to be 
an equestrian statue of General Washington. 
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.Less prompt at glory’s than at duty’s claim,— 

Eenown t£e meed, but self -applause tlie aim; 

All thou hast been reflects less fame ou thee, 

Far less, than all thou hast forborne to be ! 

Now turn thino eye where faint the mootilight^Ms 
On yonder dome— and in those pri^jfcely haSs, 

If thou canst hate, as, oh ! that soul must hate, 

Which loA^os the virtuous and reveres the great, 

If thou canst loathe and execrate with me 

Tliat Gallic garbage of philosopl^y, ^ ^ 

That nauseous slaver of these frantic times, 

With which false liberty dilutes her Crimes I 
If thou hast got, within thy free-born breast. 

One pulse that beats more proudly than tbe rest 
With honest scorn for that inglorious soul 
Which creeps and winds beneath a mob’s control. 

Which courts the rabble’s smile, the rabble’s noil, 

And makes, like Egypt, every beast its god ! 

There, in those waus —but, burning tongue, forbear ! 

Kank must be reverenced, even the raiiK that’s there . 

80 here I pause — and now, my Hume J we part; 

But oh ! full oft in magic dreams of heart, • 

Thus let us meet, and mingle converse dear 
Jiy Thames at home, or by Potowmao here ! 

0 er Jake and marsh, through fevers and through fogs, 

’Midst l»cars and yanl^ces, democrats and frogs, 

Thy foot shall follow lUe, thy heart and eyes 
, With me sliall w'onder, and with me despise 
While I, as oft, in wtching thought shall rove 
To thee, to friendship, and tliat land I love, 
iVhcro, like the air that fans her fields (?f green, 

Her freedom spreads, unfevered and serene; 

Where sovereign man can condescend to sec 
The throne anti laws more sovereign stiU than he ! 


THE SNAKE. 


1801. 

My love and I, the other day, 
Within a mjTtle arbour lay, 
Wlicn near us, from a rosy bed, 
A little snake put forth its head. 


* In the ferment which the French Kevolution 
excited among the democrats of America, and the 
hcentious sympathy with which they pJiared in 
the wildest excesses of Jacobinism, we taay find 
one source of that vul^rarity of vice, that hostility 
to all the graces of life, which distinguishes the 
present demagogues of the United States, and h.'is 
Wome, itidccd, too generally the cliaraeteristtc 
of their conntrraen. But theito is another cause 
of the corruption of private morals, which, en- 
couraged os it is by the Qovemment, and identi- 


fied with the interests of the community, seems to 
threaten the decay of all honest principle hi 
America. I allude to those fraudulent violations 
ofneutiality to which they are indebted for the 
most lucrative part of their oomtneroe, and by 
wiiich they have so long Infringed and counter- 
acted the maritime rights and advantages of tills 
country. This uuwarrantablo trade is necessarfly 
hbotted by such a system of collusion, imposture, 
and perjury, as cannot fall to spread rapid oon- 
tomination around it 
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*Bee,’ said idie maid,) with laugiting oyes^ 
^Yonder the fatal emblem lies ! 

Who could expect such hiddeoi harm 
Beueath the rose’s velvet charm V 

« 

Never did moral thought occur 
In more uuKicky hour than thie } 

For oh ! X just was leadiuu her 
To talk of love aud think of bliss. 

I rose to kill the snake, but she 
In pity prayed it might not be. 

* No,’ said the girl— aud many a spark 
Flashed from her eyelid, as she said it— 

‘ Under the rose, or in the dark, 

One might perhaps have cause to dread it ; 
Blit when its wick^ eyes appear, 

And when w-e know for what tliey wink so, 
One must be very simple, dear, 

To let it sting one— don't you think so?* 


LINES 

WniTTKN ON LKAVINO PIlILADKLPnU. 

Ttji'St iroAiv i^Lkbn 

riiruii'’ cira^LA ya,p.~-“8ophoi'i, (Edip. Colon, v. 768. 

Alonp by the Schuylkill a wanderer roved, 

And bright were its banks to his eye ; 

But far, very far were the friends that he loved, 

And he gazed on its Howeiy banks with a sigh ! 

Oh Nature ! though blessed and bright are thy rays, 

O’er the brow of creation enchantingly thrown. 

Yet faint are they all to the lustre that ]>1{U^ 

In a smile from the heart that is dearly our own ! 

Nor long did the soul of the strangei remain 
Unblest by the smile he had languished to meet ; 

Though scarce did he hope it would soothe liim again, 

Till the threshold of home had been kissed by his feet ! 

But the lays of his boyhood had stolen to their ear, 

And they loved what they knew of so humble a name ; 

And they told him, W’ith flatteiy welcome and dear, 

That they found in his heart something svreeter tliau fame 1 

Nor did woman— oh woman 1 whose form and whose soul 
Are the spell and the light of each path we pursue ; 

Whether snnned in tlie tropics or chilled at the pole, 

If woman be there, there is happiness too 1— 
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Nor did she her enamouring m^c dewy. 

That magic hia heart had relinquished so long, 

Like eyes he had loved was her eloquent eye. 

Like them did it soften and weep at his song. 

Oh ! bleat be the tear, and in memory oft 
May its sparkle be shed o'er hi! wandering dream I 
Oh ! blest be that eye, and may passion as soft, 

As free from a pang, ever mellow its beam \ 

The stranger is gone— but he will not forget, 

When at home he shall talk of the toil he lias known. 
To toll with a sigh what endearments he met, 

As he strayed by the wave of the Schuylkill alone 1 


THE FALL OF HEBE. 

A DITHYRAMBIC ODE.^ 

’Twas on a day 

Wlion the immortals at their banquet lay ; 

The bowl 

Sparkled with starry dew, 

The weeping of those myriad urns of light, 
Within whose orbs, the almighty Power, 

At NatnreH dawning hour, 

Stored the rich fluid of ethereal soul 
Around, 

Soft odorous clouds, that upward wing their flight 
From eastern isles 

(\^'here they have bathed them in the orient ray, 
And with tine fragrance all their bosoms filled), 

In circles flew, and, melting as they flew, 

A liquid daybreak o’er the board distilled ! 

All, all was luxury ! 


All mm be luxurj% whore Lyaeus smiles ! 
His locks divine 
Were crowned 
With a bright meteor-braid, 

Which, like an ever-springing wreath of vine, 
Shot into brilliant leafy shapes, 


< Though I call this a Ditbyrambic Ock, I 
cannot presume to sa; that it poBseeses in an; 
degree the characterieties of thatepeoies of poetry. 
The nature of the ancient Dithyrambic w very 
imperfectly known. According to M. Burette, a 
licentious irregularity of metre, an extravagant 
i^^Tch of thought and expression, and a rude 
embarrassed construction, are amongst its most 
distinguishing features. 

* This is a Platonic fancy; the philosopher 
supposes, in his Timaut, that when the Deity liad 


formed the soul of the world, he proceeded to the 
com{)Ohition of other souls ; in which process, 
ways Plato, he made use of the same cup, though 
the ingredients ho mingled wert‘ not quite so 
pure ns for the former ; and having refined the 
mixnire with a little of his own essence, he distri- 
buteii it among the stars, which served as reservoirs 
oftho fluid. Tavf’ fivf KOI iraMp etrt top npora* 
pop Kpartfpa tv w rnp TOV rrai'Toi; Kepaiwf 

€moye, #c.tA. 
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And o’er his brow in lambent tendriJs jilayed ! 

While ’mid the Mage hung, 

Like lucid grapes, 

thousand clustering blooms of light, 

Culled from the gardens of the galaxy 1 
Upon his bosom Oytherea’s head 
Lay lovely, aS when first the ftyrens sung 
Her beauty’s dawn. 

And all the curtains of the deep, undrawn, 

Revealed her sleeping in its asitre bed. 

The captive deity 
Ijanguished upon her eyes and lip, 

In chains of ecstasy ! 

Now in his arm, 

In blushes she reposed, 

And, while her zone resigned its every chann, 

To shade his burning eyes her hand in dalliance stoic, 

And now she raisoii her rosy mouth to sip 
The uoetared wave 
Lyaeus gave, 

And from her eyelids, gently closed, 

Shed a dissolving gleam, 

Which fell, like sun-dew, in the bowl I 
While her bright hair, in mazy flow 
Of gold descending 
Along her chock’s luxurious glow, 

Waved (►'er the goblet’s side, 

And was reflected by its crysfcil tide 

Like a sweet crocus flower, * 

Whose sunny leaves, at evening hoiu', 

With roses of Cyrene blending,^ 

Hang o’er the mirror of a silver stream I 

The Olympian enp 
Burned in the hands 

Of dimpled Hebe, as she winged her feet ' 

Up 

The empyreal mount, 

To drain the soul-drops at their stellar fount 
And still, 

As* the resplendent xill 
Flamed o’er the goblet with a mantling heat. 

Her graceful care 
Would cool its heavenly fire 
In gelid waves of snowy- feathered air, 

Such as the children of the pole respire, 

In those enchanted lands® 

Where life is all a spring and north winds never blow ! 

1 Wc leam froui Th(*ophrn8tuft that the roses casentitp.’-’-Jir»«r&&w8, in JSomn* SMp, lib^ i. 
of Cyrene were particularly fragrant. Euo<r|wo- cap. 14 

TmTa ra ra cv Kupi^ep po5a. ^ The coDiitry of ilie Hyperboreans : they were 

* Hersclittts (Physicus) hold the soul to be a supposed to be placed so far north, that the north 
spark of the stellar essence. ^Scintilla stel laris windoonld not offoot them} th^ lived longer 
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But oil ! 

Sweet Hebe, what a tear 
And what a blush were thine, 

When, as the breath of every Grace, 
Wafted thy fleet career 
Along the studded ijphere,^ 

With a rich cuji for Jove himself to drink, 
Some star, that glittered in the way, 
Haising its amorous head 
To kiss 00 exquisite's tread, 

Checked thy immtient pace ! 

And all Hcaven\s host of eyes 
Saw those luxuriant beauties sink 
In lapse of loveliness, along the azure skies !' 

Upon whose starry plain they lay, 

Like a young blossom on our meads of gold, 
Shed from a venial thorn 
Amid the liquid sparkles of the morn ] 

Ur, as in temples of the Paphian shade, 

Tlio ruyrtlcd votaries of the queen liehold 
An imago of their rosy idol, laid 
Upon a diamond shrine ! 

The wanton wind, 

Which had pursued the fl3dng fair, 

And sweetly twined 
its s])irit with the breatliing rings 
Of her ambrosial hair 

Soared as she foil, and on its niflling wings 
(Oh, wanton wind !) 

Wafted the robe wlnise sacred flow 
Shadowed her kindling ohannH of snow. 

Pure, as an Kleusinian veil 
Hangs o’er the mysteries !" 


* the brow of Juno flushed— 

IjOvc blessed the breeze t 
The Muses blushed. 

And cresy cheek was liid behind a lyre, 


than any other mortals, passed their whole time 
m music ami dancinff, etc. ete. But the miwt 
extravagant fiction related of them is that to 
wliieh the two lines precodinj? allude. It was 
imafifincd that, inslcad of our vulj?ar atmosphere, 
the perboreans breathed iiothingr but feathers ! 
Aoeordmpr to Herodotus ojid IMiny, this idea was 
KiijfjBrested by the (mantity of snow which was 
observed to rail in tnosc repons. 

Mr. O'Ualloran, and some other Irish anti- 
quarians, have been at threat expense of h am mg 
to prove that the strange country, where tlicy took 
snow for feathers, was Ireland, and that the 
famous Abaria was an Irish Druid. Mr. 
land, however, wilt have it that Abaris was a 
Welshman, ana that his name is only a corruption 
of A|> Bees. 

^ 1 believe It Is Bervlus who mentions this nn- 


lueky trip which Hebe made in her occupation of 
cup-bearer; and Hoffman tells it allor himt 
‘Cum Hebe pocula Jo\i adminlstrans, pcrquC 
lubrieum minus oaute incedeus, ceeidisset, rovo- 
lutisquc vesfibus'— in short, she fell in a very 
awkward manner ; and though (as the EncycUi- 
p^digtCB think) it would have amused Jove at any 
other time, yet, as he happened to bo out ui 
temper on that day, the poor girl was dismissed 
from her ernployrnont. 

- Tlio arcane symbols of this ceremony were 
deposit'd in the cista, where they lay Toligiously 
concealed ftom the eyes of the pro’fanc. They 
were generally carried in thO procpsaion by au 
ass; and hence the proverb, which one may so 
often apply in tlio world, ‘esiniis portat rny- 
eteria.’— See the Divine Legation, book 11. sec. 4. , 
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While every eye was glancing throngh the fiitringa. . 
D^a of ethereal dew, 

That burning gushed 
^ As the great coWet flew 
Prom Hebe’s pearly fingers through the sky ! 

Who was the smrit that remembered Man 
In that voluptuous hour? 

And with a wing of Love 
Brushed oJ0f yoiir scattered tears, 

As o'er the spanned heaven they ran, 

And sent them floating to our orb below ? 

Essence of immortality 1 
The shower 

Fell glowing tlirough the spheres, 

While ^ around, new tints of bliss, 

' New perfumes of delight, 

Enriched its radiant flow ! 

Now, with a humid kiss, 

It thrilled along the beamy wire 
Of lujavon’s iJiiimined lyre, 

Stealing the soul of music ui its flight ! 

And now, amid the breezes blancl 
That whisper from the planets as they roll, 

The bright lil)ation, softly fanned 
By all their sighs, meandering stole ! 

They who, from Atlas’ height, 

Beheld the rill of flame 
Descending through the wustc of night, 

Thought ’twas a planet whoso stupendous frame 
Had kindled as it ra[)idly revolved 
Around its fervid axle, and dissolved 
Into a flood so bright ! 


The chihl of day, 

Within his twilight bower. 

Lay sweetly sieejiing 
On the flushed bosom of a lotos-flowTT 
When round him, in profusion weeping, 
Dropi>ed the celestial show’er. 

Steeping 

The rosy clouds that curled 
About his infant head, 
like myrrh the locks of Cupid shed ! 

But, when the w'aking boy 
Waved his exhaling tresses through the sky, 
0 morn of joy ! 

The tide divme, 


* The Egyptisim represented the dawn of day 
jy a young boy scaled u{wn a lotos, Observiu^ 
-hiU the lotos showed its head above water 
It sunrise, end sank again at his setting, they 
:«Aoeived the idea of consecrating it to Osiris, or 
he fttu. * 


This symbol of a youth sitting upot 
very Ircqucnt on tne Abraxases, or 
stones.— Sec Moktpaucow, tom. i 
158; and the ^pp/^ment, etc, tom. 
chap. 5, 


1 a lotos Is 
BasiJidiaii * 
i, planohe 
il. lib. Tii. 
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All glittemg with the vetmeil dye 
It diank beneath his orient eye, 

Distilled in dews upon the woihdr 
And every drop was wine, was heavenly 1 

Blest be the sod, the howeret Idlest, 

That caught upon their hallowed breast 
The nectared spray of Jove’s perennial springs 1 
Less sweet the floweret, and less sweet the sod, 
O’er which the Spirit of the rainbow flings 
The magic mantle of her solar god 


TO . 

That wrinkle, when first I espied it, 

At once put my heart out of pam, 

Till the eye that was glowing beside it 
Disturbed my ideas again ! 

Thou art just in Die twilight at present, 
When woman’s declension begins, 

When, fading from all that is pleasant, 
She bids a good night to her sins I 

Yet thou still arf so lovely to me, 

I would Boouer, my exquisite mother ! 

IvejK}Se in the sunset of thee 
Thau bask in the noon of another 1 


ANUCJIEONTIO. 

‘ Shk never looked so kind iKjfore— 

Yet why the wanton’s smile recall ? 

I’ve seen this witchery o’er and o’er, 

’Tis hollow, vain, and heartless all !’ 

Thus I said, and sighing nipped 
The wine which she had lately tasted ; 

The cujt whore she had lately dipped 
Breath, so long in falsehood wasted, 

I took the harp, and would have sung 
As if ’twere not of her I sang ; 

But stdl the notes on Lamia hung — , 
On whom bat Lamia could they hang ? 


^ The anciente eeteenu^ tliose flowers and trees the sweetest upon whteli the rainbow bad 
appeared to rest; and the wood thex chiefly burned in sacrifices was that which the 0< 
iris hud consecrated. 
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That kiss for which, if worlds wcro uaiue^ 

A world for every kiss Id give her ; 

Those floating eyes, thi>t floating sh^e 
, Like diamoude in an oastem river ? 

That mould, so tine, so pearly bright, 

Of which lujcurious Heaven hath cast her, , 

Through which her soul doth beam as white 
As flame through lamps of alabaster ! 

Of these I sung, and notes and words 
Were sweet as if ’twas Lamia’s hair 

Tliat lay upon my lute for cboi*d8, 

And Lamia’s lip that warbled thero ! 

But when, alas ! I turned the theme, 

And when of vows and oaths I siM)ke, 

Of truth and hope’s beguiling dream — 

The chord beneath my finger broke ! 

False harp 1 false woman !— such, oh I such 
Arc lutes too frail and maids too willing ; 

Every hand’s licentious touch 
Can loam to wake their wildest thrilling ! 

And when that thrill is most awake, 

And when you think Heaven’s joys await you, 

The nymph will change, the chord will lircak — 
Oh Love, oh Musical how I hate you ! 


TO MRS. . 

ON SOME CALUMNIES AGAINST HER UUAIUCTER. 

I.s not thy mind a gentle mind ? 

Is not thy heart a heart refined? 

Hast thou not every blameless grace, 

That num should love or Heaven can trace ? 

And oh ! art thou a shrine for Sin 
To hold her hateful worship in ? 

No, no, be happy— dry that tear— 

Though some tny heart hath harboured near 
May now rejiay its love with blame ; 

Though man, who ou^ht to shield thy fame, 
Ungenerous man, be first to wound thee ; 

Tliough the whole world may freeze around thee, 
Oh ! thouTt be like that lucid tear ^ 

Which, blight, within the ci*y8tara sphere 


’ This alludca to a ourioiw gerh, upon which ' a niritj as this that I saw at Venddmo in Prance, 
Clandian has left some pointloss epifpratns. It ; which liiey there pretend is a tear that our 
v.as a drop of pure water enclosed within a piece Saviour slied over Lamut., and was gathered dp 
of orysti^ See Claudmn. Epigram. d« Ckrydullo , by an angel, witopnt it in a little orystal vial, 
tui aqua iAtrat. Addison mentume a curujsity and mado a present of it to Mary Magdalen.’*^ 
ofihb kind at Milan : he also Huya ; ‘ It is such AddmyCn Jtmark^ on iteveralpurit qfJialg^ 


BPiafLES, OBBB, MB OiPSB& POEMS: 


1 <» 


In Ikimd prity was found, 

Thou]^ all had grown congealed around ; 
Floatir^in frost, it hiocked the ohOl, 

Was imre, was soft, was brilliant still I * 


HYMN OF A VIRGIN OF DELITO, 

AT THE TOMB OP HEI4 MOTHER. 

On 1 lost ! for ever lost ! — no more 
Hhall Ve 84 )©r light our dewy way 
Along the rocks of Orissa’s shore, 

To hymn the fading tiros of day ! 

No more to Temp’s distant vale 
In holy musiugs shall w^e roam, 

Tiirough surmners glow and winter’s galo, 
To bear the mystic chaplets homo 1 ” 
’Twaa then my soul’s expanding zeal, 

By Nature w^armed and led by tht^j, 

I n evei-y breeze was taught to feel 
The breatliings of a deity ! 

('hiidc of my heart ! to memory true, 

Thy looks, thy words, are stUl my own— 
1 sec thee raising from the dew 
Some laurel, b/*thc wind o’erthrown, 

And hear thee say, * This humble liough 
WiUi planted for a dotun divine, 

And, though it weep in languor now, 

Shall flourish on the Delphic shrine ! 

Thus in the vale of earthly sense, 

Tliough sunk a while the spirit lies, 

A viewless hand shall cull it thence, 

To bloom immortal in the skies !’ 


Thy words had such a molting flow, 

And spoke of truth so sweetly well, 
They dropped like heaven’s serenest snow, 
And all was brightness where they fell ! 
Fond soother of iny infant tear \ 

Fond sharer of my infant joy 1 
Is not thy shade still lingering here ? 

Am I not still thy soius employ ? 

And oh ! as oft at close of day, 

Wlieii meeting on the sacred mount, 


* Tho lauircl, for tho common U(iies of the temple, |an<l Plaiurcli say e, in his Dialogm m Munie^ 


adorning the altars and sweeping the pave- 
ment, was supplied by a tree near the fountain of 
('astatia; but upon all important occasions they 
sent to Tami)^ fat their laurel. Wc find in Pau- 
s.nniftR thRt this valley supplied the branches 
of which the temple was originally constructed j 


*The youth who brings the Tempic laurel to 
Delphi’ is always attended by a player on the 
flute * AAAa Ml rw KaTOJcojxi^oio't treuSi rtfw 
Tefinixtiv Sa^vriv tit AtA^vt vapofiapTti ctvAip 
Tfft. 
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Our nymphs awaked the choral lay. 

And danced aronnd OassoW Immt ; 

As then, ^twas all thy wish and cmt 
• That mine should m the simplest mieSji 
My lyre and voice the sweetest there, 
fooJi the lightest o'er the green ; 

So still, each little grace to momct, 

Around my form thine eves are shed^ 
Arranging every snowy folo, 

And guiding every mazy tread ! 

And when I lead the hymning choir, 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free, 

Hovers between my lip and lyre, 

And weds them into harmony ! 

Flow, Plistus, flow; thy murmuring wave 
Shall never drop its silvery tear 
Upon so i>ure, so blest a grave, 

To memory so divinely dear 1 


RINGS AND SEAI^. 

'(Icnrep ra Tattug^ lib. 11. 

‘Go !’ said the angry, weeping maid, 

‘The chann is broken once betrayed, 

Oh ! never can my heait rely 
On word or IcK^k, on oath or sigh, 

Tako back the gifts, so sweetly given, 
With promised faith and vows to Heaven ; 
That little ring which, night and morn, 
With wedded truth my hand hath worn ; 
That seal which oft, in moments blest, 
Thou hast upon my lip imprest, 

And sworn its dewy spring should Iks 
A fountain sealed ^ for only thee J 
Take, take them back, tbe gift and vow, 
All sullied, lost, and batefiiJ now’ I’ 

I took the riug—tbe seal I took, 

While, oh ! her every tear and look 
Were such as angels look and shed, 

When man is by the world misled ! 

Gently I whispered, ‘ Fanny, dear I 
Not half thy lover’s gifts are here : 

Say, where arc all tbe seals he gave 
To every ringlet’s jetty wave, 


t ^ There are gardens, Bupponod to be those of 

Eion^ Bolomon, in the nehrhbuurhood of Bethle- 
hem. The friars show a fountain whidi, they 
My, is the sealed fountain'* to which the holy 
spolise in the Canticles is compared; aiul they 


protend a tradition, that Solomon shut ap thelia 

spriiiirs and pni bis signet upon the door, to 
keep them fur his own driukiug.'— KaaNdrsZTi 
Travglx. Bee also the JVoiIm io Mr. ffootti 
TnuMKtUicTi r/(he Song tffSolomn, 
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And wheiB is every oae he pmtdd 
Upon that lip so mby-tmted-^ 

Seals of the purest gem of bliss, 

Oil ! richer, softer far thaa thia1 • 

* And then the ring-^my love I recall 
How many rings, delicious Ml, 

His arms around that neck have twisted, 
Twining warmer far than this did ! 

Where are they all, so sweet, so many ? 

Oh ! dearest, give hack all, if any 

While thus I murmui-ed, trembling too 
Liest all thn nymph had vowed was true, 

1 saw a smile relenting rise 
’Mid the moist azure of her eyes. 

Like daylight o’er a sea of blue 
While yet the air is dim with dew I 
She let her cheek repose on mine, 

She let my arms around her twine — 

Oh ! who can tell the bliss one feels 
In thus exchanging rings and seals I 


TO MISS SUSAN B CKF D. 

* 

I MORE than once Rave heard, at night, 

A song like those thy lips have given ; 

And it was sung by shat^»es of light, 

Who seemed, like thee, to breathe of Heaven I 

But this was all a di'eain of sleep, 

And 1 have said, when morniug shone, 

* Oh ] why sliould fairy Fancy keep 
These woiidei’s for herself alone ?’ 

T knew not then that Fate had lent 
Such tones to one of mortal birth ; 

1 knew not then that Heaven had sent 
A voice, a form, like thine on earth ! 

And yet, in all that flowery maze 
Through W’hich my life has loved to tread, 

When I have heard the sweetest lays 
From bps of dearest lustre shed ; 

When i have felt the warbled word 
From Beauty’s mouth of perfume sighing, 

Sweet as music’s hallowed bird 
Upon a rose’s bosom lying ! 

. Though form and song at once combined 
Their loveliest bloom and softest thrill, 

My heart hath sighed, my heart hath pined 
For something softer, lovelier still ! 
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Oh ! 1 have fouod it all, at last, 

In thee, thou sweetest living lyre, 
Through which the soul hath ev^ ]Med 
, Its harmouiising breath of hre 1 

All that iny best and wildest dreoin, 

In Fancy’s hour, could hear or sec 
Of Music’s sigh or Beauty’s beam. 

Are realiz(3 at once in thee !' 


LOES, 

W'KT'n'EN AT THE COHOS, OH FALLS OF THE MOHAWK ElVER.* 

GiA era m loco ovo s* udla '1 iitul)omli)o 
Dell’ 

Prom rise of morn till set of sun, 

Tvo seen the mighty Mohawk run ; 

And as I marked the woods of pine 
Along his mirror darkly shine, 

Like tall and gloomy forms that jma 
Before the wiisanl’s midnight glass ; 

And as I viewed the huriyii^ pace 
With which he ran his turbid racti, 

Hushing, alilra untired and wild, 

Through shades that frowned and llowcrs tliat smiled, 
Flying by every green recess 
That wooed him to its calm caress, 

Yet, sometimes turning with the wind, 

As if to leave one look l>ehind ! 

Oh ! I have thought, and thinking sighed— 

How like to thee, thou restless tiile ! 

May be the lot, the life of him, 

Who roams along thy w ater’s brim ! 

Through what aRematc sliades of w'oc 
And dowers of joy my path may go ! 

How many an humble, still retreat 
May rise to eoui-t my weary feet, 

Wliile still pursuing, still unbiest, 

I wander on, nor dare co rest ! 

But, urgent as the doom that calls 
Thy water to its destined fails, 

I see the world's bewildering force 
Hurry my heart’s devoted course 


1 There is a dfcary and Bavaj^e character in the 
country immediately above these fallB, which is 
much more in harmony with tlie wildness of such 
a floene than the cultivated lattds in the ueigli- 
bnurhood of Niagara. See the drawing: of tlirnn 
jn Mr. Weld's book. According to him, the per* 
\)cndicular hcik'ht of the Cohos Fall is tift> toet: I 


bat the Marquis dc Chastellux makes it Beveuty* 
six. 

The fine rainbow, which is continually forming 
and dissolving os the spray rises into ttie ifght 
of the Kun, is perhaps the most interesting: beauty 
wliicb these wonderful cataracts exhibit. 
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From lapse to lapse, tiU liCe bo 4oiio, 

Aud the lost current cease to urn J 
Oh I may my falls be bright as thme 1 
May Heaveu^s forgiving rainbow shine • 
Upon the mist that circles me, 

As soft as now it hangs o’er th^e ! 


OLOKIS AND FANNY. 

Clohis ! if 1 wore Persia’s king, 

Pd make my graceful queen of ihco ; 
While VViuy, ’™d and artless thing, 
Should but thy humble handmabl l>e, 

‘ There is but one objection in it— 

That, verily, I m much afraid 
1 should, in some unlucky minute. 
Forsake the mistress for the maid ! 


SONG 


OF THK KVIL SluaiT OF 'fHE WOOm^ 

* 

Qua via dillicilia, quaque ost via ntlJa.— Ot*W. Metam. lib. iii. v. 22, 

• Now the vapour, hot and damp, 

Shod by day’s expiring lamp, 

Through the misty ether spreads 
Kvery ill tlio wlutc man dreads : 

Fiery fever’s thirsty thrill, 

Fitful ague’s shivering chill ! 

ILirk ! 1 hear the traveller’s song, 

As lie winds the woods along : 

Christian, ! ’tis the song of fear ; 

Wolves are round thee, night is near, 

And the wild thou dar’st to roam— 

Oh ! ’tvvaa once the Indian’s home.- 

Ilither, spriUjs, W'ho love to liami, 
Wheresoe’er you work your charm, 

By the creeks, or by tho brakes, 

Where the pale witch feeds her snakes, 


' The idea of this poem occurred to me m 
lasbiu}? through the very dreary wilderness be- 
ween Hatavio, a now eettiement in the midst of 
lie woodjj, aiul the little village of BufTolo, upon 
/ikfi Erie. This is the mostiatiguiug part of tho 
uute in travelling thruugli the Geucsee country 

0 Niagara. 

* ‘ The Five Confederated Nations (of Indiana) 

1 ere settled along the banks of the Susquehanuah 


and tho adjacent country, until tho year 177S, 
when General Sullivan, wil h an army of 400d men^ 
drove thorn from their country to Niagara, 
whore, being obliged to live on salted provisions, 
to which tb^ were unaccustomed, great numbers 
of them died. Two hundred of them, it is said, 
were buried in one grave, where they had en- 
camped.’— Jforw’# Atneritxm Oeogravhjf, 
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And the cayman * loves to creep, 
Torpid, to hia wintry sleep ; 

Where the bird of carrion flits, 

And the ahudderiuc murderer sita ^ 
Lone beneath a, roo? of blood, 

Wilde iipon hia ixjisoned food, 

From the corpse of him he slew, 

Drops the chill and gory dew ! 

Hither bend you, turn you hither 
Eyes that blast and wings that wither 1 
Cross the wandoriiig Christian’s way, 
Ijead liini, ere the ^iiupse of day, 

Many a mile of modelling erroj’, 
Tlirtnigh the maze of night and terror, 
Till the morn behold him lying 
On the damp earth, imle and dying ! 
Mock him, when liis eager sight 
Seeks the cordial cottage light ; 

Gleam then like the Hghtmng-bug, 
Tempt him to the den that's dug 
For the .foul and famished brooct 
Of the she- wolf, gaunt for blood ! 

Or, unto the dangcroiifi pass 
O’er the deeji and dark morass, 

Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, ^pipes, and rin^, 
IVibutos, to be hung in air 
To the Fiend presiding there ! 

Then, when night’s long labour past, 
Wildered, faiu^ he falls at last, 

Sinking where the causeway’s edge 
Moulders iu the slimy sedge, 

There let every noxious thing 
Trail its filth and fix its sting , 

Let the bull- toad taint him over, 
Round him let musquitocs hover, 

In his ears and eyeballs tingling, 

With his blood their ^xiisou mingling, 
Tdl, beneath the solar fires, 

Rankling all, the wretch expires ! 


^ The alligator, who Is supposed to lie iu a 
torpid state ail the winter in the bank of some 
creek or pond, haring previously swallowed a 
large number of pine knots, which are his only 
sustenance durinj? the time. ; 

‘ This was the mode of punishment for murder 
(fis Fatlier Charlevoix tolls us) araong the Hurona. 

‘ They laid tlie dead kvly upon polos at the top 
of a cabin, and the murderer was obliged to ro-, 
main several days together, and to rocaivo all 
that dropped from the carcase, not only on him- > 
self but on his food.' 

* * We find also cellars of porcelain, tobacco, 


ears of maize, skins, etc., by the side of diSiimlt 
and dangerous ways, on rocks, or by the side of 
the falls ; and thc»e are so many oflerings made U) 
the spirits which preside iu these places.’ See 
Charlevoix's Letter on the Traditions uvd the 
HeUffionqf'the tSaoaffes of Canada. 

Father Hennepin, too, mentions this ceremony j 
he also says : ‘ U’e took notice of one barburian, 
who made a kind of sact fico upon an oak at the 
Cascade of St. Antony of Padua, upon tiie river 
Mississippi.’— See Hennepin's Vop^e mUt Korth 
Amaricu, 
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TO MRS. HENRY TIGHB. 

ON EEi-OlNG HER ‘ PSYCHE.' 


Tell ai6 the witching tale againf 
For never has my heart or ear 

Hung on so sweet, so pure a strain, 

So pure to feel, so sweet to hear I 

Say, Love I in all thy spring of fame, 

When the high Heaven itself was thiQe ; 

Wlien piety confessed the flame. 

And even thy errors were divine ! 

Did ever Muse’s hand so fair 
A glory round thy temple spread ? 

Did ever lip’s ambrosial air 
•Such perfume o’er tliy altars shed ? 

One maid there was, who round her lyre 
The mystic myrtle wildly wreathed — 

But all her sighs were sighs of fire. 

The myrtle withered iis she breathed ! 

Ob ! you that Love’s celestial dream 
In all its purfty would know, 

^ Let not the senses’ ardent beam 

I’oo strongly through the vision g’ 'w ! 

Lf*ve sweetest lies concealed in night, 

, The night where Heaven has bid him lie ‘ 

Oh ! shed not there unhallowed light, 

Or, Psyclie knows, tlie boy will ily ! ' 

• Dear Psyche ! many a charmed hour, 

Through many a wild and magic waste, 

To the fair fount and bhsvsful bower, 

Thy mazy foot my soul hath traced ! 

Where’er thy j<»ys are numbered now, 
Beueatli whatever shades of rest, 

The Oenius of the starry brow’'* 

Has chained thee to thy Cupiil's breast; 


^ Sco the story in Apu'lciuFi. WiUj respect to 
this beautiful allegory oi Love and Psyche, there 
IS an inirenious idea su^^gestod by the senator 
nuoiiarotti. in his OsAerrazioni topra aleuni 
framme^ii (h van aitilrhi. Jle thinlts the fable ib 
fallen from some very occult mysteries, which 
hssl lonjf been calobrated in honour of Love * and 
he accounts, upon this supposition, for the silenec i 
of the more ancient authors upon the subject, as it 
was not till towards the decline of pagan super- 1 
stition that writers could venture to reveal ori 


discuss such ccreinonii'K. Accordingly, he ob- 
serves, we find Lucian anaPlntarcU treating, with- 
out reserve, of the l>ca Syria, and IsisandOsins 
and Apulcius, who has given m the story oi 
Cupid and Psyche, hi8 also detailed some of tlio 
Mysteries of Isis.— See the GwnaU d% IMtaral'i 
(CitaUa, tom. ^xvii. artieol. 1. Bee also the Ob- 
AcrvatwuA upon the Ancient Gems in (he Museum 
Fltnrcniimmt vol, 1, p. 166. 

» Constancy. 
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Whether above the horisjon dim, 

Along whose verge our sfurits stray 
(Half sunk within the shadowy brim, 
Half brightened by the etcriiai ray),^ 

TIkmi riecst to a cloudless ^>lo I 
Or, lingering here, dost love to nrtark 
The twilight walk of many a soul 
Through sunny good and evil dark ; 

Still be the song to Psyche dear, 

The song, whoso duket tide was given 
To keep her name as fadeless here 
As nootiir keeps her soul iu Heaven I 


3 M P 11 0 M P T CT, 

tnW LEAVING SOME FIUENnS. 

0 (lukoa comitum valcte aishw 

No, never sbtdl my soul forget 
The friends I found so cordial -hearted ; 

Hear shall be the day wx met, 

And dear sliall Ije the night we parted ! 

Oil ! if regrets, however sweet, 

Must with tlie lapse of time decay, 

, Yet still, when thus in miith }ou meet. 
Fill high to him that’s far away ! 

Long be the (lame of memory found 
Alive within your social glass ; 

Ijct that ho still tlie magic round 
O’er which oblivion dares not p:*ris ! 


EPISTLE YJIT. 

TO THE HONOUKAIiLE W, B. SPENCEk 

Nec venit tid duros nmsa vCeala Gotas.— Ow'd. crlPonfo, lib. i. cp. 5. 

mOM TJtrFEALO, UPON LAKE EUTE. 

'Jhfou oft hast told mo of the fairy hours 
"fhy lieart has rtuinhcred, in thosfj classic howens 
Where fancy sees the ghost of ancient wit 
’jViid cowls and cardinals jirofanoly flit, 


* By this intake the ristoniets expressed the raidclle siute of the soul between sensible and in- 
telledual existence, 
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And pa)?an etwrits, by the Pope ntilaid. 

Haunt eveiy stream and amg through every sh4de ! 
There still the bard, who (if his numbers be 
His tongue’s light echo) must have talked like thee, 
The courtly bard, from whom thy mind has caught 
niose playful, sunshine holidays thotight, 
lu which the basking soul reeUnes and glows, 
Warm without toil and Miiant in repose. 

There still he roves, and laughing loves to see 
How moflern monks with ancient rakes agree ; 

How mitres hang where ivy wreaths might twine, 
And heathen Music's damned for stronger wine ! 
There too are alL those wandering souls of song 
With whom thy spirit hath communed so long, 
Whose rarest gems are every instant hung 
By memory’s magic on thy sparkling tongue. 

But here, alas ! by Erie’s stormy lake. 

As far from thee my lonely course 1 take. 

No bright rcmeml)rancc o’er the fancy plays, 

No classic dream, no star of other days, 

Has left that visionary glory here. 

That relic of its light, so soft, so dear, 

Wliicli gilds and hallows even the rudest scene, 

The humblest shed, where genius once has been ! 

All that creation’s var;^ing mass assumes 
Of grand or lovely, hem aspires and blooms ; 

Bold rise the mountains, rich the gardens glow, 
Bright lakes exjuaud, and comiueiiug ' rivers flow ; 
Mind, mind alone, without whose rniickening ray, 
The world’s a wilderness, and man but clay, 

Mind, mind alone, in barren, still repose, 

Nor blooms, nor rises, nor ejqiauds, nor flows ! 

3\ako Christians, Mohawks, Democrats, and all 
From the rude wigwam to the congress-hall, 

From man the savage, whether slaved or free, 

To man the civilised, less tame than he ! 

’Tis one dull chaos, one unfertile strife 
Betwixt half- polished and half-barbarous life; 
Wliere every ill the ancient world ciiii brew 
la mixed with every grossneas of the new ; 

Wljcre all corrupts, though little can entice, 

And notliing's knowm of luxuiy but vice ! 

Is this the region, then, is this the clime 
For gohlen fancy? for those dreams sublime, 

Which all tlmir miracles of light reveal 
To heads that meditate and hearts that feel ? 


1 TliiB epithet was sujfjrt’sfed by Charle- 
voix's striking description of the confluence of 
tTie Missouri with the Mississupj)! I believe 
this is the finest cunfluenoe ni the world. 
The two rivers are niuch of the same breadth^ 
each about half a league ; but the Missouri 
is by far the most rapid, and seems to enter 


thq Mississippi like a con<picror, through which 
it curnos its white waves to tlie opposite shore 
without mixing tiioni : afterwards it gives Its 
odour to the Mississippi, which it never loses 
f^aiu, but carries quite down to the sea/— Letter 
xxvii 
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No, no— the Muse of inspiration plays 
O’er every scene ; she 'WMks the forest-maze, 
And climbs the mountain ; every blooming 8ix>t 
Bums with her step, yet man regards it not ! 
She whispers round, her words are in the air, 
But lost, unheard, they lin^r freezing there, ^ 
Without one breath of soul, divinely strong, 

One ray of heart to thaw them into song t 


Yet, yet forgive me, oh you sacred few ! 

Whom late by Delaware’s creen banks I knew ; 
Whom, kuow'n and loved through many a social eve, 
’Twas bliss to live with, and 'twas pain to leave !® 
Less dearly w'elcome were the lines of yore 
The exile saw upon the sandy shore, 

When his lone heart but faintly hoped to find 
One print of man, one blessed stamp of mind J 
Less dearly welcome than the liberal zeal, 

The strength to reason, and the warmth to feel, 

The manly iwlish and the illumined taste, 

Which, ’mid the melancholy, heartless waste 
My foot has wandered, oh you sacred few 1 
I found by Dclaw^are’s green banks with you. 

Long may you hate the Gallic dross that runs 
O’er your fair country and corrupts its sons ; 

Long love the arts, the glories which adorn 
Those fields of freedom wJiere your sires were bont 
Oh ! if America can yet be great. 

If, neither chained by choice, nor damned by fate 
To the mob-mania winch imbrutes her now, 

Bhe yet can raise the bright but tem^icrate brow 
Of single majesty, can grandly place 
An empire’s pillar upon Freedom’s base, 

Nor fear the mighty shaft will feebler prove 
For the fair capital that flowers above !— 

If yet, released from all that vulgar throng, 

So vain of duJness and so pleased with wrong, 

Wlio hourly teach her, like themselves, to hide 
Folly in froth, and barrenness in pride, 

She yet can rise, can wreathe the attic charms 
Of soft refinement round the pomp of arms, 

And see her poets flash the fires of song,* 

To light her warriors’ thimderbolts along ! 

It is to you, to souls that favouring Heaven 
Has made like yours, the glorious task is given — 


1 Alluding to the humorous pupei- about frozen 
words in the Bpuctator. 

* In the society of Mr. Dennie and his friends 
at Philadebhia, i passed the few agreeable mo^ 
mentg wbicn xny tour through the States afTorded 
me* Hr. Dennie has succeeded in diffusing 
through this elegant little circle that love for 
good literature and sound politics which he feels 
BO aealouihr himBolf, and which is so very rarely 


the characteristic of his couutwincu. They wlU 
not, I trust, accuse me of iluborality for the 
picture which 1 have given of the ignorance and 
corruption that surround them. If I did not; 
hate as I ought tho rabble to which they are 
opposed, 1 could not value as 1 do the spirit with 
which they deiyit) and in learning from them 
what Americans can be, 1 but see with the mope 
indignation what Amerioans are, 
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Oh ! but for sv,cfif Columbia's day ^enet doue ; 

Bank without xiimeBs, quicken^ without Bun, 

Crude at the surface, rotleu at the core, 

Her fruits wotdd fall before her spring weFe«Q*er ! 

Believe me, Smucer, while I wiqged the hours 
Where Schuylkill undulates through banks of dowers 
Thou^ few the days, the happy evenings few, 

So warm with heart, so rich with mind they flewi 
That my full soul forgot its wish to roam. 

And re^d there, ^ in a dream of home ! 

And looks 1 met, like ioolis I loved before, 

And voices too^ which, as they trembled o’ei 
The ohord of memory, found fall many atone 
Of kindness there in concord with their own ! 

Oh ! we had nights of that ccnumunion free. 

That Hush of heart, which 1 have known with thee 
So oft, so wannly ; nights of mirth and mind, 

Of whims that taught, an<l follies that refined : 

When shall we botn renew them ? when, restored 
To the pure feast and intellectual board, 

Shall I once more enjoy with thee and thine 
Those whims that teacn, tlkvse follies that refine ? 
Even now, aa, wandering upon Erie’s shore, 

1 hear Niagara’s distant camract roar, 

I sighed for England>r-oh \ these weary feet 
Have many a mile tc#jourDcy ere we meet ! 

O nATPIS, ns 20Y KAPTA NYN MNEIAN EXfl. 


A WARNING. 

TO 

Oh ! fair as Heaven and chaste as light ! 
Did Nature mould thee all so bright, 

That thou shouldst ever learn to weep 
O’er languid Virtue’s fatal sleep, 

O’er shame extinguished, honour fled, 
Peace lost, heart withered, feeling dead? 

Np, no ! a star was born with thee, 
Which sheds eternal purity 1 
Thou hast within those sainted eyes 
So fair a transcript of the skies, 

In lines of fire such heavenly lore, 

That man should read them and adore ! 
Yet have I known a gentle maid 
Whose early charius were jnst arrayed 
In Nature’s loveliness like thine, 

And v, ore that clear, celestial sign, 

Which seems to mark the brow that’s fair 
For Destiny’s peculiar care 1 
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Whose l^osom, too, was once a mne 
Where the bright gem of virtue sl^one ; 
Whose eyes were talismans of fire 
.Against the s|mU of man's desire ! 

Yet. hapless girl, in one sad hour 

Her charm| have shed their radiant flower ; 

The gem has been begmled away ; 

Her eyes have lost their chastening ray; 
The simple fear, the guiltless shame, 

The smiles that from reflection came, 

All, all have fled, and left her mind 
A faded monument behind ! 

Like somo wave-beaton, mouldering stone, 
To memory raised by hands unknown, 
Which, many a wintry hour, luis stood 
Beside the ford of Tyra’s flood, » 

To tcU the traveller, as he crossed, 

That there some lovdd fnend was lost ; 

Oh i ’twas a sight 1 wept to see^ 

Heaven keep the lost one’s fate fi*om theo 1 


TO . 

'Tis time, I feel, to leave thee now, 

While yet my soul is^omething free ; 

While yet those dangerous eyes tOJow 
One momont’s tlumglit to stray from thee ! 

Oh ! tbon art every instant dearer— 

Every clianee that brings me nigh thee, 

Brings my ruin nearer, mjarcr : 

I am lost, nnh-SB 1 lly tiiee ! 

Nay, if thou dost not scorn and hate me, 
Wish me not so soon to fall, 

Duties, fame, and hoi')cs await rne, 

Oh ! that eye w^ould blast them all ! 

Yes, yes, it would— for thou'rt as c(>lcl 
As ever yet allured or swayed. 

And wouldst, without a sigh, behold . 

The ruin which thyself had made ? 

Y^et — could I think that, truly fond, 

That eye but once would smile ou rne, 

Oood Heaven ! how much, how far beyond 
Fame, duty, hope, that smile would be ! 

Oh ! but to win it, night and day, 

Inglorious at thy feet reclined, 

I’d sigh my dreams of fame away, 

The world for thee forgot, resigned ! 
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• Bat no, no, no— farewell*-we jwwrt, 

Never to meet, no* never, never— 

Oh wontSD } what a mind and hj^art 
Thy ooldness has undone for ever ! 


V FKOM 

THE HIGH PKIEST OF APOLLO 

TO 

A VmaiN OF DELPHI.! 

Cum digno digna— 

• * Who ia the maid, with golden Lair, 

With eyoB of fire and feet of air. 

Whose harp around my altar swells, 
The sweetest of a thousand shells ?’ 
'Twaa thus the deity, who treads 
The arch of Heaven, and grandly sheds 
Day from his eyelids !— thus lie spoke, 
As through my coll his glories broke : 

‘ Who is the maid, with golden hair, 
With eyes of lire and feet of air, 

Whoso harp aroijnd my altar swells, 
The sw'oetest of a thousand shells T 


Apbelia is the Dolphic fair, 

With eyes of lire and golden hair, 
Aphelia’s are the airy foot, 

And hers the haqi divinely sweet ; 
For foot BO light has never trod 
The laurelled caverns of the god, 

Nor liai'p so soft has ever given 
A strain to earth or sigh £) Heaven ! 
‘ Then tell the virgin to unfold, 

1 11 looser pomp, her locks of gold. 
And bill tliose eyes with fonder fire 
Be kiudleil for a gods desire ; 


^ This pucm requircH n liUh' oJtjilanation. Jt 
is well known that, in the ancient ienij>leH,when- 
fver a reverend pnest, like the wupposed author 
of the invitation hefore us, was uuspin'd with a 
ff’uder ini'llnatum towards any fair visitor of the 
ftlnine, and at the same time felt a ditfidenec in 
Jii« own ptiwors of persuasion, bo hail but to pro* 
elaiin that the pod liimHelf was enamoured ofher, 
and had Kipnified his divine will that she should 
sleep in the interior of the temple. Many apious 
• husband connived at this divine assiiffnation. and 
even declared him«ielf proud of the selection with 
whicli his family had been distinguished by the 
deity. In the temple of Jupiter Veins there was 
a hpiendid bed for thcHc ocensions. !'» tjjgyjitian 


Thebes the same nioekory was practised; and at 
the oracle of Pattira in Lycia, the priestess never 
could prophesy till an iu^^erview with the deity 
was allowed her. Tlie story which we read m 
JoeephuK (lib. xviii. cap. 3), of the Roman matron 
Paulina, whom the priests of Isis, for a bribe, be- 
trayed in this manner to Mmidus, is a siuf^nlar 
infttaiiec of the impudent excess to which credu- 
lity sullcred those impostures to bo carried. This 
story lias been put into the form of a little nove^ 
under the name of Zo- J?udietia SchemUa, by 
the licentious and unfortunate Pallavieino. See 
liis Opete ScelU, lorn, 1. 1 have made my pricfit 
hwe prefer a cave to the temple. 
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Since He, who light® the i)ath of yeadi-^ 

Even from the fount of morning^® tear®, 

To where hi® eetting Bplendonr® tmra 
^ Upon the western eea-maid’s urn— 

Cannot, in all his oonrae, behold 
Such eyes^of fire, such hair of 0 old 1 
Tell her he come® in blissful pndc, 

Hi® lip yet sparkling with the tide 
That mantle® in Olympian bowl®, 

The nectar of eterual souls ! 

For her, for her he quit® tlie skies, 

And to her kiss from nectar file®. 

Oh ! be would hide his wreath of rays, 

And leave the w’orld to pine for day®, 

Might he bub j^ss the hours of shade 
Imbosonied by his Delphic maid-- • 

She, more than earthly woman blest, 

He, more than god fm woman’s breast !’ 

There is a cavo beneath the stee]),* 

Where living rills of crystal w^cep 
O’er herbage of tbe loveliest hue 
That ever spring begemmed with dew, 

There oft the green bank’s glossy tint 
Is brightened by the amorous print 
Of many a faun and Naiad’s form, 

That still ujKjn the de^ is warm 

When virgins come at j.)eep of day . 

To kiss the sod w'here lovers lay ! 

‘There, there,* the god, impassioned, said, 

‘ Soon as the twilight tinge is fled, 

And the dim orb of lunar souls 
Along its shadowy pathway rolls — 

There shall we find our bridal bed, 

And ne’er did rosy rapture spread, , 

Not even in Jove’s voluptuous bowers, 

' A bridal bed so blest as ours ! 

‘ Tell the imperial God, who reigns 
Sublime in oriental fanes, 

' Whose towering turrets paint their prido 
Upon Euphrates’ pregnant tide ; 

Tell him, when to his midnight loves’ 

111 mystic majesty he moves, 

Lighted by many an odorous fire, 

And hymned by all Cbaldaaa’s choir— 

Oh ! tell the godhead to confess, 

The pompous joy delights him less 

(Even though his mighty arms enfold 

A priestess on a couch of gold) • 

> The CorTfifln Car^ which Paacanias incntionB. The inhabitants of Paroassiis held it ssered 
^0 the Coiyeian tivtnplis. who Wete children or the river Plistaa 
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Than when in love’s imboUef pmnk, 
moonlight cave or rustic bank, 

Upon hiB neck some wood-nymph UeSy 
Exhaling from her lip and eyes ^ 

The flame and incense of delighii * 

To sanctify a dearer rite, 

A mystery, more divinely wfirmed 
Than priesthootl over yet performed !* 

Happy the maid, whom Heaven alloWB 
To oreak for Heaven her virgin vows i 
Happy the maid !-»her robe of shame 
Is whitened by a heavenly flame, 

Whose glory, with a lingering trace, 

Shines through and deifies her race ! 

, Oh, virgin ! what a doom is thine i 
To-uight, to-night a lip divine 
In every kiss shall stamp on thee 
A seal of immortality ! 

Fly to the cave, Aphelia, fly , 

'rUere lose the world and wed the sky I 
There all the boundless rapture steal 
Which gods can give or women feel 


W0MAK. 

• 

Awav, away— you’re all the same, 

A fluttering, smiling, jilting throng J 
Oh ! by iny soul, 1 burn with shamej 
To think I’ve been your slave so long J 

Slow to be warmed and quick to rove 
From folly kind, from emming loth 
T 00 cold for bliss, too weak for love. 

Yet feigning all that’s best in both. 

Still panting o’er a crowd to reign, 

More joy it gives to woman’s hreast 
To make ten frigid coxcombs vain, 

'rhau one true, manly lover blest ! 

Away, away,— your smile’s a curse— 

Oh ! l>]ot me from the race of men, 
Kind pitying Heaven ! by death or worse, 
Before I love such things again ! 


BALLAD STANZAS. 

[ KNEW by the smoke, that so gracefully curled 
Above till) fflpeen elms, that a cottage was near ; 

And I said, ‘If there’s jK*ace to be found in the worlds 
A heart that was humble might hope for it here i’ 


m 
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It was noon, and on flowers that languished exound 
In silence reposed the voluptuous W ; 
fvery leaf was at rest, and 1 heard not a sound 
But the woodpecker tapping the hollow bOech-tree. 

And ‘ Here in this lone little wood,* I exclaimed, 

' With a maid Vho was lovely to soul and to eye, 

Who would blush when I praised her, and weep if I blamed, 
How blest could I live, and how calm could I die I 

* By the shade of you sumach, whose red berry dips 
In the gnsh of flic fountain, how sweet to recline, 

And to know that I sighed u^ion innocent lips, 

had never been signed on by any but mme !* 


TO * 

NOSRI TA «ATATA.-Jffttr»iHrf«!P. 

1BD3. 

Comt:, take the har{> — ’tis vain to muse 
Upon the gathering ilia we see ; 

Oil ! take the harp, and let mo lose 
All tlioughts or ill in hearing thee ! 

• 

kSing to me, Love ! though death were near, 
lliy song could make my soul forget— 

Nay, nay, in pity, dry that tear, 

All may Ik; well, be happy yet ! 

Let me but see that snowy ami 
Once more upon the dear haip lie, 

And I will cojise to dream of harm. 

Will smile at fate, while thou art nigh ! 

(live me that strain, of moumfui touch, 

We used to love long, long ago, 

Before our hearts had known as mucli 
As now, idas ! they blood to know ! 

Sweet -notes ! they tell of former peace, 

Of all that looked so rapturous thou, 

Now withered, lost —oh ! pray thcc, cease, 
I cannot bt^ar those sounds again ! 

Art tliou, too, wretched ? yes, thou art ; 

I see thy tears flow fast with mine — 

Come, come to this devoted heart, 

*Tis breaking, but it still is thine ! 
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A VISION OF PHILOSOFIjy. 

’Twas on the Kod Soa coast, at morn, wo met 
The venerable man a viimn bloom 
Of BoftncBs mingled with the vigorous thought 
That towered upon his brow ; as when we see 
The gentle moon and the full radiant sun 
Shining in heaven together. When he spake, 

Twas language sweetened into song^-^sueh holy sounds 
As oft the spirit of the good man hoars^ 

Prelusive to the harmony of heaven, 

When death is nigh and still, as he unclosed 
His sacred an odour, all as bland 
As ocean-breezes gather from the flowers 
Tliat blossom in Elys#im, breathed around ! 

VJith silent awe wo listened while he told 
Of the dark veil which many an age had hung 
O’er Nature’s form, till by the touch of Time 
The mystic shroud grew thin and luminous, 

Aud h^f the goddess beamed in glim|)S08 through it 1 
Of magic wonders, that were known and taught 
By liim (or Cham or Zoroaster named) 

Who mused, amid the mighty cataclysm, 

O’er his rude tablets of primeval lore,® 

Nor let the living star of science** sink 
Beneath the waters whicli engulfed the world !— 

Of visions by Calliope^'evealed 
To him*’’ who traced upon his typic lyre 
' The diapason of man’s mingled frame, 

And tlie grand Boric heptachord of Heaven I 
With all of pure, of wondrous and arcane, 

Which the grave sons of Mochus, many a night 


^ 111 PlutarcWg Ptsuy on the Veoliue <if the 
Oravlee, Clcorebrotus, on€ of tlie iiitorlocutors, 
describes au eitraordinary man whom lie had 
met (vith, am>r long rcacareii, ajion the banks of 
the Ilcd Soa. Ouce in every year this super- 
natural iKirsonoKe appeared to mortals, and con- 
versed with them ; the rest of Ids time he passed j 
among' the (ieiiil and the Nymphs, llcpi vqv 
epvdftav 9a\a(TiTa.v evpov, avBponrOi^ am trojf ero^ 
iirof ei^Tvyxa*'Oi'Ta, roAAa fie avv rats yufuf^f 
I'Ofiaai Kai &aufio<n, u>v e(/>acr(c«. He spoke in a 
tone not lar removed from singing, and when- 
ever he opened his Ups a fragrance filled the 
phicc ; ^Ofyyo/aemi/ fie rov tottoi' ewwfiio aareiye, 
Tov arofiaro^ nhorov airoiff>covT09. From him 
Clcombrotos learned the doctrine of a plurality 
of worlds. 

* The celebrated Janus Dousa, a little before 
his death, im^iod that he heard a strain of 
music in the air. See the poem of Heinsius, *'In , 
honnoniam quom paulo ante obituin audire sibi 
VBus cut Dousa.' Page 601, 

^ Cham, the son of Noah, is supposed to have 
taken with him Into the' ark the prlneipol doc- 
trines of magical, or ratlier of natural, selonee, 
which ho had inscribed upon some very durable 


substances, in order that they might resist the 
I ravages of the deluge, and transmit iho secrets of 
antediluvian knowledge to his posterity.—Sce 
' the extracts made by Bayle In his article Cham, 
(ji'ho identity of Cham and Zoroaster depends 
upon the authority of Berosus, or the impostor 
Anuius, and a few more such rospeetable testi- 
monies. See yaudi’e Jpohgie pour le» Orandt 
Hommett etc., chap, tl, where he takes mors 
trouble than is necessary in refuting this gratui- 
tous auj^sition. 

* Chamum h postcris hujus artis admirato. 
Zoroastrum, sen vivum ofitrum, propterea fuisse 
dictum ot pro Deo habitum.-* JoeAorf , Ctograph, 
Suer, lib. IV. cap. I, 

^ Ornheus.— Paulinus, in his Sebdomade$t 
cap, 2, lj|>. ilL, has endeavoured to show, after 
the Platonists, that man is a diapason, made up 
of a diatesseron, which is his soul, and adiaponte, 
which is his body. Those frequent allusions to 
music, by which the andent philosophers illus- 
trated thdr sublime theories, most have tended 
very much to elevate the character of the art, and 
to enrich it with associations of the grandest aud 
most interesting nature 
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Told to the young and bright-haired viaitant 
Of Canners sacred mount Then, ia a flow 
Of calmer con verse, he beguiled us on 
Through many a mase of garden and porch, 
Tliroiigh many a system, where the scattered light 
Of heavenly tri\tli lay, like a broken beam 
From tho piird sun, wliieb, though refracted all 
Into a thousand hues, is sunshine still,* 

And bright through every change 1— he spoke of Him, 
^ The lone Eternal One, who dwells above, 

And of the soul’s luitraeeable descent 

From that high fount of spirit, through the grades 

Of intellectual being, till it mix 

With atoms vague, corruptible, and dark ; 

Nor even then, though sundi in earthly dross. 
Corrupted all, nor its ethereal touch , 

Quite 1( st, but tasting of the fountain still ! 

As some bright river, which has rolled along 
Through meads of floweiy light and mines of gold. 
When poured at length into the dusky deep, 

Disdains to mingle with its briny taint, 

But keeps awhile the pure and golileii tinge, 

The balmy freshness of the Helds it left !'■* 

And here the old man ceased— a winged train 
Of nymphs and genii led him from our eyes, 

The fair illusion Hod ! aiuL as T waked, 

I knew my viaionai*y soul nad been 
Among that [leopl© of aerial dreains 
Who live upon the burning galaxy I 


TO . 


The world had just begun to steal 
Each hope that led^me lightly on, 

I felt not as I used to feel, 

And life grew dark aud love was gone J 


N 0 oye to mingle sorrow’s tear, 

No lip to mingle ideastrre’s breath, 

No tongue to call me kind ami dear — 
’Twas gloomy, and I wished for death ! 


1 PythAjjj^oras is represented in Jamblirhus as 
descending witii great solenmi^ from Mount 
Carme], for which reason the Canrelites have 
claimed him as one of their fraternky. This Mo- 
eUus or Moechns, witlv tlie deHcmdanls of whom 
Pythajroras conversed in I’hcericin.nnd from whonri 
he derived the doctrines of atomic {diilosophy, 
it. Bapposedby some to be the same with Mobca. 

* Lactantius asserts that ail tlie truths of 
Christhmity may be found dispersed tliroufrh the 
anoiont pbilosop ideal sects, and that any one 


who would collect these scattered fragments 
of orthodoxy might form a code in no respect 
differing from that of the Christian. *Si exti- 
tUset aliqui8,qul veritatem sparsam per singulos 
per seetusque diffusam colli ^ret In nnum, ac re- 
digeret in corpus, is prufecto non dissentlret a 
nobis.’- iwjif. lib. vl. o. 7. 

^ This fine Platonic image I hare taken from* 
a passage in Father Boucnct^s letter upon the 
Metempsychosis, inserted in Picarf$ Cirim. 
Belig, tom. iv« 



BPJBnBa, dPBB. ABD 

. But when I sa'w^ that gentle eye, 

Oh I something seemed to tell me then 
That 1 was yet too young to die, 

And hope and bliss might bloom again ? , 

With evfliy beamy smile that crossed 
Your kindling cheek, you lifted home 
Some feeling which my heart had loet, 

And Peace, which long had learned to roam ! 

’Twas then indeed so sweet to live, 

Hope looked so new, and love so kind, 

That, though I weep, I still forgive 
The ruin which they’ve left behind I 

I could have loved’^ou—oh, so welf;— ■ 

• The dream that wishing boyhood knows, 

Is but a bright beguiling spell, 

Which only lives while passion glows 

But, when this early flush declines, 

When the heart’s vivid morning fleets, 

You know not then hou^ close it twines 
Bound the flrst kindred soul it meets ! 

Yes, yes, I could have loved, as one 
Who, while his yejuth’s enchantments fall, 
Finds something tte§r to rest upon, 

Which pays i im for the loss of all 1 

♦ ♦ ^ ♦ * * V 


DREAMS. 


TO . 

In slumber, I prithee how is it. 

That souls are oft taking the air, 

And paying each other a visit, 

While bodies are— Heaven knows where? 

Last night, ’tis in vain to deny it, 

Your soul took a fancy to roam ; 

P’or I heard her, on tiptoe so quiet, 

Come ask, whether miyie was at home. 

And mine let her in with delight, 

And they talked and theykisse<l the time through 

For when souls come together at night, 

There is no knowing what they mayn’t do! 

And your little soul, Heaven bless her! 

Had much to complain and to say, 

Of how sadly you wrong and oppress her, 

By keeping her prisoned all day. 
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* If I happen,* said she, ♦ bnt tn steid 

For a peep now and then to her ^ye, 

Or, to qidet the fever I feel, 

Just venture abroad on a sigh ; 

* In an instant, she frightens me in. 

With some phantom of prudence or terror, 
For fear I should stray into sin, 

Or, what is still worse, into error ! 

,* So, instead of displaying my graces, 

Thro’ look, and thro’ words, and thro* mien, 
I am shnt up in comers and places, 

Where truly I Mush to be seen ♦’ 

Upon hearing this piteous confession, 

My soul, looking tenderly at her, 

Declared, as for grace and disoretion 
He did not know much of the matter ; 

* But, to morrow, sweet spirit !’ he said, 

‘ Be at home after midnight, and then 
I will come when your lady’s in bod, 

And well talk o’er the subject again.’ 

So she whisperfxl a word in liis oar, 

1 Bupi^ose to her door to direct lum, 

And— just after midnight, my dear, 

Your polite little soul may expect him. 


TO MBS. . 

To sec thee every day that cainc. 

And liud thee every clay the same, 

III pleasure's smile or sorrow’s tear 
The same benign consoling iloar ! 

To meet thee early, leave thee late, 

Has been so long my bliss, ray fate, 

That life, without this cheering ray. 
Which came like sunshine every day, 

And all my jiadn, iny sorrow chased, 
la now a lone and loveless waste.-— 

Where arc the chords she used to touch ? 
Where arc the songs slio loved so much ? 
The songs are hushed, tlie chords arc still. 
And so, perhaps, wdll every thrill 
Of friendship soon be lulled to rest, 
Which late 1 waked in Anna's breast ! 
Yet no— the simple notes I i^layed, 

On memory's tablet soon may fade ^ 

'rbe songs which Anna loved to hear 
iVlay all be lost on Anna’s ear ; 
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But frieudi^p’g sweet and feiry styujip 
* SIiaB ever in li^r heart remain j 

Kor memory lose nor time impait 
The sympa^ies which tremble there j 


A CANADIAN BOAT-^MfGf. 

wniTTEN ON Tim EIVEB ST. LA'WimNCE.* 

Kt roniigom eaututi hortatur.^Qm»/i2ia7i, 

Faintly as tolls the evening chimes *" 

Our voices keep tnuo and our oars keep time. 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 

We’ll sing at St. Ann’s our parting hymn.^ 
,Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 

The Rapids arc near, and the daylight’s past ! 

Why should we yet onr sail unfurl ? 

Tiierc is not a breath the blue w.ave to curl ! 
But when the wind blows oiF the shore. 

Oh ! sweetly well ivst oar weary oar. 

Bl(»w, breezes, blow, the stream rnns fast, 

The Rapids are near, and the daylight’s past ! 

Utaw'as’ tide ! this trembling nmon 
Shall sec ns Heat ovier thy surges soon. 

Saint of this green tele ! hear our prayers, 

Olj ! grant us cool heavens and favouring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fa^t, 

The lUpids arc near, and the daylight’s past ! 


^ 1 wrote thcflo wordh to an mr wliich <»ur boat- 
incn fiiinfr to ns very frequently. The - wind 
wa.s so unfavourable that they wore obliged to 
row all the wav and we were five davs indee- 
fi’iidiii^' tUc*nver from Km^aton to Montreal, 
L'NjHjsou to an intense tan during the day, and at 
niKht foroed to take shelter from the dews in 
uny miserahie hut. upon the hanks that would 
roreive ns. But the inagnitieent secnery of the 
yi. Lawreme repays all theso difficulties. 

t>ur voyttgeun had good voicfes, and sung per- 
fectly in tune tfttrethcr. The oriKUinl words of 
tlu) air, to wfiieli I adapted these stanzas, 
appeared to be a long ineolierflit story, of which 
1 could understand but littfc, from the barbarous 
pronunciation of the (latiadtans. It bof^ius : 

Bans mon chemin j’ai renoontrd 
Deux cavaliers tres-bienmonUfsj 

And the re/eat» to every verse was ; 

A I'oinbre d'un boia je m'en vais joucr, 

A Tondtro d'un bois je m'en vais danscr, 

I t'enturedlo harmonize this air, and have pub- 
lished it. Without that charm whioh assooiatk n 
g-ives to over}' little memorral of scenes or feelings 


that arc past, the melody may perhaps be thought 
ewnmon and trifling; but 1 renjcuiber when w't 
have entered, at surtset, upon one of tho.‘»e beau- 
tiful lakes, into which the St. Lawrence so 
grandly and ujiexpeetcdly opens, 1 liavc heard 
Ibis simple air with a ploasurc whroh the fiiiest 
eoiupositSotiB of the first masters have never 
given mo ; and now there is not a note of It 
which docs not recall to my memory the djj) of 
our ours in the St. Lawrence, tlio flight of our 
Imt down the Itapids, and all those new and 
fanciful impressions to which niy heart was alive 
during the whole of this very interesting voyage. 

The above stanzas arc supposed to be sung by 
thowt who go to tho Grande Portage 

]»y the Utawus Kiver. For an account of this 
wonderful undertaking, see Sir Alexander Mac- 
kenzie's General i/wtory 6/ Me .Fter TVcwle, pre- 
fixed to bis Jmrnal, 

* * At the Rapid of St Ann they are obliged to 
take out part, if not the whole, of tlieir lading. 
It is from this spot the Canadians consider they 
take their dejiartnrc, as it Assesses the lost 
churcti on the island, whioh is dedicated to ttw 
tutelar saint of voyagers.'— •IfacitejMw's General 
llmtory of fhe Fur trade* 
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EPISTLE IX. 

TO THE LADY OHAELOTTE EAWLON. 

* FROM THK BANKS OF TttK ST. UWRENCE. 

Not many mojaths have now been dreamed away 
Since yonder siui (beneath whose evening ray 
We rest our boat among these Indian isles) 

Saw me, where many Trent serenely smiles 
Through many an oak, as sacred as the gi^oves 
Beneath whose shade the pions Persian roves, 

And hears the soul of father or of chid, 

Or lovM mistress, sigh in every leal 
There listening, I^ady i while thy lip hath sung 
My owR uni3ofished lays, how proud I’ve hung 
On every mellowed number i proud to feel 
That notes like mine should have the fate to steal, 

As o'er thy hallowing Hp they sighed along, 

Such breath of passion and such 80\il of song. 

Oh ! 1 have wondered, like tlie peasant boy 
Who sings at eve his Sabbath strains of joy, 

And when he hears the rude, luxuriant note 
Back to his ear on softening echoes float, 

Believes it still some answering spirit's tone, 

And thinks it all too sweet to be his oun ! 

I dreamed not then that, ere the rolling year 
Had filled its circle, I shduld w'ander hero 
In musing awe ; should tread this wondrous world, 

See all its store of inland ^waters hurled 
In one vast volume down Niagara’s steep,‘^ 

Or calm behold them, in transparent sleep, 

Where the blue hills of old Toronto shed 
Their evening shadows O’er Oiit{irii>’a Ixul ! — 

Should trace the ^and C'adaraqui, and glide 
Down the white Rapids of his lordly tide 
Through massy woods, through islets fiow eriog fair, 

Tlirough shades of bloom, where the first sinful pair 
For consolation might have weeping trod, 

When banished from the garden of their God ! 

Oh, Lady I these are iniraclcH which man, 

Caged in the Imunds of Europe’s pigmy ]da.n, 

’I ‘ Aveiido essi per costumo <li avere in viniera* To Colonel Brock, <lr the 4!lrth, who commanded 
tionc xli atbeii ycrandi edantiehl, quasi chealauo at the Fort, I am particularly indebted for hlfl 
spesso ricettatjooli di anime beate/— Pi^ira kindness to roc during the fortnight I remained 

Vaile, Fart, Second. Lettera IS da i giardini di at Niagara. Among many pleasant days which 
Sciraz. ] pusHcd with him and liis brotlier ofHt^rSi that 

^ When 1 arrived at Chippewa, within three of our visit to the Tusearora Indians was not the 
miles of the Falls, it was too lato to think of least interesting. They received us in all their 
vidtifig them that evening, and 1 layawakoalJ ancient eostimie : the young men exhibited ibr 
night with the sound of tlie cataract in my ears, our amusement, in the race, the l>at*game, etc.; 
i'hc day following I consider as a kind oi era in while the old and the women sut in groups under 
my life, and the Hrst glimpse which 1 caitght of the surrounding trees, and the picture altogether 
those wouderhd Falls gave me a feeling which was as beautify as it was new to me. 

Qotbing ill this world can ever excite agi^. 
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.Can scarcely drean;! of ; wMoh liis eye most see. 

To know how beautifnl this world cam be! 

But soft !--tiheiiiij(;e8 of the west decline, 

And night falls dewy o’er these banks of pine. • 
Among the reeds, in W’hich our idle boat 
Is rocked to rest, the wind’s eomi^ning note 
Dies, like a half-breathed whispering of flutes ; 
Along the wave the gleaming poi^ioise shoots, 

And 1 can trace him, like a watery star,^ 

Down the steep currentr till be fades afar 
Amid the foaming breaker’s silvery, light, 
vV here yon rough Rapids sparkle trough the night ! 
Here, as abug this sWo-Wy bank I stray, 

And the smooth glass-snake,* gliding o’er my way, 
Hhows the dim moonlight through his scaly form, 
Faacy, with all the scene’s enchantment warm, 
Hears in the murmur of the nightly breeze, 

8ome Indian Hpiiit warble woras like these : 

From the clime of sacred doves,* 

Where the blessed Indian roves. 

Through the air on wing, as white 
As the spirit-stones of light, ^ 

Which the eye of morning counts 
On the Appmachinn mounts ! 

Hither oft my flight I take 
Over Huron’s lutid lake, 

Where the wave, as clear as dew, 

* Sleejw beneath the light canoe^ 

Which, reflected, floating there, 

Ujolts as if it hung in air !® 

Then, w’hen I have strayed awhile 
Tlirough the Alanflfcaulin isle,* 

Breathing all its holy bloom, 

Swift upon the purple plnme 
Of luy Wakon-ferd' I fly 
Where, beneath a burning sky, 


> Aiiburey, in his Travels, ha8 notieed this 
*>liQi>tiuc illannnatiou wliich porpoiaeB diUTase at 
ui;,'ht throuKh the St. hawreuee.— Vol. i. p. J49. 

'■> The glaflfl'snahe is brittle and transparent 
® ‘ The departed i.pirit goes into tllo Country 
of Souls, where, according to some, it is trans- 
formed into a dove.*— Charlevois, upon the 
Traditions and the Religion of the Savages of 
Canada, ’ See the curious Fabk q/* the dmcrican 
Orphens iu Latltau, tom. i. p. i02. 

^ ‘The mountains appeared to be sprinkled 
with white stones, which glistened in the sim, 
and were called by the Indians ‘^maiictoe 
aseniah,” or spirit-stoues,’— Journal. 

‘ii I was thinking here of what Carver says so 
beautifully in his description of one of these 
lakes ; ' When it was calm, and the sun shone 
bright, I could sit iu my canoe, where tlie depth 
was upwards of six fathoms, and plainly sec huge < 


piles of stone at the bottom, of diflRprent ahapes, 
some of which appeared as if they had been 
hewn : the water was at this time as pure and 
transparent as air, and mv canoe seemed as if it 
hung suBponded in that elemeiit. It was impos* 
Bible to look attentively through this Umpid 
medium, at the rocks below, witliout finding, he- 
fore many minutes were elapsed, vourhead swiox 
and your eyes no Umger able to behold the daa- 
sUng scene.* 

^ Manataulin signifioe a Place of Spirits, and 
this island in Lake llurou is held sacred by the 
Indians. 

5 « The Wakon-Bird, which probably Is of the 
same species with the Bird of Paradise, reoeivas 
its irarne from the ideas the Indians have of its 
superior excellence ;tlie Wakon-Bird boittg, in 
their language, the Bird of the Great SpirtV*- 
Mono, 
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iTer bed of Sine’s bke, 

Blumbets nutoy a water*4make, 

Bafikinff in the web of leaves 
Which Ihe ifeeping lily weaves 

Then { chase the flowereMting 
Throi^h his bloomy wild of spring ; 
8ee him now, while diamond hues 
8oft his neck and wings mifTase, 

In the leafy chalice sink 
Thirsting tor his balmy mnk ; 

Now behold him all on fire, 

Lovely in ids looks of ire, 

Brealdng every infant stem, 

Scattering every velvet gem, 

Where hS littie tyrant lip - 

Had not. found enough to sip ! 

Then my playful hand I steep 
Where the gold-thread® loves to creep, 
('nil from thence a tangled wreath, 
Words of magic round it breathe, 

And the sunny chaplet spread 
(Ter the sleeping fly-bird’s hewl,'* 

'rill, with dreams of honey blessod, 
Haunted in his downy nest 
By the garden’s fsirost spells, 

Dewy buds and fragrant bells, 

Fancy all his soul embowers 
In the fly-bird’s heaven of flowers ! 


Oft, when hoar and silvery flakes 
M(ilt along the rufl.led lakes ; 

When the gray fliiK>se sheds his horns, 
When the track at evening warns 
Weary hunters of the way 
To the wigwam’s cheering ray. 

Then, aloft through freezing air. 

With the snow-bird^ soft and fair 
As the fleece that heaven flings 
O’er his little pearly wings, 

Light above the locks I play, 

Where Niagara's starry spfay, 

Frozen on Sie clifT, appears 
Like a giant’s starting tears ! 


> The iriianiiB of Lake Eric are atirroatided 
to a considerable dietance by the iar(;;e pond^Uy, 
whoHO learee spread thickly over tlie eurfaco of 
the lake, and form a kind jf bed for the vratci- 
snakea in aummer. 

“ * The gold-llircwi ia of the vine kind, and 
^QWfl in swamps. The roots spread themselves 
just under flic surface of the mttruases, and arc j 
easily drawn out by handfuls. They resemble a i 


large cntaiidod skein of silk, and are of a bright 
yellow.'— Juirse, 

^ * L'oiseau mouche, irros comme uo hanneton, 
cet de touies coulcurs, vives et chani^ites : il 
tire sa subsistence dea llcars comme Ics aboilles ; 
son nid est fail d'un coton tr^s-lln sospeiidh d 
une branche d*arl»re.'— anx Indes O*.- 
aidttnMxt, par M. Hossii. Second pari, letl. xjc 

^ Kmbcriiea itvomulis.— See K^utuckit. 

p. 280, 
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Tht^re, mad t^e lBl&iid-sedg4», 

Juat upon th« cataraot^A edge, 

Where the foot of living man 
Never trod eiaee time hegJm, , 

Lone I sit, at close of day, 

While, beneath the golden ray, 

Icy columns gleam bmow, * 

Feathered round with falling snow, 

And an arch of gloi^' springs, 

BnlUant as the <mam'of rings 
Round the neck of virgins hung,— 

Vii^ins^ whu have wandered young 
OW the waters of the west 
To the land where spirits rest I 

Thus have I charmed, with visionary lay, 

The lonely moments of the night away ; 

And now, fresh daylight o’er tlie water l^enms ! 
Once more embarked upon the glittering stremns* 
Our boat flies light along the Imy shore, 

Shooting the falls, without a dip of oar 
Or breath of aephyr, like the mystic bark 
The jjoct saw, m dreams divinely dark, 

Borne, without sails, along the dusky flood, 

While on its deck a pilot angel stood. 

And, witli his wings of lining light unfurled, 
Coasted the dim sborei of another world ! 

•Yet oh ! believe me in tins blooming mayo 
Of lovely nature, where the fancy strays 
Prom charm to charm, wrhere every floweret’s hue 
Hath something strange, and every leaf is new ! 

I never feel a bliss so pure and still, 

8o heavenly calm, as wlfeu a stream or hill, 

Or veteran oak, like those remembered well, 

• Or breeze or echo, or some wild-flower’s smell 
(For, who can say what small and fairy tics 
The memory flings o’er pleasure as it flies V) 
Reminds my heart of many a sylvan dream 
I once indulged by Trent’s inspiring stream ; 

Of all my sunny moms and moonlight nights 
On Bonington’s green lawns and breezy heights ! 

Whether I trace the tranquil moments o’er, 

Wljen 1 have seen thee cull the blooms of lore, 
With him, the polished warrioj', by thy side, 

A sister’s idol and a natum’s pride ! 

When thou hast road of heroes, trophied high 
In ancient fame, and I have seen thine eye 
Turn to the living hero, while it read, 

For pure and brightening comments on the dead ! 


iM 


* LafltAQ vrisheB to belicvo, for the soke of his Uieory, that there was an order of veetob estab- 
lished among the Iroquoie Indians, 
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Or whether memory to my mind recalk 
llie festal mcdCur of those lordly halls^ 

When giiests have met arouxiid the sparkling board, 
An(| welcome wanned the oap that luxury poured ; 
When the bright future star of England^ throne 
With magic smile hath .okr the banquet shone, 
Winning respect, nor claiming what he won. 

But tempering greatness, like an evening sun 
Whose light 3ie eye can tranquilly admire, . 
Glorious but mild, all softness yet all fire i 
Whatever hue my recollections take, 

Even the regret, the very jiaiu they wake 
Is dear and exquisite ’-—but oh ! no more— 

Lady ! adieu— my heart has lingered o'er 
These vanished times, till all that round me lies, 
Stream, banks, and bowers, liave faded on my eyes ! 


IMPR'OMraiT, 

AFTER A VISIT TO MRS. , OF MONTREAL. 

’TwaS but for a moment — and yet in tliat time 
She crowded the impressions of many an hour : 

Her eye had a glow, like the sun of her clime, 

Which waked every feeling at once into flower I 

Oh ! could we have stolen T)ut one rapturous day, 

To renew such impressions again and again, • 

The things we could look, and imagine, and say. 

Would be worth all the life sve hud wasted till theu ! 

What we had not the leisure or language to speak, 

We should find some more exquisite mode of revealing, 

And, lictweeu us, should feel just as much in a week, 

As others would take a millennium in fealing ! 


WRITTEN ON PASSING HEADMAN’S ISUND.^ 

IN THE GULF OF ;^T. LAWRENCE, LATE IN THE EVENING, HKl^TEMBER 1004. 

See you, beneath yon cloud so dark, 

Fast gliding along, a gloomy bark ! 

Her sails are full, though the win cl is still. 

And there blows not a breath her sails to fill ! 


’ This is one of the Jilagdalen Islands, and, 
sinvnlarly enpuiirh, is the protierty of Sir Isaac 
Coffin. ^ The above lines were suggested by a 
Buterstitioo very common among sailors, who 
cafl tills ghost-ship, 1 tliink, ’ the flying Dutch- 
men.' 

We were thirteen days on our passage ftom 
quebec to Halifax, and 1 hud been so spoiled b> 


the very snlendid hospitality with which my 
friends of the FhatHan and iroJtfoH had treated 
me. ti|pt 1 was but iU prepared to eiu’ounter the 
miseries of a Canadian ship. The weather, how- 
ever, was pleiisaut, and the scenery along tlih 
river delightful. Our passage through the Gut 
of Canso, with a blight sky and a fair wind, was 
particularly striking and romantic. 
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, Oh 1 what idoili that vessel of ^ai^ese hear ? 
The silent c«dift of the grave is 
Save now and again a death-knell rni^g, 

And the dap of the sails with night-fog htnig I 

There lieth a wreck on the dismal shora 
Of cold and pitiless Labrador; # , 

Whore, undex* the moon, upon motints of frosty 
Fhll many a mariner’s Wes are tossed ! 

You shadowy hark hath liieen to 4hat wieck; 
And the dim blue fire that lights her deck 
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew, 

As ever yet drank the churchyard dew ! 

To Deadinan’s Isle, in the eye of the blart, 

To Deadman’s Isle she spee& her fast ; 

• By skeleton sha})e8 her sails are furlefl, 

And the hand that steers is not of this world ! 

Oh ! hurry thee on— oh 1 hurry tliee on, 

Thou terrible bark ! ere the nicht he gone, 

Nor let morning look on so foul a sight 
As Vould blanch for ever her rosy light 1 


TO THK BOSTON^ FRIGATE.^ 

02^ laUVlNG HALIFAX FbR ENOLANI), OCTOBER 11104. 

NO:STOY I1P04>A!£15 l?\YlvEPOY.-Pwrfai*. P^/A. 4. 

With triumih this moniing, oh Boston I i hail 
The stir of thy deck and the spread of thy sail ; 

For tliey tell me 1 S(»on shall be wafted, in thee 
To t}>e iioiu’ishing isio of the brave and the free, 

And that chill Nova Scotia’s unpromising strand® 

Is the last I shall truad of American land, 

\\ ell ivoaco to the iaiul 1 may the people, at length, 

* Know that freedom is bliss, but that honour is strength ; 
'lhat though man have the wings of tlie fetterless wind, 

< )f the Wiiutonest air that the iioith can xmbind, 

Yet if health do uot sweeten the blast with her bloom, 
Nor virtues aroma its i>athway iierfutnc, 

Unblest is the frredvim and dreary the fliglit, 

TJiat but wanders to ruin and wantons to blight I 
Farev'ell to the few I have left with regret, 

May they sometimes recall, what 1 cannot forget, 


1 Commanded by C:\ptulii J E, Houvlas, with cstabliahed at Windsor, aboat forty miles from 
whom 1 returued to I 'lit^Mand, end to wbom I am Halifax, and 1 was indeed most pleasantly sar> 
indebted for many, many kiudiutsses. In truth, prised by the beauty and fertility of the country 
I should but oilVnd the delicacy of my friend which opened upon us after the bleak and rocky 
£)ou|?Ia8, and at the same time do injustice to my . wilderness by which Halifax h surrounded, 1 was 
own t'oehu^ of frratitude, did 1 attempt to say how told tlmt, in trayeUing Onwards, W'e should hud 
ifluch I owe to him. tlie soil and tlie scenery improve, and it gave me 

“ Sir John Wentworth, the Governor of Nova much pleasure to know that the worthy Governor 
Scotia, very kiinlt} allowed me to occomiuiny him has by no means such an ‘ inamabile reguum ' aa 
bu his visit to the college which they have lately I was at first sight Inclined to believe. 
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Tliat coBimuiuon oi heart, and that paxi«y of soul, . 

Which has Icngthotied our ui^ts and illumihed our bowl 
When they’ve asked me Ihe manners, the mind, or the mien 
Of s^me bard I had knoum, or some chief 1 hud seen, . 
Wliose glory, though distant, they long had adored. 

Whose name often nallowed the juice m their board ! 

And still as, wAh sympathy humble but true, 

1 told them each lumiuoug trait that 1 knew, 

They have listened and sighed that the powerful stream 
Of Americans empire should pass, like a efream. 

Without leaving one fra^eut of genius, to say 
How sublime was the tide wliich had vanished away ! 
Farewell to the few— though we never may meet 
On this planet again, it is soothing and sweet 
To think that, whenever my song or my name 
Shall recur to theii* ear, they’ll recall me the same 
J have been to them now, young, unthoughtful, aud bleat 
Ere ho|xe had deceived me or s<jrrow depressed ! 

Bnt, Douglas ! while thus I endear to my mind 
The elect of the. laud we shall soon leave behind, 

I can read in the weather-wise glance of thine eye, 

As it follows the rack Hitting over the skv. 

That the faint coming breeze w'ill be fair tor our llight, 

Aud shall steal us away ere the falling of night. 

Dear Douglas, thou knowest, with thee by luy side, 

With thy friendship to soothe me, thy courage to guide, 
Tlicre’s not a bleak isle in those summerless seas, 

Where the day comes in darkness, or shines ])ut to fivezji 
Not a tract of the line, not a barbarous shore. 

That I could not with patience, witlt pleasure exploru 
Oh ! think then how liappy I follow thee now. 

When ho^ie smooths the billowy path of our prow, 

And each prOs])erous sigh of the west-springing wind 
Takes me nearer the home where my heart is enshrined ; 
Where the smil ; of a father shall meet me again, , 

And the tears of a mother turn bliss into pam ; 

Where the kind voice of sisters shall steal to my heart, 

And ask* it, iu sighs, how we ever could ]>art !— 

But see !-~the bent top-saila are ready to swell ■' 

To the Wt— I am witli thee— Columbia, farewell ! 


TO liADY H~. 

OK AN OIJ) jn;^a FOUND AT TtJNnUfliaE-WKLL.S. 

*Tunnebrige est a la mfiitto diftanuo de Londres aue Fontalnbleau Test de f^nris. Ce iiu’il y a 
do bean et dc f^lant dans I'uu ct dons Tautre «exe sV rasseinblc an tompa dau oaux. Lu com- 
pugnic/etc. etc.— Bee Mimoireade Gramfioni, aeconde part chap, iii, 

Tunbridge Wells, Auprust, ld06. 
When Grammont graced these happy springB, ^ 

And Tunbridge saw, upon her Bantilcs, 

The merriest '^ht of all the kings 
That ever nd^l these gay gallant isles ; 
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liike 11 $ by day th^y rod<», they walked, 

At eve they did as wc may de, 

And Gmnmont just like Spencer talked^ 

And lovely Stewt imiiled like you 1 » 

The only ditfereftt tr^it is thi|j^ 

That woman thou, if man beset her, 

"VVas rather ^iven to saying * yea,’ 

Because as yet she kiipw no better ! 

Each night they held a coterie, " 

Where, every fear to siumbOT charmed, 
Lovers were all they ought to be, 

And husbands not the least alarmed ! 

# 'Ihey called up all their school-day prs^pks, 

Nor thought it mUch their sense beneath, 

To play at nddles, qmps, wd erja^ks, 

And lords showed wit, and*laciie8 teotli. 

As— ‘ Why are husbands like the Mint 
Because, forsooth, a husband’s duty 
Is just to set the name and print 
That give a currency to beauty. 

‘ Why is a garden’s wildered masse 
Like a young i^idow, fresh and fair f 
Because it wants some hand to raise 
The weeds, which ‘ have no busii^uss then 1’ 

And thus they missed, and thus they liit, 

And now they stniek, and now they pjirried, 
And Some laydu of full-grown wit, 

While othei’S of a pun misciirricd. 

’Twas one of those facetious nights 
That Grammont gave this forfeit ring. 

For breaking grave oonundruni rites, 

Or panning ill, or—soiiie sucli thing ; 

From whence it can be fairly traced 
Through many a branch and many a bough, 
Frtuu twig to twig, until it graced 
Tlio snowy hand that wears it now. 

All this rU pi-ove, and then to you, 

Oh Tunbndge ! and your springs ironical 
1 swear by H— the— te^s eyo of blue, 

To dedicate the important clu’oniclc. 

Long may your ancient inmates give 
Tncii' mantles to your modem lodgci'S, 

And Charles’ loves in H - the — te live. 

And Charles' bards i-evive tn Bogers ! 
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Let no peij^tio fools be there, 

For ever oe those fops abolished, 

With heads as wooden as thy 
, And, Heaven knows I not half so polished. 

But still receive the mild, the ^y, 

The few, who know the rare delight 
Of reading Grammont every day, 

And acting Grammont every night 1 


TO . 

Hevjsr mind how the pedagogue proses, 

You want not antiquity’s stamp, 

The lip that’s so scented by roses, , 

Oh ! ueyrn* must smell of the lamp. 

Old Cloe, whose withering kisses 
Have long set the loves at defiance, 

Now, done with the science of blisses, 

May fly to the blisses of science ! 

Young Sappho, for want of emidoyuients, 

Alone o^er her Ovid may melt, 

Condemned but to read of enjoyments 
Which wiser Corinna had felt 

But for you to be bifried in books — 

Oh, Fanny J they’re pitiful sages, 

Who could not iu one of your looks 
Head more than in millions of pages ! 

Astronomy finds in your eye 
Betkr light t)»an she studies above, 

And imisic must borrow your sigh 
As the melody deai^est to love. 

In Fthics— ’tis you that can check, 

In a minute, their doubts and their quarrels j 
Oh ! show but that mole on your neck, 

And ’twill soon put an end to their morals 

Your Arithmetic only can trip 
AVhen to kiss and to count you endeavour ; 
But elo<iuence glows on your lip ' 

V/hen you swear that you’ll love me for ever. 

Thus you see what a brilliant alliance 
Of arts is assembled in you — 

A course of more excj[uisite science 
Man never need wish to go through I 

And, oh ! — if a fellow like me 
May confer a diploma of heaits, 

With my lip thus j seal your degree, 

My divine little Mistress of Arts I 



IRISH MELODIES. 

From 1807 to 1828. 


PREFATORY LETTER OK MUSIC. 

It has ofteu beeiidremarkod, and oftener felt, that our music is the truest of all 
comments upon oar history. The tone of defiance, succeeded by the langiior 
of dcBpondency—a burst of turbulence dying away into softness— the sorrows 
of one moment lost in the levity of the next— and «11 that romantic mixture of 
mil til and sadness, which is naturally produced by the efforts of a lively tem- 
peraineut to shake off ov forget the wrongs which lie upon it. Such are the 
features of our history aud charaHcr, which we find strongly and faithfully 
reflected in our music ; aud there are many airs which, I think, it is dhfic^t to 
listen to without recalling some period or event to which their expression seems 
peculiarly applicable. Sometimes, when the strain is open ana spirited, yet 
Uiaded here arid there by a mournful Recollection, we can fancy that we behold 
the brave allies of Montro ie^ marching to the aid of the royal cause, notwith- 
standing all the jicrfidy of Charles and his ministers, and remembering just 
enough of pasf sulfcniigs to euliaiice the generosity of tiioir present aacrifice. 
The plaintive melodies of Carolan take us back to the times in which he I Ved, 
wlien our jioor oountrynicu were driven to worsliip their Uftd in caveS, or to 
quit for ever the land of their birth (like the bird that abandons the nest which 
hiiinau touch has violated) ; aud in many a sung do wo hear the last farewell of 
the exile, mingling regret for the ties he leaves at home, with sanguine expec- 
tations of the honours that aw\ait him abroad—- such honours as were won on the 
field of Fontenoy, where the valour of Irish Catholics turned the fortune of the 
day in favour of the French, and extorted from George II. that memorable 
exclamation, “ Cuiued be the la\vs which deprive me of such subjects !” 

Though much has been said of the antiquity of our music, it is certain that 
our finest aud moat popular airs are modern ; aud perhaps we may look no 
further than the last disgraceful centurj' for the origin of most of those wild 
ami melancholy strains winch were at once tlie offspring aud solace of ^ef, and 
which Here applied to thl* mind as music was fornuTly to the body, decantare 
loca dolentia,” Mr. Pinkerton is of opinion that none of the Scotch popular 
airs arc as old as the middle of the sixteenth ceutury; and though musical 
antiquaries refer us foi' some of our melodies to so early a period as the fifth 
century, 1 am persuaded that there are few nl a civiHied description (and by 
this I mean to exclude all the savage ceanan-j cries,® &c.) which can claim quite 

1 There are aotne ffralifying aoc.>unlf5 of the Lift miraciUous Ruccesa to this small hand cd 
railan^ of these Irish auxiliHiiw in 7%e Com- Irish hen^es under Mscdontieh. 

Mutofy qf the Ware in Scoiland ttmler > Of vrhich some ^oine «j)eeimeflB may be 
Koniroee (IflflO). Clarendon owns tlwit the found at the end of Mr. Walker's work upon the 
Marquis of Montrose was ludcbted ior mueh of Irish Bards. Mr, Bunting has disfisrured Ms 
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BO aAcient a date as Mr. Pinkerton allows to the Scotch. Bpt music is not the 
only subject upon which our taste for an^quity is rather unreasonably indulged ; 
and, however heretical it may be to dissent from these romantic speculations, 1 
cannot help thinking that it is possible to love our country very zealously, and 
to feel deeply interested in her honour and happiness^ without believing that 
Irish was the lan^age spoken in ^radiBe^-<^that cnir ahoestors were kind 
enough to take the troublfl of polishing the Gfreeks*— or that Abaris, the 
fiyp^orean, was a native of the north oi Ireland.* 

By some of these archwologists it has been imagined that the Irish wpre 
early acquainted with counter|)OiDt,^ and they endeavour to support this 
conjecture by a well-known passage in Oiraldus, whore he dilates with such 
elaborate praise upon the beauties of our national minstrelsy. But tlie terms 
of this jBulogy are too vague, too deficient in technical accuracy, to prove that 
even Giraldus himself knew anything of the artifice of countcrjxiiiit. Then? 
are many expressions in the Greek and Latin writers which might be cited wntb 
much more jdausibility to prove that they understood the arrangement of 
music in parts ;® yet 1 believe it is conceded in general by the learned, that 
however grand and pathetic the melody of the ancients may have lHJon» it was 
reserved for the ingenuity ^f modem science to transmit the * light of song * 
through the variegating prism of harmony. 

Indeed the irregular scale of the early Irisli (in w'hich, as in the music of 
Scotland, the interval of the fourth was wanting)® must have furnished but 
wild and refractory subjects to the harmonist. It wiis only w^hen the invention 
of Guido began to be known, and the powers of the haiq)^ were enlarged by 


last 8|)IoiKli(l volume by too many ol' these bar* occurs in the Trijatiso, attributetl to Aristotle, 
burous rhapsodies. t.n<p4. Koerfiov—Movonfcrj afjut, teai 

* See Advertisement to the Transactions of the Nt.r.X, 


Gaelic Society of Dublin. 

» O’Halloran, vol. i. part i. chap. vi. 

^ Id. ib., chap, vii. 

It is also supposed, but with .as little proof, 
that they understood the diesis, or enharmonic 
interval. The Greeks seem to have formed 
their cars to this delioate frra«latioi» of sound ; 
and, wliatcver diflicultics or objections may lie in 
the way of its practical use, wo must agree with 
!Merscnnc de VHa/rmonit^ quest. 7), that 

the theory of music would be imperfect without 
h ; and, even in practice, os Tosi, among others, 
very justly remarKsf Oftrcrwiww;* on FhridSotig, 
chap. i. § KJ) there is no good pertormer on the 
violm who does not make a sensible diiference 
between 1) sharp and E flat, though, from the 
imperfection of the inatrument, they are the 
aarno notc.a upon the piaoofort,o. The ell'ect of 
modulation by enharmonic transitioua is abio 
very striking and bcautilhl. 

® The words ttoiki^i/i and irtpoifnavia, in a pas- 
gage ot Plato, and some exprcfisioue of Cicoro,iii 
fragment, lib. ii., De MujfuU.. induei^d the Aob<^ 
ProguicT to maintain that tne andenta liad a 
knowledge of counterpoint. :M., burette, how- 
ever, has answered him, I think satisfactorily 
(*‘ Exaimm d’un Passage de Platon,” in the third 
volume of Jh^ioife de I'Acnd), M. Iluet is of 
opinion {Pemeen Inve'^nee) that what Cicero aays 
of the imisiy of the spheres, in his dream of 
Scipio, is sufficient to prove an acqu.'iintanoe wiih 
harmony; hut one of the slrongest paHauges 
which l recoUoct in favour of the supposition 


** Another lawless peculiarity of our muKie is 
tho frequency of wlmt composcrw call consecu- 
tive fifths; but this i.H ail irn'gnlarity which can 
hardly l»c avoided by pemois lud very oemvoranm 
With the rules of com|»ositiou ; indeed, jJ' I may 
venture to cite inv ovm wild attompts in this 
v,'ny, it is a fault wiiich I find myself c<mtinual!y 
jiOinmitting, and wbieb brw sometimes appearc'd 
ao pleasing to my oar timt I have surrendered it 
to the critic with considerable reluctanuo. May 
there not be a 'ittlo pedani ry hi arlhering tot) 
rigidly to this rule ? 1 have been told that timre 
are instant’*^!* In Haydn of an undjBguiscd sue- 
cession of fifths; and Mr, >Shield, in IdsJwfro- 
ducHnn fo i/inriwoMy, naeim to intimate tUiit 
Handel has been atimetmies guilty of the same 
ir.Cf-nilarity. 

’ A singul.ir oversight occurs in an Essay on 
the Iribh Jlarp hy Mr. Ikwifbrd, Which is inserted 
in the Aopcndix to WWA-er** IMvr'ml Vntrjwn. 
‘The Irish,’ says he., ’ according to Hrorntou, m 
the reign of Henry II., had two kinds of harps, 
“ Hiberniei lanicn in duobuB inusici generis in- 
strumentis, quamvis pTtecipitem et velocem, (ma- 
vemtanien et jucundfam,” the one, greatly Iwld^ 
and quick, the other soft and pleasing/ How u‘ 
man of Mr. Hcauford’s learning could so mis- 
take the nie.aning and nmUlafe the grammatieal 
I'onstruetion of tins extract is unaccountable. 
The following is tlie paKsage as 1 find it entire in 
Hromton, audit rwiuires but lit tie hatin to ]»cr- 
ecive the injustice which has lieen done to the 
ofd cbronicJlcr:— “ Et cum Keotia, hujuB terrai, 
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additional etriagiiy tliat oar mdodies took the sweet character which interests 
os at present; and while the Scotch persevered in the old mutilation Of the 
scale, ^ our music became gradually more amenable to the laws of harmemy and 
counterpoint. f 

In profitii^, however, by the improvements of the our style stiH 

kept its origiimlity sacred frtim their refinementj^ ; and though Caroian had 
frequent opportunities of hearing the works of Geminianiand other masted; we 
but rarely nnd him sacrificing his native simplicity to the ambition of their 
ornainentB, or afiectation of tlieir science. Jn that curious cOmiMigitioa, indeed, 
called^his Oonciuto, it is evident that he iabotired to imitate Corelli ; and this 
uiiiou of manners so very dissimilar produces the same kind of Uneasy sensation 
which is felt at a mixture of difierent styles of architecture. In general, how- 
ever, the artless flow of our music has preserved itself free from «dl tinge pf 
foreign innovation, the chief corruptions of which we have to complain 
arise from the unskilf ul performance of our owu itinerary musicians, from whom, 
too frtiqiicntly, the airs are ndtcfl down, cncumlxircd by their tasteless de<^^- 
tidiia, and responsible for all their ignorant anomalies. Though it be sometimes 
impossible to ti'aco the original strain, yet in most of them, *auri per ramos 
aura refulgt't,’^ the pure gold of the melody shmes through the ungraceful 
foliage which surrounds it ; aud the most delicate anti difficult duty of a com- 
piler is to endeavour, as much as possible, by retrenching these inelegant 
superfluities, and coUatiug the various methods of playing or singing each air, . 
to restore the regularity of its fom, and the chaste simplicity of its character. 

I must again observe that, in tloubting the antiquity of our music, my 
beoiiticisin extends but to those jiolishod .sjiecimeus of the art which it is 
iliflicult to coiuicive anterior to the daVn of modern improvement ; and that it 
vvoukl by no means invalidate the claims of Ireland to as early a rank in the 
anmils of minstrelsy as the most zealous antiquary may be inclined to allow 
her. In addition, imlccd, to the jxiwer which music nuiat always hav'e pos* 
scHsed i>vcr' the mindr. of a }h.*o]»1c so ardent and susceptible, the etinmhis of 
persecution was not wanting to quicken our taste into enthusiasm ; tlte charms 
of song were ennobletl w'itii the gloncs of martyrdom, ami the acts against 
imnstrels in the reigns of Henry VIII. and Elizabeth were as successful, I 
il(*ubt not, in making my countrymen musicians as the penal law's have been 
in keeping^them Catholics. 

With resjieet to the verses which I have written for those , melodies, as they 
are intended rather to Vic sung than read, I can answer for their sound with 
somewhat more confidence than their sense ; yet it would be affectation to 
deny that 1 have given much attention to the task, and that it is not through 


hha, utalur lyril, tyniuftno of cl’oro, ae Walliu 
I'lthara, tubis et ehora llibornicitameiiin diiohus 
lniMU ‘1 {Tcneriu instrmnentis, }r(rrii>itm 

et tuwen et Jfteu7tcliiw, erispaUK 

niodutiii el uotuliii, Ai*rmonMtn'* 

{JIUL Anglic. Heript., p. 1070). 1 sfliouUl not 
have thouffhl this error wortli rematkinir, but 
that tlie compiler of the Pissuvtatioft on the 
barp, prefixed to Mr. Huntini^’a last work, has 
adopted it implicitly. 

* The Scotch lay claim to noiw of our best 
airg, but there arc strong trails ordittfercnco bf’- 
twern their Trielodlcs and ours. They had 
formerly the same paseion for rubbing: uk of our j 
won s. and till! hftv'iicd i>oinp'd*’r was, lor this j 
ufi'cacb, uollted * The Siuut-sioatcr.' 


® Amonfr other false reftnements of the art 
onr music {with the exoeptioa, perhaps, of iho 
air called * Mamma, Mamma,’ and oiie or Iwti 
more of the same ludicrous description) has 
avoided Uiat jmerile mimicry of natural noises, 
motions, &o , which disKtaees so often the wprks 
of even the (rreat lliuidrl himself, D’Alembert 
om?ht to have had better ta^^te th^n to' become 
the natron of this imitanve alleotation 
FrHiminmre de ItEtfcyohp^Ue). The reader may 
fimi some )?ond remarks on the subject in Avison 
upon Musical Kxpresswm; a work which, thonjirlv 
under the riiiuie of Avisoii, was written, it in 
said, hv Or. llromi. 

3 Viriril, ^ietd, Ub. 6, v. 201 
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want of zeal at industry il I unfortunately disgrace tLe meet airs of my 
ooantry by poetiy altogether unworthy of their taste^ their en^gy, and thmr 
iendetna»* 

^ !l!h0ugh the hpmhle nature of my ooDtiibutions to this work may exempt 
tinem from the ngonts of literary orilaoismy it was nOt to be expected that 
tiiioae touches of political feeling, those tones of national ccm^daizS, in which 
the poetry sometimes sympathizes with the music, would be suffer^ to pass 
without censure or alarm, it has been accordingly said, that the tendency of 
tkiB publication is mischievous/ and that 1 have chosen these airs but as a 
vehicle of dangerous politics— as fair and precious vessels (to borrow an image 
of St, Augustine) from which the wine ^of error might be administered. To 
those who identify nationality with treason, and who see in every eiioti; foi* 
Ireland a system of hostility towards England— to those too, who,* nursed in 
the gloom of prejudice are alarmed by the faintest gleam ol lilierolity that 
threatens to disturb their darkness, like that Demophon of old who, when the 
sun shone upon him, shiveixid !*— to such men I shall not deign to apologize 
for the warmth of any political sentiment which may occur iu the course of 
these pages. But as there are many among the more wise and tolerant who, 
with feeling enough to mouru over the wrongs of their country, and sensse 
enough to perceive all the danger of not redressing them, may yet think tliat 
allasions in the least depee bold or inflammatoiy should be avoided in a pub- 
lication of this iJopular description — I beg of these respected persons to believe 
that there is no one who deprecates more sincerely than I do any a}i|>cal to 
the passions of an ignorant and augry multitude ; but that it is not through 
that gross and inflammable region ol society a work t>f tliis nature (Huild 
ever have been intended to circulate. It looks much higher for its audience 
and readers — it is found upon the pianefortes of the rich and tlic educated — 
of those who can afford to have their national zeal a little stimulated without' 
exciting much dread of the excesses into whicli it may huny them ; and 
of many whose nerves may be now and tlicn alarmed with advantage, as 
much more is to be gained by their feaiij than could eveibe expected froni their 
justice. 

Having thus adverted to the principal objection wdiich liar, been hitherto 
made to the poetical part of tins work, allow mo to add a few words iu defence 
of my ingenious coadjutor. Sir John Stevenson, who has been accused of 
having spoiled the simplicity of the airs, by tlie chromatic richuess of the 
symphonies, and the elaborate variety of his harmeoie.s. We might cite the 
example of the admirable Haydn, who has sported through all the mazes of 
mnsical science in his arrangement of the simplest Scottish moltMlicw ; but it 
appears to me that Sir John Stevenson h{*s brought a national feeling to this 
task which it would be iu vain to expect from a foreigner, however tasteful or 
judicious. Through many of his own eompositious "wo trace a vein of Irish 
sentimeut, wliich points him out as peculiarly suited to catch tlie spirit of his 
country’s music ; and, far from agreeing with those critics who think that his 
symphonies have nothing kindrcvl with the airs which they iutroiluce, 1 would 
say that, in general, they resemble those illuminated initials of old manuscripts 
which are of the same character with the writing which follows, though more 
highly coloured* and more curiously ornamented. 

In those airs which are arranged for voices, his skill has particularly dis* 

^ ' t ’ 

butlor (Tfiaire^*'oTrotos) to Alesundcr the Great.’— 
Hfixt. JCmjnr. JHj/rrL Iljfpofh, lib. i. 

* The word ’ ehroniatic ' inijrht have been 
Med here, without axiy violence to it» meauiug, 


1 Bee Letters, under the ttiirnaturce of ' TP 
tKUBua,' JbC., in the Uontmg JPcft, and 
other jMuen. 

» 'ThtU emblem of modem bigiots was head- 




IStBS mWDIEB. 


m 

tinguished itself, and, thougli it cannot be denied that a aingle melody most 
naturally expresses the language of feeling and j^ossion, yet often^ wb«n n 
favourite strain has been dismissed as having lost its charm of novelty for the 
ear, it returns in a harmonised shape with new claims ufW our interest and 
attention ; and to those who study the delicate artifices of composition^ the 
construction of the inner jiarts of these ;{neceS mutit i^ord, I Hunk, conside- 
rable satisfaction. Every voice has an air to itself, *a dewing suooession of notes, 
which might bo heard with pleasure independent of the rest, so artfully has 
the harmonist df I may thus express it) gmtU&d the melody, distnbuting an 
equal portion of its sweetness to every jiart: 

% M/ 


IRISH MELODISES. 


GO WHERE GLORY WATTS THEE. 


(jro where glory waits thee, 

But while lame elates thee, 

Ob ! still remember me. 

When the praise thou meetest 
To thine ear is swe^itest, 

Oh ! then remember mo. 

Other arms may press thee, 

Dearer friends caress thee, 

All tlie joys that bless thee, 

Sweeter far may be ; 

Rut when friends are nearest, 

And when joys are dearest, 

Oh 1 then remember me, 

i 

When aj eve tlioxi rovest * i 

By the star thou lovest, j 

Oh ! then remember me, j 

Think, when home returning, ' 

Bright we’ve seen it burning, ; 

Oh ! thus remember me* I 


j Oft as summer closes, 

When thine eye reposes 
I On in its lingering rosea, 

Once so loved by thee, 

Think of her who wove them, 
Her who made thee love them, 
Oh ! then remember me. 

When, around thee dying, 
Autumn leaver are lying, 

Oh ! then remember me. 
And, at night, when gazing, 

On the gay heiirth blazing, 

Oh I still remember me. 
Then, should music, stealing 
All the soul of feeling, 

To thy heart appealing, 

Draw' one tear from thee ; 
Then let memory bring thcc 
strains T used to sing thee,— 
Oh I then remember me. 


WAR SONG. 

REMEMBER THE GLORIES OP BRIEN THE BRAVE.^ 

Remember the glories of Brien the brave, 

Though the days of the hero are o’er ; 

Though lost to Mononia,* and cold in the grave, 

He returns to K inkora* no more. 


* Brien Borohme, tho {rr^a^ monarch of Ireland, who was killed at the battle of Clontkrf in tho 
beirinning the 11th century, after having defeated the Danes in twenty-five engagements. 

* Munster. * The palace of Brien. 
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That atar of the Held, which so often hath pw^r^d . 

Its beam on tlic battle, is set ; 

But enough of its glory remains on each swoid, 

'lio light us to victt>ry yet. 

Mononia 1 when Nature embellish’d the tint 
Of thy fieldaiand thy monntiunB so fair, 

Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print 
The footstep of slavery there ? 

No ! Freedom, whose smile we sliall never resign, 

Go, tell nnr invaders, the Danes, 

That 'tis sweeter to bleed for an ago at thy shrine, 

Than to sleep but a moment in chains. 

Forget not our wounded companions, who stood’ 

In the day of distress by onr side ; 

While the moss of the valley grew red wth their blood, 
Tliey stirrM not. but conquer’d and died. 

That sun which wow blesses our anus unth his light 
Saw them fall upon Osaory's ; — 

Oh ! lot him not blush when he leaves us to-night, 

To find that they fell there in vain. 


ERIN ! THE TEAR AND THE SMILE IN THINE EYES, 

EaiN ! the tear tind the smile iu thine eyes 
, ' Blfiftd like the rainbow fliat hangs in thy skies ! 

' ' Shining through sorrow’.? stix'am, 

Saddening through pleasure’s beam, 

Thy suns with doubtful gleam 
Weep while they rise. 

, Erin ! thy silent tear shall never w^asc, 

Erin ! thy languid smile ne’er shall increase, 
l^ill, like the rainbow’s light, 

Tlxy various tints unite, • 

And form in Heaven’s sight 
One arch of peace ! 


OH! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME. 


Oil ! breathe not his name, let it .?leep in the shade, 
Where cold and unhonour’d his relics are laid ; 

Sad, silent, and dark be the tears that wc sIkmI, 

As the night-dew that falls on the grass o’or his hca<l. 


3 This alludes to an int eroding eircnttiKtance 
relating to the Dalgids, the favourite troops of 
Btien, when they were interrupted in tUcir 
return from the bnttie of Ciontorf, by Pltz- 
patriek, prince of Ossory. The wounded men 
entreated that they ndght be allowed to 
t with the rest. * Let etnkce/ they said, 
stuck in the fremnd, and suffer each of us. 


tied to and supported by one of these stakes, to 
be jdaced in his rank by the side of a sound 
man.’ 'I Jet ween seven and eight hundred 
wounded men (adds OTJallorsn),palc, omacii^ed, 
and feupportod in this mwmer, appeared mixed 
with the foremost of the troops; never was such 
another siglit exhibited.'— ifisifory 0/ iivIo«d, 
book 12. chap.i. 
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liut tihe iiight'dcw that falls, thtmgli in silence it wee})s, 
ShaU brighten with verdure the grave where he sleeps ; 
And the tear that wo shed, though in secret it rolls, 
Shall long keep liis memory green in our souls«« 


WHE5^ FIE WHO ADOBES THEE, 

When hp wlio adores thee has left but tbe name 
Of his fault and his sorrows behind, 

Oh 1 say, wilt thou weep, wlien they darken the fame 
Of a life that for thee Was resign’d ? 

Yes, weq), and however my foes may condemn, 

,Thy tears shall efface their de^s^rec ; ' 

For Heaven can witness, thougli guilty to them, 

I have been but too faithful to thee. 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love ; 

Eveir thought of my reason was thine; 

In iny last humble prayer to the Spirit above, 

Thy name shall be mingled with mine. 

Oh I blest arc the lovers and friends who shall live 
The days of thy glory to see ; 

Jhit the next dearest wssing that Heaven can give 
Is the pride of tlms^ying for thee. 


THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUOH TARA’S HALLR 

The harji that once through Tara’s lialls 
The 8(»ul of music shed, 

• Now liangs as mute on Tara’s walls 

As if that soul were fled. 

So slee|)s tlie pride of former days, 

So glory’s thrill is o’er, 

And hearts, that once beat high for praise. 

Now feel that pulse no more. 

No more to chiefs and ladies bright 
The harp of Tara swells ; 

The chord alone, that breaks at night, 

Its tale of ruin tells. 

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes. 

The only throb she gives 

Is when some Ijeart indignant breaks. 

To show that still she lives. 
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FLT NOT TET* 
just the ikCMir 

< When pleasure, lie the im<liii|fht fletw 
That SQonis the eye of vulgar light, 

Befflua to^bloom tor sous oi night, 

And' maids who love the moon, 

’Twas but to bless these hours of shade 
That beauty and the moon were made ; 
Tis then tuoir soft attractions glowing 
Set the tides axul goblets flowing. 

Oh ! stay,— oh ! stay, — 

Joy so seldom weaves a chain 
like this to-uiffht, that, oh I ’tis pain 
To break Its links so soon. 

Ply not yet ; the fount that play’d 
In times of old through Ammoun shade, ^ 
Though icy cold by day it ran, 

Yet still, like souls of mirth, began 
To bum when night was near, 

And thus should woman's heart and looks 
At noon be cold as winter brooks, 

Nor kindle till the night, returning, 
Brings their genial hour for burning. 

Otl stay, — oh ! stay,"- 
When did morning eVer break, 

And And such beaming eyes aw^ake 
As those that sparkle liem ? 


OH I THINK NOT MY SPIPJTS AUE ALWAYS AS LICIHT. 

Oh I think not my spirits are always as light, 

And as free from a pang, as they seem to you now : 

Nor exf*ect that the heart-beaming smdo of to-night 
Will return with to^moiTow to brighten my brow. 

No life is a waste of wearisome hours. 

Which seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns j 
And tl»e heart that is soonest awake to the flowers, 

Is always the first to be touch’d by the thorns. 

But send round the bowi, and he hap})y aviiik- : -- 
May we never inet*t worse, in our pilgrimage here, 

Than the tear that enjoyment may gild writh a smile, 

And the smile tliat comxwssion cau turn to a tear ! 

The thread of our life would be dark, Heaven knows ! 

If it were not with friendship and love intertwined ; 

And i care not how soon 1 may sink to repose, 

When these blessings shall cease to be dear to my mind 


^ fioUs Fons, near the Temple of Ammon. 
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But titey who hare IpvM the {bndest, 

*Too often have wept o’er the dreiwn they believed ; 
And the heart that haa ehtmher’d in fnenaabip aecureat 
IsTiappy indeed if 'twaa never deoelVed. 

But eend round the howl; while a r^c Of tmth* 

Is in man or in woman, this prayer shhll he mine,— 
That the sunshme of love may lilumitie our youth. 

And the moonlight of friendship console our decline. 



THOUGH THE LAST GLIMPSE OF ERIN WITH SORROW I SEE. 

Though the last glimjae of Erin with sorrow I see, 

Yet wherever thou art shall seein Erin to me ; 

In exile thy bosom shall still be my home 

And thine eyes make my climate wherever w^e roam. 

To the gloom of some desert or cold rcKsky sliore, 

Where the eye of the stranger can haunt us no more; 

J will fly with my Ooulin, and think the rou^ wind 
.Less rude than the foes we leave frowning behind. * 

And I’U gaze on thy gold hair as graceful it wreathes, 

And hang o’er thy soft harp, as \^dly it breathes ; 

Nor dread that the cold-hearted Saxon will tear 
One chord from that hmp, or one lock from that hair.^ 


RICH AN!) RARE W’ERE THE GEMS SHE WOKE* 


Kkui and rare were the gems she wore, 

And a bright goUl ring on her wand she bore ; 
But, oh ! Tier beauty was far beyond 
Her sparkling gems or snow-white w^d. 

* Lady, dost thou not fea^ to stray, 

So lone and lovely, through this bleak way ? 
Are Erin’s sous so good or so cold,"" 

As not to be tempted by womam or gold f 


^ ‘In the twenty-eighth year of the reign of 
Henry Vlll., an act was raatle rOBpecting the 
habits, and dress in general, ofthe ] rlhh, whereby 
ail persons wore roslraiuud from being shorn or 
shaven above the cars, or from wearing Gllbbes, 
or CtrtUtm (long lochs), on their heads, or hair on 
their upper lip, called Crommeal. On this oc- 
casion n song wag wtltten by one of our bards, 
111 which an Irish virgin is made to give the 
preference to her dear Cmlin (or the youth 
with the flowing lochs) to all strangers (by 
which the English were meant), or those who 
Aire their habits. Of this gong the air alone 
has remdmd us, and is oniversally admired.*' — 
1V<jUker'» Ruiorieal Mmoir* of Insh JBetrd$t 
bage li 3 l. M r. Walker informs us also that, about j 


the same period, tbero weie some harsh 
measures taken against the Irish miaatrels. 

* This ballad is founded upon the following 
anecdote “ The people were inspired wiih 
such a spirit of honour, virtuei ,iind religion, by 
the neat eiamplc of Brien, snd by his eKi*ellent 
administ ration, tiiat as a, proof oi it we are in- 
formed that a young lady of great heaniy, 
adorned with Jewels and costly dress, undertook 
a journey alone from one end of tire kingdom to 
the other, witlt a wand only in her hand, at the 
top of which vas a ring of exceeding great value ; 
and such an Impression had the laws and gov^- 
ment of this monarch made on the mmds 
all the people, that no attempt was made 
upon lier honour, nor was she robbed of hei 
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* Sir Knight 1 1 feol not the least alarm, 

Ko son of jEIrin will offer me harm ; 

For, though they lo^e women and golden atore, 
Sir Knight ! they love honour and virtue more,* 

dn she went, and her maiden smile 
In safety lighted her round the men isle ; 

And blest fof ever is she who relied 
Upon firings honour and Brings pride. 


AS A BEAM O’ER THE PACE OF THE WATERS MAY GLOW 

As a beam o’er the face of the waters may glow, 

While the tide rmis in darkness and coldness below, 

So the cheek may be tinged with a w^arrn sunny spiile, 

Though the cold heart to ruin runs darkly tike while. 

Oue fatal remembrance;, one sorrow that throws 
Its bleak shade alike o’er our joys and our woes, 
l‘o which life nothing darker or brighter can bring. 

For which joy has no balm and affliction no sting : 

Oh ! this thought in the midst of enjoyment will stay, 

Like a dead leafless branch in the summer’s bright ray, 

The beams of the warm sun play round it in vaiu, 

It may smile in his light, but it blooms not again. 


THE MEETING OF THE WATERS.^ 


There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet, 

As that vale in whoso bosom the bright waters meet 
Oh ! the last rays of foeliug and life must depart, 

Ere tlie Idoorn of that valley shall fade from my heart. 

Yet it was not that Nature had shod o’er tho ijeeue 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green ; 

’Twas not her soft magic of streamlet or hill, 

Oh ! no— it was something more exquisite still. 

’Twas that friends, the beloved of my bosom, were near, 
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear, 
And who felt how the best channs of Nature improve, 
When wc see them reflected from looks that we love. 


Sweet vale of Avoca ^ how calm could I rest 

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best, * 

Where the storms tliat we feel in this cold world should cease, 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace. 


clothe or jawelB.— Eutoryc^ Jrpland^ 
vd. 1. book 10, 

k * The Meetibtr of the Waters* forms a part 
of that beaotiial iveaery whldi lies bekweou 


Ilathdrum and Arklow, in the county of Wicklow, 
and these lines were sugfrested by a visit to thtj 
romantic spot in the summer of the year 1S07. 

* The rivers Avon and Avoca, 
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Sr. SENANUS AND THE.UDY. 

MT. mAKUa.l ^ 

* 0 h I Itaste And loKve tlsis Aaored ial% 
llnlioly bark, ere mommg smfle ; 

For on thy (lock, thongh daa*k it be, 

A female form I see ; 

And 1 have sworn this sainted sod 
Shall ne’er by woman’s feet be trod.’ 


THK LADY. 

‘ 0 Father i send not hence my bark, 

* Thi ough wintry winds and biflows dark 4 
I come with humble heart to share 
Thy morn and evening prayer : 

Nor mine the feet, O holy Saint ! 

The brightness of thy sod to taint.’ 


The Lady’s prayer Sonanus spurn’d ; 

The winds blew fresh, the bark return’d ; 
But legends hint, that had the maid 
Till moniiiig’s’‘light delayed, 

And ipven the saint one rosy smile, 

Hhc ne’w had left his lonely isle. 


now DE.VII TO ME THE HOUR, 


• How dear to me the hour when daylight dies, 

And suiil»eain8 melt alc/wg the silent soa, 

For then sweet dreaans of other days arise, 

And memory breathes her vesj>er sigh to tlioe. 

And, as I watch the line of light, that plays 
Along the smooth wave t’wnrd the burning west, 

I long to tread that golden path of rays, 

And think ’two tdef lead to some bright isle of rest 


’ In a metrical life of St, Seuauus, which w 
taken firom an oUl Kilkenny MS., and may be 
found amonfffhe dctu Suneforum TIi6erniiP, wo 
ere told of hU flight to the island of Scattery, and 
his resolution not to admit any woman of the party; 

refused to receive eveu a sister saint, St, Oan- 
ncra, whom an angel hml taken to tlic island for 
the express purpose of introducing her t!o him. 
The following was the utarnioiouB answer of Se* 
nanus, aecordiiig to his poetical biographer ] 


Cui prsKul, quid feeminis 
Comtnmie esl cum moiiachis? 

Wee te nec ullam aliam 
Admittemus in insnlam. 

See the Aotu Saiici, Mih. p. QKX 

According to l)r. Udwlch, St. Senanus was lu 
loss a pcrgimagc than the river Shannon ; but 
O'Connor and other antiquarians deny this meU 
morphosc indlgiuuitJy. 







I'AKK BACK THE VIBGIN PAGE. 
wnrn'KN on »KTi?KNrNO a blakk book. 


back tbe .virgin pag^ 
White and unwritten etiU \ 
Some hand, more calm and sage, 
The leaf must fill. 

Thoughts come as pore as ligUtt 
Pure as even you require ; 

But oh ! each word 1 write 
’ Love turns to lire. 

Yet let me keep the book ; 

Oft shall my heart renew, 
When on its leaves 1 look, 

Dear thoughts of you, 
like you, ’tis fair and bright ; 

Like you, too bright and fair 
To let wild jiaasion write 
One wrong wish there. 


H^ly, when from those eyes 
Far, far away I roam, 

Should calmer thoughts arise 
Towards you and home ; 

Fancy may traoe some line 
Worthy those eyes to meet, 
Thoughts that not burn, but shine, 
Pure, calm, and sweet. 

And as, o'er ocean far, , 

Seamen their records keep, 

Led by some hidden star 
Tlirough the cold deep ; 

So may the words I write 
Tell through what storms I stray^- 
You still the unseen light 
Guiding my way. 


THE LEGACY. 

When in death 1 shall calm recline, 

Oh, bear my heart to my mistress dear ! 

Tell her it lived upon sWles and wine 
Of the brightest hue, while it linger'd hero, . 

Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow, 

To sully a heart so brilliant and light ; 

But balmy drops of the red grajie borrow'. 

To bathe the relic from morn till night. 

When the light of my song is o’er, 

Then take my harp to your ancient hall ; 

Hang it up at that friendly door, 

Where weary travellers love to call* 

Then if some bard, who roams forsaken, 

Revive its soft note in passing aloug, 

Oh ! let one thought of its master wakeu 
Your warmest smile for the child of song. 

Keep this cup, “whioh is now o’erflowing, 

To graciB your revel when I’m at rest j 

Never, oh ! never its balm bestowing 
On lips that beauty hath seldom bless’d. 

But w’'hen some wann devoted lover 
To her he adores shall bathe its brim. 

Then, then my spirit around shall hover. 

And hallow each drop that foams for him. 


* *In every Iwuse was one or two harps, flree to all travellers, wlio were the mure eareneed the 
acre they etoelled iu imm.’-^(yjUalloran* 




• HOW OFT HAS TIlE BENSHBI tatim 

How oft the Beoshee onod 1 

How oft hm death untied * ' ' 

Bright Uuha that Olory wovo» 

Swetifc bonda entwined hu Love ! 

Peace to each inanly soul th^ aleepetli ; 

Hest to each fiuthful eye that weeiteth,; 

Long may the fair and brave 
High o’er the hero’s grave \ 

t We’re fallen upon gloomy days P 

Star after star decays. 

Every bright name that shed 
Light o’er the land is fled. 

• Dark falls the tear of him who mourneth 
Lost ioy, or hope that ne’er retumeth : . 

But brightly flows the tear 
Wept 0 ^ a hero’s bier. 

Quench’d ai'e our beacon lights— 

Thou, of the Hundred Fights I® 

ITiou, on whose burning tongue 
Trutli, peace, and freedom bung !* 

Both mute,— bu^ long as valour shineth, 

Or mercy’s soul at war repineth, 

So long shall Erin’s pride 
, Tell how they lived and died. 


WE MAY EOAM THROUGH THIS WORLD. 

W K may roam through this world, like a cliild at a feasti 
^ Who but sips of a sweet, and thou flics to the rest ; 

And, when pleasure begins to grow dull in the etist, 

W e may order our wings, anS be off to the west ; 

But if lu^ai’ts that feci, and eyes that smile, 

Are the dearest* gifts that Heaven sui>i>Ues, 

We never need leave our own green isle, 

Foi sseiiHitive hearts, and for sun-bright eyes. 

Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown’d, 

Through this w^orld, whether eastward or westward you roam. 
When a cu]» to the smile of dear woman goes round, 

Oh ! remember the smile that adorns her at home. 


'• l have endeavonred hero, without losinff that | Lord Nelwon before, is the title riven to * oele- 
Irihh eharacti'r whieh it is my objei^t to preaerve ' braled Irish he'oln apoem by 0'umve,tbe bard 
throuffhout this work, to allude to the sad and I of O’Noill, wh'ob Is quoted in the * Philosophical 
oqjiiums fatality by vrhich England has been ' Survey ot the South of Ireland, 'page 4S3;—* Cob, 
deprived of so many prreat and good men at a | of tlie hundred ih thy {^ass-ipuwa 

luoiucnt when she most requires all the aids of ; tomb, and upbraid not our defeats with tiiy 
talent and integrity. I victories !’ 

* This designation, which has been applied to | ^ fox, *' ultUnus Romanorum.** 
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In Ikiglcuid, the garden of Beantv is 
By a dragon of pmdery, plaoea wi&in call ; 

But so oft this uJEunniable dragon lias sleptr 
Tj^t the garden's but oarelessl)^ watch'd after alL 

Oil ! they want the wild sweet-briery fence 
Wliich round the dowers of Erin dwells ; 

Which warms the*touch, while wimning tlie sense^ 

Nor charms us least when it most repels. 

Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, 

I'h rough tills world, whether eastward or westward you roam. 

When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes rotind, , 

Oh ! remember the smile that adorns her at home. 

lu France, when the heart of a woman sets sail 
On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try, 

Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail, 

But just pilots her off, aud then bids her good-bye. 

While the daughters of Erin kee[i the lK>y, 

Ever smiling beside his fmthful oar, 

Thiough billows of woe and beams of joy, 

The same as he look’d when he left the shore. 

Tlien, remember, wherever your goblet is crown’d. 

Through this world, whether eastward or westward you ream; 

Wlicu a cup to tlie smile of dear w'oinau goes round, 

Oh ! remember the smile that adorns her at lioiiu% 


EVELEEN’S BOWER. 

On ! weep for the hour 
When to Eveleeu’s brewer 
The Lord of the Valley with false vows camo : 

The moon hid her light 
Prom the heavens that night, 

And wept behind the clouds obr the maiden V s1ihuV5, 

The clouds [pass’d soon 
Prom the chaste colfi ujoon. 

And heaven smiled again with her vestal flame ; 

But none will aoc the da> 

When the clouds shall pass away, 

Which that (hirk hour left on Evcleen's himc. 

Tim white snow' lay 
On the narrow pathw'ay 

When the Lord of the Valley enrss’d over the moor 5 
Aud many a deep print 
On the wliite snow’s tint 

Show’d the track of his footsteps to Evolecn’s door. 

The next sun's ray 
Soon melted away 

Every trace nn the path where the false Lord came 



WmB MELODm* 


But thijre’^ a Ug^t abov^, . / 

WMdi aloua can reu^^ve 
That stain apoo the snow of fair iEhrc^aeii^ mme* 


LET EHIK PvEMEMBEK THE DA'^S OP OLD* 

List Erin remember the days of old, 

Ere her faithless sons betra^ d her : 

When Malachi wore the collar of gold,^ 

Winch ho won from her proud invader; 

When her kings, with standard of green unfurlU. 
Led the Eed-Brauch Knights to danger 

Ere the emerald gem of the western world 

^ Was set in the crown of a stranger. 

On Ltmgh Neagh’s Iwik as the fisherman strays, 
When the clear cold eve’s declining, 

He sees the round towers of other days 
In tlie wave beneath him shining ; 

Thus shall memory often, in dreams sublime, 
Catch a glimpse of the days that are over ; 

Thus, sighing, look through the waves of time 
For the long faded glories they oover.^ 


THE SONG OP F10NNUALA.4 


SiLEKT, 0 Muyle, be the roar of thy water, 

Break not, ye breezes, your cliairi of roMse, 

While, muriimring mounifully, lir’s lonely daughter 
Tolls to the night star her tale of woes. 


’ ‘ This brojiirh t on tin encounter between Mala* 
clii (the woimreh of Ireland in tin* tenth ccuturj) 
and (he Danes, in whieh Malachi defeated two of 
their champlona, whom lie oncoontered Bucees- 
sivcly hand to liand, Ukinjj a eoUar of jfold from 
tlic neck of one, and carryini; off the nword of the 
other, as trophies of his victory.’— 
tory of Jrelitndt vol. i, bunk 9. 

^ ‘Military orders of kulg-hts were very mrly 
cfiValilished hi Irciimd; long i^fore the birth of 
Clinst, we hiiJ an liereilitary order of chivalry in 
Ulster, called €uratdh« na Crmihke rwadA, or the 
Knijrhts of the lied Jiranoh, from their chief seat 
in Einania, adhtining to the palace of the Ulster 
kilims, called Tea/jfh na Craoibhe Tuad\ or tfco 
Academy of the Rod Branch: and contiguous to 
which was a larfre hospital, hmuded for the sick 
knijrhts and soldiers, callcii Bron^hheura^ or the 
House of the Sorrowed Soldicr.’—lO'iiu^Zoma’* 
Jn^'odur/ion, Ac,, part i. chap. o. 

•'^ll was an old tradition, in tlie time of Giral- 
dus, that Lough Keugh had been oriirinafiv a i 
fountain, by whose sudden ovordowinir the • 
country was inundated, and a wludtf region, like j 


the Atlantis of Plato, overwhelmed. He says 
that the fishermen, iii clear weatiier, used to 
point out to strangers the tall ccolcsiastieal 
towcfTB under tlve water. * Piseatorcs anoie illius 
turres eocleaiastieas, qua> more patriic arctic sunt 
et altte, neonoo ot rotundai, sub undis monifoste, 
screno tempore conspiciupt et extroneis traps* 
ountibns, reique oaosiis aduiirantibus frequenter 
mtandmt/^Topoffr. Mib., diet. ii. c. 9. 

* To make tins story intelligible in a song 
would require a muoh greater number of verses 
than any one Is authorized to inttiet umn an 
audience at onee,» the reader must therefore be 
content to learn in a note, that Fiounuaia, tho 
daughter of Ur, was, by some supernatural 
power, tranafiirmod into a swan, and condemned 
to wander, for nnmy hundred years, over certain 
lakes and rivers in Ireland till the coming of 
Christianity, when the first sound of Die mass* 
boll was to be the signal of her release. I found 
this fimciful fiction among some manuscript 
translations from the Irish, wliieh were begun . 
under the direction of fltat erhuhteued friend of 
Irehuid. tho late Countess of Moixa. 


miSH mLODtBS. 

Wlx^n shall the her death-note eingittg^ 
Sleep, with wings in das^kness twcVd ? 

When will heaven, its sweet Ms "ringing, 

Call iny spirit from Ihis stormy world 1 
* Sadly, 0 Moyle, to thy winter*wave weeping, 
Fate bids me langmsh long ^es away ; 

Yet still ift her darkness doth &n lie sleq>ing, 
Still doth the pure light its dawning delay. 

When will that day-star, mildly springing, 
Warm our isle with peace and love ? 

When will hmeu, its sweet bells ringing, 

€aU my spirit to the iields above ? 


COME, SEND BOUND THE WINE. 

Come, send round the wine, and leave points of belief, 
To simpleton sages, and reasoning fools ; 

This moment’s a flower too fair and brief, 

To be wither'd and stained by tlie dust of the schools 
Your glass may be purple, and mine may be blue, 

But, while they are tilVd from the same bright bowl, 
The fool, that would quarrel for difference of hue, 
Deserves not the comfort they shed o'er the soul. 

Shall 1 ask the brave soMier who fights by my side 
In the cause of mankind, if our creeds agree ? 

Shall 1 give up the friend i have valued and tried, 

If he kneel not before the same altar with me ? • 

From the heretic girl of my soul should 1 fly. 

To seek somewhere else a more orthodox kiss ? 

No, perish.the hearts, and the laws that try 
Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like tliis ? 


SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING. 

Sublime wat the warning that Lilxnty spoke, 

And grand was the moment when Spaniards awoke 
Into life and revenge from the conqueror’s chaiu. 

0 Liberty ! let not this spirit have rest, 

Till it move, like a breeze, o’er the waves of the west j 
(iive the bght of your look to each sorrowing spot, 

Nor, oh, be the Shamrock of Erin forgot, 

VthjlQ you add to your garland the Olive of Spain ! 

If the fame of our fathers, bccmeatlied with their rights, 
Give to country its charm, ana to home its delights, 

If deceit be a Wound, and suspicion a stain, 

Then, ye men of Iberia, oiir cause is the same. 

And oh 1 may his tomb want a tear and a name, 

Who would ask for a nobler, a holier death. 

Than to turn Ins last sigh into victory's breath. 

For the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Siam I 
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Yq Blakes (ind O'0cmn«k, vkose fatki^ rernguM 
The green hjUis of their youth, among strani^e to find 
That rej^ose which at home they had sigh’d for in vain, 
doln, join in our hone that the flame whion you IjgH 
May be felt yet in Erin, as calm and as bright, 

And forgive even Albion while blushing she draws. 

Like a trtiant, her sword, in the long*^hted cause 
Of the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain f 

Ood prosper the cause !— oh^ it caimpt but thrive, 

While the pulse of one ])atnot heart is alive, 

Its devotion to feel and its rights to maintain. 

Then, how sainted .by sorrow its martyrs will die I 
The Anger of Glory ^all point where they lie ; 

While fer from the footstep of coward or slave, 

^he spirit of Freedom shall shelter their grave 
' Beneath Shamrocks of Erin and Olives of Spam I 


BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING 
YOFNG CHARMS. 

Bbueve me, if all those endearing young charms, 
Which i ga?.e on so fondly to-day, 

Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my aims, 

1 ike fairy-gifts fading away, 

Thou woiildst still l)e adored, as this moment thou ai't, 
Lot thy loveliness fade as it will, 

And around the dear niin each wish of my heart 
Would entwine itself verdantly still. 

It is not while beauty and youth are thino own, 

And thy chocks uii profaned by a tear, 

That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known, 

« To which time will but make thee more dear ; 

No, tlic heart that has truly loved never forgets, 

But as truly loves on to the close, 

As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets, 
The same look which she turn’d when he rose. 


ERIN, 0 ERIN ! 

Like the bright lamp that shone in Kildare’s holy fane,^ 
And burn’d through long ages of darkness and storm, 
Is the heart that sorrows have frowm’d on in vain, 
Whose spirit outlives them, unfading and W’'arm> 


I The ineitinguinhaWe fire of St. Bridget, at 
fuldare, which Giraldua mentions;— ‘Apud KU- 
dariain oceurrit Ignis Sanette Brigidep, quem in- 
extingutl»ilem voeant; non qnod extingul non 
poasit sed quod tarn solicite nionialee et sanots.' 


mulierea ignem, sttppetente materU, fovont et 
nutriant at a tempore Virginia per tot annomm 
{mrriealB aemper mansit Inextinctua/— 

Cam6. lie Mirabil. Sibem. diat U o, 
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Erin, 0 Erin 1 tliu« bri^t tbwugb the tnftT$ 

Of a, long night of bondage apirit eppean. 

The ^tions have Men, and thou still art young, 

Thy sun is but rining, vthen others are set ; 

And though alaveiy^a cloud o’er thy nwoming hath hung, 
The full moon freedom shall beam round thee yet. 
Erin, 0 Erin ! though long in the shado, 

Thy star will shine out when the proudest shall fade. 

Unchill'd by the rain, and unwaked by the wind, 

The lily lies sleeping through winter’s coM hour. 

Till Spring’s light touch her fetters unbind, 

And daylight and liberty bless the young flower.* 
Thus Erin, U Erin 1 winter is past. 

And the hope that lived through it shall blossom at bust. 


DRINK 

Duini^ to her who long 
Hath waked the iioot’e sigh, 

The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy. 

Oh ! woman’s heart was made 
For minstrel hands alone ; 

By other fingers play’d, 

It yields nut half tlic tone. 

Then here’s to her who long 
Hath waked the poet’s sigh, 

The girl who gave to sung 

What gold eould never buy. j 

At Ihiauty’s door of glass | 

When Wealth and Wit once stood, 

They ask’d her, ‘ which might pass ?' | 
She answer’d, * he who could.’ 

With golden key Wealth thought 
To pass— but ’twould not do : 


TO HER. 

While Wit a diamond brought, 
Which cut his bright way through 
So here’s to her who long 
Hath waked the poet’s sigh, 

'J'hc girl who gave to s<mg 
What gold could never buy. 

'fhe love that seeks a home 

Wlicre wealth and gnuuleur sfiinea, 
Is like the gloomy ghome 
That dw^ls in dark gold mincrt. 
But oil ! the jHiet’s love 
Can boast a brighter sphere ; 

Its native home’s above, 

Though woman keeps it hero. 
Then drink to hor who long 
Hath waked the poet’sVigh, 

The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy. 


OH ! BLAME NOT THE BARD.^ 

On ! blame not the bard, if he fly to the bowers 
Where Pleasure lies, carelessly smiling at Fame, 
He was born for much more, and in happier hours 
His soul might have Imru’d with a holier flame ; 


’ Mrs. H. Tighe, in" her exquisite lines on the 
Hljr, has applied tbie Wage to a etill moro ini' 
portant subject. 

* We may suppose this apology to have been 
uttered by one of tliose wandenng bards whoin 
Spenser so severely, and petbapstmly, describes in . 
his State of IreloiT'i.and whose uoenis, he tells us, ' 


* Were sprinkled with some pretty flowers of their 
natural device, which gave good grace and cotne- 
liness unto them, the which it. is great pity to see 
abufjcd to the jp-aeing of wickedness and vice, 
which, with (j[Ood usage, would serve to adorn 
and beautify virtuo.’ 
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The.strinff tliftt now lapguislioa loose «^’er the lyre, 

Might have bent a proud bow to the waniore dart 
And the lip, which now breathes but the Bonk iji desire, 

Might have pour'd the fufl tide of a patriot a|,heqjrt. 

But, alas for his country !— her pride haa gone by, 

And that spirit is broken, which ne^, would bend:; 

O’er the min her children in secret must si^, 

For ’tis treasoD to love her, and death to defend. 

Unprized are her sons, till they’ve learned to betray ; 

Undktingmsb'd they live, if they shame not tlieir sires ; 
And the toroli, that would Hght them thirough dignity’s way, 
Must be caught f^om the pile w^here their country expires. 

Then blame not the bard, if in pleasure’s soft dream 
He should try to forget what he never can heal j 
Oh, 1 gwe but a hope— let a vista but gleam 
Througli the gloom of his country, and mark how he’ll foel I 
Every ]>assion it nursed, every bliss it adored, 

That instant, his heart at her shrine would lay down j 
While the myrtle, now idly entwined with his crown, 
like the wreath of Harmodius, should cover his sword.® • 

But tliough glory be gone, and though hoi)e fade away, 

Thy name, lov(M iSin, shall live iii his songs ; 

Not even mthe hour, when his heart is most gay, 

Will he k»se the rememlvrance of thco and thy wrongs. 

The stranger shall hear thy lament on his plains ; 

The sigh of thy harp shall Ihj sent o’er the deep, 

Till ‘thy masters themselves, as they rivet thj chains, 

Shall pause at the song of their captive, and weep ! 


WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON’S LIGHT. 


While gazing on tlie moon’s light, 

« A moment from her smile I turn’d, 

To look at orbs, that, more bright, 

In lone and distant glory bnrn’d. 
But, too far 
Each proud star, 

For me to feel its warming flame ; 
Much more dear 
< That mild sphere, 

Which near our planet smiling came 


’ Jt ia conjectured by Woniiiua,thatlhonBineof 
Trclrtnd it» derived from Tr, the feunie for ft bow, 
ill the use of whieh weapon the Irish were once 
very expert. Tins derivnlion ia certainly more 
creditiibic to ns than tlie following ' SothetTre- 
IftTul (I’lillcdlhc laud of ire, fortheconstantbroils 
tharcin for 400 years) was now beconie the land 
of eoTicord.*— S^ata fl’orfhien, art. tlie 
Lord (Irftiidison. 

* See the Hymn, atlrn)uted U> Alcieus, Er i^vproi 
itAaSi TO 1 will carry ray sword. 


hidden in myrtles, like Harmodius and Aristotfi< 
ton/ &c. 

® ‘ Of such celestial bodies as arc visible, the 
sun excepted, the sin^rk moon, as despicable as 
It is in coraparisoii to most of tW others, i» much 
more beneficial than they all put togetlier.*-*- 
Whinton^s Thmrv, 

In the Enf^meps among other in* 

gcniou.s omblemB, we find, a starry sky without a 
moon, with the words. * Non miile quod (ibseits.' 
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Thus, Mary, be but thou my own 5 
While br^hter eyes uuheed^ phjy, 
rU love those mooxuight looks done, ^ 
That Hess my home and guide my way . 

The day had sunk in dim showers, 

Hut mtdnight now, with lustre meek, 
Illumined all the pale flowers, 

Like hope upon a mourner's oheek. 

1 said (while 
The moon’s smile 

Play'd o’er a stream, in dimpling bliss), 

* The moon looks 
On many brooks, 

Tlie brook can see no moon but this 
And thus, I thought, our fortunes run, 
Pot jnany a lover looks to thee, 

While oh ! I feel there is but me^ 

One Mary in the world for me* 


TLL OMEK.S. 

When daylight was yet sleeping under the billow 
And stars in the heavens still lingering shone, 

Young Kitty, al^ blushing, rose up from her pillow 
The last time she e'er was to press it alone. 

For the youth whom she treasured her heart and her feoal in 
Had promised to link the lust tie before noon ; 

And when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen, 

The maiden herself will steal after it soon. 

As she look’d in the glass which a woman ne’er misses, 

Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two, 

A butterlly,® fresh from the night dower’s kipsos, 

Flew over the mirror and shaded her view. 

Enraged with tho insect for hiding her graces. 

She brush’d him— he fell, alas ! never to rise— 

Ah ! such,’ said the girl, ‘is the pride of oar faces, 

For which the soul's inuocenco too often ilios.’ 

While she stole through the garden, where heurt'a- ease was growing, 
She cull’d some, and kiss’d ,oif its nigbt-fallen dew ; 

And a rose further on look’d so tempting and glowing, 

That, spite of her haste, she must gather it too • 

But, while o’er the roses too carelessly leaning, 

Her aone flew in two and the heart^s-ease was lost : 

‘ Ah ! this means,’ said the girl (and she sighed at its meaning) 

‘ That love is scarce worth the repose it will cost !’ 

* THd hns^ was so^osted by the Ibllowingr flowera, tho night floviers see bnt one 
fihought, whioh oecturs somowhere in Bfr William moon.* 

Jones's 'Tortesj— •’Bie moon loohe upon many » An mblemofthe souj. 
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BEPOBJE THI BATW* 

By tike hoiie witldn lie fipriumg* 

Hetald of to-ttiorrow*8 atme ; 

By that sun, whose light is briagiiig • 

Chains or freedom, ^ath or lift— 

Oh I remember life can be 
No charm for him who lives not Ifee ! 

I^e the day-star in tibe wave, 

Sinks a hero in his grave, , 

^Midst the dew-fall of a nation’s tears. 

Happy is he o’er whose decline 
The smiltt of home may soothing shine» 

And light him down the steej) of years— 

But oh ! how bless’d they sink to rest, 

• Who close their eyes on victory’s breast ! 

O’er his watch-fire’s fading embere 
Now the foeman’s cheek turns white, 

When his heart that field remembers, 

Where we tamed his tyrant might ! » 

Never let him bind again 
A chain, like that we broke from th(;n. 

Hark 1 the horn of combat calls— 

EitJ the golden evening falls, 

May we pledge that horn in triumph round 

• Many a heart that now beats high, 

In sluml)er cold at night sliall lie, 

Nor waken even at victory’s sound— 

But oh I how bless ’d that hero’s sleep, 

O’er whom a wondering world shall weep! 


AFTER THE BATTLE. 

Nlf3iiT closed around the conqueror’s way, 

And lightnings show’d the distant hill, 
Where those who lost that dreadful dav 
Stood few and faint, but fearless still ! 

The soldier’s hope, the patriot’s zeal, 

For ever dimin’d, for ever cross’d— 

Oh I who shall say what heroes feel, 

When all but life and honour’s lort T 

The last sad hour of freedom’s dream, 

And valour’s task, nioved slowly by, 

While mute they watch'd, till momin^s beam 
Should rise aud give them light to die. 


^ *1116 Irlah Corns was notentiroh devoted to martial purposes. Intbeheroio ages, oiiranoflatcB& 
quaffed Meadb oat of them, as the Danish hontwrs do their beverage at tide daj/— TTalker, 
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Ti^ro'e yd» w(nld i^liere gcmla m liree* 
Where tyrants taint not hature'e bliss ; 
If death that world’s bright q^ning be, 
Oh ! who would live a slave in this t 


’Tik SWEET TO THINK. 

’Tis sweet to think, that, where’er we rove^ 

We are sure to hud something blissful and dear, 

And that, when we’re far from the lips we love, 

We’ve but to make love to the lips we are near 
The heart, like a tendril, accustomed to cling, 

Let it ^ow where it will, cannot flourish sJone, 

But vrill lean to tJie nearest and loveliest thing 
It can twine in itself, and make closely its ora. 

Then oh ! what pleasure, where’er w© rove, 

To be sure to nnd something still that is dear, 

And to know, when far from we lips we love, 

We’ve but to make love to the lips wc are n(‘ar. 

’Twere a shame, when flower’s around us rise. 

To make light of the rest, if the rose isn’t there; 

And the world’s so rich in resplendent eyes, 

’Twere a pity to limit one’s love to a pair. 

Love’s wing and the peacock’s are nearly alike, 

They are both of them bright, but they're changeable too. 
And wherever a new beam of beauty can strike, 

It will tincture Love’s plume with a different hue I 
Then oh ! what pleasure, where’er wo rove, 

To be sure to And something still that is dear, 

And to know, when far fiom the lips we love, 

We’ve but to make lovo to the lips ux are near. 


THE miSH FEASANT TO HIS MISTRESS,* 


Through grief and through danger tby Rinile hath cheer’d my way, 
Till hope seem’d to bud from each thorn that round me lay ; 

The darker our foitune, the br^liter onr pure love bum’d ; 

Till shame into glory, till fear into ^eal was turn’ll ; 

Yes, slave as I was, in tby anus my hpirit felt free, 

And bloss’d even the sorrows that made me more dear to thee. 


Thy rival was honour’d, whilst thou wert wrong’d and scoru’d, 
Thy crown was of briers, while gold her brows adorn’d ; 


^ 1 believe it is Marmontel who says, * Qoand 
on n'a pas ce qne Ton aime, il fkut aimer quo 
I'on a.* There are bo many matter-of-lkt people 
who take euch jenx tPegprii an this defence of in- 
oonittanoy to be the actuiU and gennino aenti- 
mmiti of him who writes them, that Ihev compel 
one, In self-defence, to be as matter oi fiwt as 


themselves and to remind them that Democritus 
was not the worse i^ysiologlst for having play- 
fully contended that snow was black j nor Brae- 
mus in any degree the leas wise for haviitg 
written ext ingenious encomium of folly. 

* Meaning allegorically the aneisiit ohttfoh o! 
Irelaud, 
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Sbe w>'d iM to templMj titou laysi^ tod 

Her frienda wiere all maatefra, wlifle lvi«^e alavea j 

Yet cold in the eailih, at thy feet, I wofo34 he* 

IThan wed what I bve net, or tuMi one thonj^ dten th^. 

• 

They slander thee soredy, who say thy vows are fj^l— 

Hadst thou been a false one, thy eheek had lodk*^ less pftIo» 

They say so long thou hast worn those lingering chains ; 

That deep in thy heart they have printed their servde stains— 

Oh I foul is the slander— no chain ccmld that soul subdue— 

Where shineth iky spirit, there liberty shineth too !* 


ON MUSIC. 

.When through life unblest we rove, 

Losing all that made life dear, 

Should some notes we used to love 
In days of boyhood, meet our ear, 

Oh I how welcome breathes the strain ! 

Wakening thoughts that long have slept ! 
Kindling former smiles again 
In faded eyes tliat long have wept. 

like the gale that sighs along 
Beds ot oriental flowers, 

Is the grateful breath of song 
That once was heard in happier hours ; 
Fill’d, with balm, the gale signs on, 

Though the flowers have sunk in death ; 
So, when pleasure’s dream is gone, 

Its memory lives in Music’s breath. 

Music ! oh, how faint, how weak, 

Language fades before thy spell t 
Why wiould Feeling ever si>eak, 

When thou canst breathe her soul so well f 
Friendship's balmy words may feign, 

Love’s are e>^n more false than they ; 

Oil ! ’tis only Music’s strain 
Can sweetly soothe, and not betray I 


IT IS NOT THE TEAK AT THIS MOMENT SHEP.> 

It is not the tear at this moment shed, 

When the cold turf has jnst been Imd o’er him, 

1’hat can tell how beloved was the friend that’s fled, 

Or how deep in our hearts we deplore hiim 


* * Where the Spirit of the Lord is, there is liberty.*— St Paul, t CorinUManB, iH 17. 

* These lines were oocaaioaed by the low of » very near and dear relative, who died lately it 
Madeira. 
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Tis the tear, thnmgh many a loxm day irept, 

’Tis life^B whole mth o'^r&ltaded ; 

*l*is the one wjcnenShipaiice, fondly kept* 

When all lighter griefs nave faded. 

Thus his memory, like some holy light* 

Kept alive ia our hearts, will improve therm 
For worth shall look fairer and truth more bright* 
When we think how he lived hut to love them. 
And, as fresher flowers the sod perfume 
Where buried saints are lying, 

So onr hearts shall borrow a sweetenmg bloom 
From the image he left there in dying I 


THE OBIGUSr OF THE HARP, 

*Tis Iwlieved that this Harp, which I wake now for thee* 
Was a Siren of old, who sung under the sea ; 

And who often, at eve, thi'ough the bright waters roved, 

To meet on the green shore a youth whom she loved. 

But slie loved him in vain, for ho left her to weep, 

And in tears, all the night, her gold tresses to steep, 

TiU Heaven looked with pity on tnie love so warm, 

And changed to this soft Harp the sea-maiden’s form. 

Still her bosom rose fair—still her cheeks smiled the same— 
While her sea-beanties gracefully form’d the light frame ; 
And her hair, as, let loose, o*er her white arm it fell, 

Was changed to bright chords, uttering melody’s spell. 

Hence it came, that this soft Harp so long hath been known 
To mingle love’s language with sorrow’s sad tone ; 

Till thou didst divide them, and teach the fond laj^ • 

To speak love when I’m near thee, and grief w’hen away ! 


LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM. 

Oh ! the days are gone, when Beauty bright 
My hesili’s chain wove ; 

Wlien my di'eam of life from mom till night 
Was love, still love. 

New hope may Idoom, 

An<l days may come 
Of milder, calmer beam, 

But there’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love’s young dream : 

No, there’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love’s young dream. 
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. Though tho b(ird to outer fame am ciair« 
When wild youth;* past ; 

Though he win the wiee, who bdEoro^ 

To smile at last ; • 

He*ll never meet 
A joy 80 sweet, ^ 

In all his noon of fame, 

As when first he sung to woman’s ear 
His ftotthfelt flame, 

And, at every dose, she blush’d to hear 
The one loved name. 

No— 'tiiat hallow'd form is ne^er forgot 
Which fii-at love traced ; 

Still it lingering liaunts the greenest spot 
• On memory’s waste. 

‘Twaa odour fled 
As soon as shed ; 

Twas morning’s winged dream ; 

’Twas a light that ne’er oan shine again 
Ou lire’s dull stream : 

Oh ! 'ttt'jis light tliat ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream. 


THR PHINCE’S DAY.i 

THorf^H dark ai'e our sorrows, to-day well foveret them, 
And smile through our tears, like a sunbeani in showers i 
There never were hearts, if our rulers would let them, 

More form’d to be grateful and blest than ours. 

But just when the chain 
^ Has ceased to pain, 

And liope has enwreatbfc<i it round with flowers, 

• There comes a new link 
Our spirits to sink— 

Oh ! the joy that we taste, like the light of the poles, 

Is a flash amid darkness, too brilliant to stay ; 

But, though ’twere the last little spark in our souls, 

We must light it up now, on our Prince’s Day, 

Contempt on the minion wlio calls you disloyal ! 

Though fierce to your foe, to ymr friends you are truej 
And the tribute moat high to a head that is royal, 

Is love troin a heart that loves liberty too. 

While cowards, who. blight 
Your fame, your rkht, 

Would shrink from the bfi»e of the battle array, 

The standard of Green 
In front would be seen— 


^ This sonjfwaa written for a ftte in honour of the Prince of Wales’# birthday, driven by my friend 
Major Ifryan, at hia seat in the county of Kilkenny. 
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Oh ! my lif« on your fidth ! vote you numm^’d this minutei, 
You’d cast every hittcir remembrance away. 

And show wliat the arm of dd Brin has in it, 

When roused by the foe, on her Prinoo’s Bay. 

He loves the (jr||3en Isle, and his love ia recorded 
in liearts which have suffered too much to forget : 

And hope shall be crown’d, and attachmeot rewarded, 

And Erin’s gay jubilee shine out yet, 

The gem may be broke 
By many a stroke, 

But nothing can cloud Ik native ray, 

Eiwsh fragment will cast 
A light to the last,— 

And thus Erin, my country, though broken thou art, 

'J’herc’s a lustre within thee that ne’er will ddcay ; 

A spirit which beams through each suderiug jmrt, 

And now smiles at all pain on the Prince’s Bay ! 


WEEP ON, WEEP ON. 

Wkei* on, weep on, your hour is past j 
Your dreams of pride arc o’er ; 

The fatal chain is round you cast, 

And you are men no more. . 

In vain the hero’s heart hath bled ; 

The sage’s tongue hath warn’d in vain > 

0 Freedom ! ouc^ thy flame hath fled, 

It never liglits again ! 

Weep on— perhaps in after days, 

They’ll learn to love your name ; 

When many a deed may wake in praise 
That long, hath slept in blame. 

And when they tread the ruin’d aisle 
Where lest at length the lord arul slave, 

They’ll wondering ask. how hands so vile 
Could conquer hearls so brave ? 

* ’Twas fate,’ they’ll say, ‘ a wayward fate, 
Your web of discord wove ; 

And, while your tyrants join’d in hate, 

Yon never join’d in love. 

But hearts fell off that ought to twine, 

And man profaned what God had given, 

Till some were heard to curse the shnne 
Where others knelt to Heaven.’ 
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MBIA hath A 'WSAMING BYE. 

Licsbia hath a beammg eye, 

But ho one kno^ for whom it beametk j 
Eight and left its an’ows ily, 

Sat 'ifhat they aim at bo dreamethf 
Sweeter ’tia to gaze upon 
My Nora’s lid that seldom rises ; 

Few its looks, bat every one, 

Like onexpeoted light, su^iirisos. 

0 my Nora Creina, dear, 

My gentle, bashful Nora Creina, 

Eeaaty lies 
In many eyes, 

But love in yours, my Nora Creina ! 


Lesbia weais a robe of gold, 

But all so close tbe nymph hath laced it, 
Not a charm of beauty’s mould 
Presumes to stay where Nature placed it. 
Oh, luy Nora’s gown for me, 

That floats as wild as mountain breezes, 
Leaving every beauty free 
To sink or swell as Heaven pleases. 

Yea, my Nora Creina, dear, 

My simple, giacefiil Nora CVeina, 
Nature’s dress 
Is loveliness — 

The dress you wear, my Nora CHna. 


Lcsbia liath a wit refined, 

But when its i>oints are Reaming iwad us, 
Who can tell if they’re design’d 
To dazzle merely, or to wound us ? 
Pillow’d on my Nora’s heart 
In safer slumber Love reposes— 

Bed of i»eace 1 whose roughest part 
Is but the crumpling of the roses. 

0 my Nora (Veina, dear, 

My mild, mv artless Nora Creina, 

Wit, though bright, 

■ Hath no such light 
As warms your eyes, my Nora Creina. 


I SAW THY POEM IN YOUTHFUL PRIME. 

1 SAW thy form in youthful prime, 

Nor thought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of Time, 

And waste its bloom away, Mary 1 
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Yet Btill thy features wore that light, 
Which fleets not with the breath; 

And life ne’er look’d more tnity bright 
. Than in thy smile of deatii, Mary [ 

As streams that run o’er golden mines, 
Yet humbly, calmly glide, 

Kor seem to know the wealth that Shines 
Within tlieir gentle tide, Mary ! 

80, veiVd beneath the simplest guise, 

Thy radiant genius shone, 

And that which charm’d aU other eyes 
Seem’d worthless in thine own, Mary ! 

If souls could always dwell above, 

Thou ne’er hadst loft that sphere ; 

Or could we keep the souls we love, 

We ne’er had lost thee here, Mary ! 

Though many a gifted mind we me^, 
Though fairest forms we see, 

To live with them is far loss sweet 
Tlian to reniemlier thee, Mary !* 


BY THAT BAKE WHOSE GLOOMY SHORE.* 


By that Lake whoso gloomy shore 
Skylark never warbles o’er,® 

Where the cliff hangs high and steep, 
Young Saint Kevin stole to sleep, 
‘Here, at least/ he calmly said, 

‘ Woman ne’er shall find my bed,’ 

Ah ! the good Saint little knew 
Wliat that wily sex con do, 

'Twas from Kathleen’s eyes he flew,— ^ 



Wish’d him hers, nor thought it wrong. 
Wheresoe’er the Saint would fly, 

Still he hoard her light foot nigh ; 

Eaat or west, wherever he turn’d, 

Still her eyes before him bum’d. 

On the bold cliff’s bosom cast, 

Tranquil now he sleeps at last ; 

Dreams of heaven, nor thinks that e’er 
Woman’s smile can haunt him there. 


! But nor earth nor heaven is free 
From her |H)wer, if fond she be : 

Even now, while calm he sleeps, 
Kathleen o’er him leans and weeps. 

Fearless she had track’d his feet 
I To tins rocky, wild retreat ; 

; And, when morning met his view, 

' Her mild glances met it too. , 
j Ah ! your Saints have cniel Wrts ! 

* Sternly from his bed he starts, 

And, with ludc, repulsive shock, 
Hurls her from tho beetling rock. 

Gkmlalough ! thy gloomy wave 
Soon was gentle Kathleen’s ^ave ! 
Soon tho Sainfc (yet ! too late) 

Felt her love, and mourn’d her fate. 
W^hen be said, ‘Heaven rest her soul I' 
Bound tho Lake light music stole ; 
And her ghost was seen to glide, 
Smiling, o’er the fatal tide ! 


' I hate here made a feeble effort to imitate 
Hist exquisite inscription of Shenstone's, ‘Heui 
quanto minus ost cum reliquis versari quam iul 
tnemioisse !’ 

9 This ballad is founded upon one of tho many 
itories related of St, Kevin, whoso bed in the 


rock is t-o be soon at Olendalough, a most gloomy 
and romantic sj[)ot in the county of Wicklow. ’ 

* There axe many other curious traditions con- 
cerning this lake, which may be found in Giral- 
dus, Colgan, Jto. 
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SHE IS EaB PKOM the LAl^D. 

She 10 far from the land whore her young herd sleeps. 
And lovers are round her sighing; • 

But coldly she turns from the^ gaze, and weeps, 

For her heart in his grave is lying.* 

She sings the wild songs of her dear native plains. 
Every note which he loved awaking 

Ah ! little they think, who delight in her sixains, 

How the heart of the Minstrm is bret^ing. 

Ho had lived for his love, for his country he died. 

They were all that to life had entwined him ; 

>for soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 

Nor long will his love stay behind him. 

Uh ! make lier a grave where the sunbeams rest 
Wlien they promise a glorious morrow’ ; 

They’ll shine o’er her sleep, like a smilo from the West, 
From her own loved island of sorrow. 


NAY, TELL ME NOT. 

Nav, tell me not, dear, that the goblet drowns 
One charm of feeling, one fond regret ; 

Believe me, a few’- of thy angry frowns 
' Arc all I’vo sunk in its bright wave yet. 

Ne’er hath a beam 
Been lost in the stream 
That ever was shed from thy iorm or soul ; 

The spell of those eyes, 

The balm of tljy sighs, 

Still float on the surface, and hallow my bowl. 
Then fancy not, dearest, that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me ; 

Like foxmts that aw’aken the pilgrim’s zeal, 

"I’ko bowl but brightens my love for theo. 

They tell us tliat Love, in his fairy bow'er, 

Had two blush-roses, of birth divine ; 

He sprinkled the ouc with a raiubowr’s sbower. 
But batbed the other with mantling wine. 

Soon did the buds 
That drank of the floods 
HistiU’d by the rainbow decline and fade ; 
While those which the tide 
Of ruby had dyed 

All blush’d into l)eaiity, like thee, sweet maid I 
Then fancy not, dearest, that wine con steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me ,• 

Like founts that awaken the pilgrim’s zeal, 

The bowl but brightens my love for thee. 
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AVENGINO A5P BIUOHT. 

AvEKaiNG and britflit fallg the Bwift sword of Krin^ 

On him who the orave sons of Osna betray’d— 

For every fond eye he hath waken’d a tear in, 

A drop from his heart-wounds shall weep o’er her blade 

By the red dond that hung over Conor’s dark dwelling,^ 
When Ulad’s® throe champions lay sleeping in gore— 

By the billows of war» which so often, high swelSng, 

Have wafted these heroes to victory’s d^ore— 

We swear to revenge thein !— no joy shall be talted, 

The haip shall be siilent, the maiden unw^ 

Our hall shall he mute and oar fields shall lie wasted, 

Till vengeance is wreak’d on the murderer’s head ! 

Yes, monarch ! though sweet are our home ret3ol lections, 
Though sweet are the tears that from tendemess fall ; 

Though sweet are our friendships, our hopes, our affections, 
Hevenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all I 


WHAT THE BEB IS TO THE FLOWERET. 


ifr.— W hat the bee is to the floweret, 

When be looks for honcy-dew, 

Through the leaves that close embower it, 
That, my love, I’ll be to you. 

What the bank, with verdure glowing, 

Is to waves that wander near, 
Whispering kisses, while they’ll, going, 
That I'll be to yon, my dear. 

She, — But, they say, the bee’s a rover, 

Who will fly when sweets are gone ; 
Ami, when once the kiss is over. 
Faithless brooks will wander on. 


> Th« words of this song were suggested bj 
the very ancient Irish story called ' Dcirdri ; or, 
the Lanicntable Fate of the Sons of Usnetirh/ 
which has been translated literally from the 
Gaelic by Mr. O’Flanajron (see voi. 1, of Trans* 
actions of the ClaeUc Society of Dnbliti}, and 
upon which il appears that the ' Darthnla " of 
Maepherson is fouTided. Tlie treachery of Conor, 
kins of Ulster, in patting to death the tliree sons 
of Usna, was the cause of a desolating war agalnnt 
Ulster, which terminated in the destruction of 
Ihnau. * rWa story,* sa)S M.r. U’ Flanagan, 

* has been fl'om time untnemorial held in iiigh 
repute a« one of the throe tragic stories of the 
Irfoh. These are “ The Death of the Children of 
Touran ” “ The Death of the Childreu of Lear " | 


Cuoth regarding Tuatha de Denans), and this 
“ The Dc.ilh of the Children of Usnoch,” which is 
a MUesiuu ' At p. ^6 of these Melodies 
will also be frmnd a ballad upon the story of the 
Children Of Lear, or Lit; ‘Silent, 0 Moyle !’ Ac. 

Whatever may be thought of those sanguine 
claims to anlicpiity which Mr. O’Flanagan and 
others advance for the llteratare of Ireland, it 
would be a very lasting reproach upon our 
nationality, if the Gaelic researches of this 
gentleman did not meet with all the liberal en- 
couragement which they merit. w 

* 'ONasU view the cloud that 1 here see in 
the sky] I see over Fman green a chilling cloud 
of blnod-tiuged red.*’— Deirort’s Song. 

» Ulster* 
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//c.— Nay> if flowern will lim their lo^, 

If snimy.haBkB imU wear away* 

^Tis bi^ right that bees and brooks 
Should fiip and kiss them while ^ey tuay. 

‘ ' a 

tOVE MB THB KOVICE, 

* Hkhi: we dwell in holiest bpweTs» 

Whei e angels of light o’er our orisons h^nd ; 

Where si^ of devotion and breathings of flowers 
To heaven in mngled odour ascend. 

Do not distuH) our oalm^ 0 Love I 
, So like is thy form to the cherubs above, 

It well might deceive such hearts as olirs,’ 

l/)ve stood near the Novice and listen'd, 

And Love is no novice in taking a hint ; 

His laughing blue eyes soon with piety glisten’d ; 

His rosy wing turn’d to heaven^ own tint. ^ 

‘ Who would have thought,’ the urchin cries, 

‘ That Love could so wml, so gravely disguise 

His wandering wings and wounding eyes ?’ 

Love now warms tliee, waking and sleeping, 

Young Kovice, to him ail thy orisons rise. 

He tinges the heavenly fount with his weeping, 

He brightens the censer’s flame with his sighs, 

Jjova is the saint enshrined in thy brtJast, 

And angels themselves would admit such a guest, 

If he came to them clothed in Piety’s vest. 


THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUER’D WITH PLEASURES AND WOES. 

This life is all chequer’d with pleasures and woes, 

That chase one another like waves of the deep— 

Each brightly or darkly, as onward it flows, 

Reflecting our eyes, as they sparkle or weep. 

So closely our Whims on our miseries tread, 

Tliat the laugh is awaked ere the tear can be dried ; 

And, as fast as the rain-drop of Pity is shed, 

The goose-iilumage of Folly can turn it aside. 

But pledge me the cup— if existence would cloy, 

. ^ With hearts ever happy, and heads ever wise, 

Be ours the light Sorrow, half-sister to Joy, 

And the hgnt brilliant Folly that flashes and dies. 

When Hylas was sent with his urn to the fount, 

Through fields full of light* and with heart full of play; 
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light rambled the boy, o?er meadow aad mount, 

And neglected his task for the dowers on the way.^ 
Thus many, like me, who in ;^uth should have tasted 
Thedouutain that runs by rhilosophy's shrine, 

Their time with the flowers on Ihe margin have wasted 
And left their l^ght urns all as empty as mine. 

But pledge me the goblet— while Idleness weaves 
These flowerets together, should Wisdom but see 
One bright drop or two that has fallen on the leaves 
From her fountain divine, ’tis sufficient for me. 


0 THE SHAMROCK 1 

Through Erin’s Isle, * 

To sport awhile, 

As Love and Valour wander’d, 

With Wit, the sprite, 

Whose quiver bright 
A thousand arrows squander’d ; 

Where’er they pass, 

A triple grass'-^ 

Shoots up, with dew-drops streaming, 

As softly green 
As emerald sceu 

Through purest crystal gleaming. 

0 the .Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock » 
Chosen leaf 
Of Bard and <^hief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! 


Says Valour, ‘Sec, 

They spring for me, 

Those leafy gems of morning !* 

Says Love, ‘ No, uo, • 

For me they grow, 

My fragrant path adorning.* 

But Wit })erceive8 
The triple leaves, " 

And cries, ‘ Oh ! do not sever 
A type that blends 

Three godlike friends, • ^ 

Love, Valour, Wit, for evei !” 

0 the Shamrock, the ^een, immortal Shamrock ! 

Chosen leaf 
Of Bard and Chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! 


^ Propose florem pnetulit officio.— ProBtfrt. 
UE i> rieg. Sio. j 

* Saint Patfie1{ i$ laid to have made me ofi 
that species of trefoil to which in Ireland we ^ve | 
the name of Shamroek, in explaining the doctrine 
of the Trinity to the ;)agan Irish. 1 do not know 


if there be any other reason for onr adoption of 
tins plant as a national emblem. Hope, amoi^ 
the ancients, was sometimes represented as a 
beautifol child, * standing upon tip-toes, and a 
trefoil, or three-coloured gross, in her bond.* 
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So firmly fimd 
Maylmathatod 
They wove that morn tc^ther, 

And oeW may fall 

Oae drop df gall • 

On Wit’s celestial feather I 
May Love, as twine ^ 

His fioweiw divine, 

Ctf thorny ^Isehood weed ’em 1 
May Valour ne'er 
^ His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom ! 

0 the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock t 
.Chosen leaf 
Of Bard aad Chiefi 
Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! 


AT THE MID HOUR OF NIGHT. 

At the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly ^ 

To the lone vale we loved, when life shone warm in thine eye ; 
And I think oft, if spirits can steal from the regions of air, 

To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to me there, 
And tell me our love is remember’d, even in tibo sky ! 

Then I sing the wild song ’tVas once such pleasure to hear, 

When our voices, commingling, breathed, like oue, on the ear ; 
And^ as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison rolls, 

I think, 0 my love ! ’tis thy voice, from the iuingdom of Souls, ^ 
Faintly answering still the notes that once were so dear. 


ONE BUMPER AT PARTINa 

Onk bumper at parting ’—though many 
Have circled the board since wo met, 
The fullest, the saddest of any 
Remains to be ciwn’d by us yet. 

The sweetness that pleasure hath in it 
Is always so slow to come forth, 

That seldom, alas, till the minute 
It dies, do we know half its worth. 

Bat come— may our life’s happy measure 
Be all of such moments i^ade up ; 
They’re born on the bosom of Pleasure, 
They die ’midst the tears of the cup. 


* * There ire countrlefi,* says Montaigne, ^ where they believe the soulu of the hapDr Kvo In a|91 
imumer of liberty in delighthi} fleldsj and that it ia tboee souls, repeating the woroe wioltsar 
w^oh we call • 




mSR MSWRIES* 


M 

As onward we journey, lio?r pleaflant 
To pause and inhabit 
Those few Bunny spots, Ilho the present, 

That 'mid the duU wiidemess enule I 
iBut Time, like a pitiless luaster, 

Cries, * Onward T and smus the gay hom»— 
Ah, never doth time travel faster, 

Than wnen his way lies among flowers. 

But Gome—may bur lifers happy nojeasure 
Be all of Bucn moments mode up ; 

They’re born on the bosom of Bleasurs^ 

They die ’midst the tears of the cup. 

We saw how the sun look’d in sinldng, 

The waters beneath him how br^ht, 

And now let our farewell of drinking 
Resemble that farewell of light. » 

You saw how he finish’d, by darting 
His beam o’er a deep billow’s brim— - 
So, fill up, let’s shine at our parting, 

In full, liquid glory, like him. 

And oh ! may our life’s happy measure 
Of moments like this be made up ^ 

Twas bom on the Iwsom of Pleasure, 

It dies ’mid the tears of tlie cup. 


TIS THE LAST ROSE OP SUMMER. 


Tis the last rose of summer 
Left blooming alone ; 

All her lovely companions 
Are faded and gone ; 

No flow'ir of her kindred, 

No rosebud is nigh, 

To reflect back her blushes, 

To give sigh for sigh. 

Ill not leave thee, thou lone one, 
To pine on the stem j 
Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Glo sleep thou with them. 


Thus kindly 1 scatter 
Thy leaves o’er the bod, 
Where thy mates of tJie garden 
Lie scentless and dead. 

So soon may / follow, 

When friendships decay, 

And from Love’s shining ci^^^le 
The gems drop away ! 

WTren true heai’ts lie wither’d 
And fond ones are flown, 

Oh ! who would inhabit 
This bleak world alone ! 


THE YOUNG MAY MOON. 

Thk young May moon is beaming, love, 

« The glow-worm’s lamp is gleaming, Jove, 

How si^eet to rove 
Through Moma’s grove, ^ 

When the drowsy world is dreaming, love J 

^ ' """ ' 

1 ♦ dteaUsilently to Uonui.*S Grove,'— Seo a tmasUtlcm frota the trieh, in Mr, Btmting’S ooUeo- 
tioQ. tvJohn Brown, otte of my earliest college companions aqd friends, whosodeath wasassiofU' 
larty mdanchoiy and niidbrtuaate as hi» life bad been amiable, bonoarable, and eKeuqdan. 
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rhen awAke Iqok biri^^ my ilear, 

uover t<K» liitto for my 

AM tlie tet of ml ways : 

Tokogthan oturdaya 

la to ateal a few bouts from the uighi my 4ear. 

Now all the world is sleepiug, love; , 

But the Sage, hk atar^watch kee^ug, loyh, 

Aud I whose atar, 

More 'glorious far, 

Is the eye from that casemeot peepmg, love. 

Then Wake I till rise of suu, my aeai?, 

The Sage’s glass we’ll alum, my dear, 

Or, iu watching the mght 
Of bodies of li&t, 

fie might happen to take thee for one, my dear. 


THIS MINSTEEL-BOY. 

The Miuetrel-boy to the war is gone, 

In the ranks of death you’ll mid him j 
His father’s sw^ord he ha^ girded on, 

And his wild harj> slung behind him. — 

* Land of song !’ said the waniordiard, 

‘ Though afi the world betrays thee. 

Owe swoidi at least, thy rights shall guard, 
One faithful harp shall praise thee !’ 

The Minstrel fell I— but the foeman’s chain 
Could not bring his proud soul under ; 
The harj) he loved ne’er spoke again, 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 

And said, ‘ No chains shall sully thee, 

Thou soul of love and bravery ! 

Thy songs were made for the brave and free. 
They shall never sound in slavery I’ 


THE SONG OF O’EOARK, 


PRINCE OF BREFPNI.^ 


•p 


The valley lay smiling before mo, 

Where lately I left ner behind ; 

Yet 1 trembled, and something hung o’er me 
That sadden’d the joy of my mind. 


i These stanzas are founded upon an event 
of most melancholy importanoe to Ireland, if, as 
we &re told by oar Irish historians, H gave £ng^ 
limd the first opnortunity oiproflting by our di - 
visions and subauing os. The foIlQwing are the 
chcamstances, as related hy O'HaUorau The 


king of Leinster had long conceived a violent 
atfbctionfor Dcarbhor^ danghter to thehing 
of Meath, and though she had been for some 
time married to (yRnork, prinee of Breffhl, yet 
it ooald not restrain his passion. They eamett 
on a xxrirate correspondence, and she informed 
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1 lock’d for \vhi(ik ahe told 

Skould ahii^ whm 1m |^ugrmk ream'd 3 

But, thougli darkuoaa oufold me, 

Jso top from the batumeuta biiuu’d. 

1 dew to her ohiuuber*— ’twaa lonely, 

As if tlm loved tenant lay "dead;— 

Ah, woula it were death, and death only ! 

But xio, the yWug false oue had ded. 

Add there huug the lute that could soften . « 

very worst iwdns into bhiw, 

While the hand that had waked it so often 
N ow throbbed to a proud rival’s kiss. 

There a time, falsest of women I 
When Breffui’s good sword would have sought 

That man, through a million of foemen, . 

Who dared but to wrong thee in thought ! 

While now— 0 degenerate daughter 
Of Erin, how fallen is thy fame ] 

And through ages of bondage and slaughter, 

Our country shall bleed for thy shame. 

Already the curse is upon her, 

And strangers her valleys ])rofane ; 

They come to divide — to oishonour, 

Aid tyrants they long will remain. 

But onward ! — the green banner rearing, 

Go, flesh every sword to the hilt; 

On OUT side is Virtue and Erin, 

On theirs is the Saxon and Guilt. 


OH! HAD WE SOME BRIGHT LITIXE ISLE OF OUR OWN 


Oh ! had we some bright little isle of our own, <• 

In a blue summer ocean far off and alone, 

Where a leaf 'never dies in the still-bioomiug bowers, 

And the l>ee bamiuets on through a whole ycai' of flowers ; 
Where the sun loves to |»ause 
WilAi so fond a delay, 

That the night only draws 
A thin veil o’er the day ; 

Where simply to fed that we breathe, that w’e live, 

Is worth the best joy that life elsewhere can give. 


<is 

tttn that (TBnaTk intended soon to on a pil- 
l^risisge (an act of piety frequent in those days), 
and enured liim to embrace that opportunity 
of (‘pnveving her from a husband she detested to 
a lover she adored. MacMurchad too punctually 
Obe;^ the summona, and bad the lady conveyed 
tp hia oaiHtal of Ferns.' The monarch Itoderick 
eaposeed the cause of O'Buork, wlulc Mac Mur- 


child &ed to Ihigland, and obtained the assis* 
iance of Henry 11. 

‘ Such,' adds Oiraldus Cambreusis (as t find 
him in an old translation), *is the variable and 
hohle nature of women, vbnm all mlschielb 
in the world (for the most part) do happed' and 
come, as may appear by Marcus Antouius, and 
by the destruction of Xroy.’ 
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There with eoxile ever Ardent and pure ae the elime> 
We ehould love ae the^ loved in the iirsft golden time ; 
The glow osf the eunshiue, the halm o£ the air, 

Would steal to our hearts, and make all summer there. 
With affootiou as free 
From decline as the bowers, 

And with Hope, like tb* Bee, 

Liviug always on dowers, 

Our life should resettle a long day of light, 

And our death come on holy and cahn as the night 


FAREWELL !-BUT WHENEVER YOU WELCOME THE HOUR. 

Pahkwell 1— hut whenever you welcome the hour 
Thathwakens the night-song of mirth in your bower, 

Then think of the friend who once welcomed it too, 

And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you. 

Ills griefs may return, not a hope may remain 
Of the few that have brighten a his pathway of pain, 

But he ne’er will forget ilie short vision that tluiw * 

Its enchantment aronnd him, while lingering with you. 

And still on that evening, iwhen pleasure fills up 
To the highest top s|iarlae each heart and each cup, 

Where’er my pa^h lies,* be it gloomy or bright, 

!My soul, hajipy friends, shall be with you that night ; 

Shall join in your revels, your aiKirts, and your wiles, 

And return to me beaiumg all o’er with )otir smiles— 

Too blest, if it tells me that, ’mid the gay cheer, 

Some kind voice had murmui’d, ‘ I wi3i he were here !’ 

I^t Fate do hei 'w orst j there are relics of joy, 

Bright dicams of the past, which she cannot destroy ; 

^ Which come in the mght-time of sorrow and care, 

And bring back the features that joy used to wear. 

Long, long be my iieart with such memoriet fill’d ! 

Like the vase, in which roses have onpe lieen distiird— 

You nwy break, you may shatter the vase if you will. 

But the scent of the roses will hang round it still. 


OH ! DOUBT ME NOT. 

Oh i doubt me not— the season 
Is o’er, when Folly made me i^ove, 
And now the vestal, Reason, 

Shall watch the fire awaked by Love 
Although this heart was early blown, 

And fairest hands disturb’d the tree, 
They only shook some blossoms down, 

Its fruit has all been kept for thee. 


16 
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Then doubt me season 

Is o’er when Folk made me rove, 

And now the vestal, Eeason, 

Bhall watch the dre awaked by Love. 

And though my.lnte no longer 

sing of Passion's ardent spell, 

Yet, trust me, all the stronger 
1 feel the bliss I do not tell. 

The bee throng many a garden roves, 

And hums his lay of courtship o’er, 

But, when he finds the dower he iovek 
He settles there, and bums no more. 

Then doubt me not— the season 
Is o’er when folly kept me free, 

And now the vestjd, Ileason, 

Shall guard the flame awaked by thee. 


YOU REMEMBER ELLEN.^ 

You remember Ellen, our hamlet's pride. 

How meekly she bless’d her humble lot, 

When the stranger, ^William, had made her his bride, 

And love was the light of their lowly cot. 

Together they toil’d through winds and rains, 

Till William at length in sadness said, 

‘Wo must seek our fortune on other plains;’— 

Then, sjghing, she left her lowly shed. 

They roam’d a long and a weary way, 

Nor much was the maiden’s heart at ease, 

When now, at the close of one stormy day, 

They see a proud castle among the trees. 

•To-night,’ said the youth, ‘ weR shelter there; 

The wind blows cold, and the hour is late 
So he blew the horn with a chieftain's air, 

And the porter bow’d as they pass’d the gate. 

‘Now, welcome, lady,’ exclaim’d the youth, 

* This castle is thine, and these dark woods all !' 

She believed him crazed, but hi.s words were truth, 

For Ellen is Lady of Rosna Hall 1 
And dearly the Liord of Rosna loves 
What William the stranger woo’d and wed ; 

And the light of bliss, in these lordly groves, 

Shines pure os it did in the lowly shed. 

> This ballad was soggested \js a welbkoowo and interesting story, told of a certain noblo 
ilunUy in England.. 
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ri) MOUEN THE HGPjBa 


Fd moimi the hopes that me, 

If thy smiles hm left me too ; 
rd weep when friends deceive me, 

If thou wert, like them, untrue. 

But while Tve thee before me, 

Witli heart so warm and ey^ so 


No douds can Huger o’er me, 

That smile turns them all to light. 

’Tis not in fe,te to harm me, 

While fate leaves thy love to me ; 
’Tis not in joy to charm me, 

Unl^ joy be shared with thee, 

One minute’s dream about thee, 

Were worth a long, an endless year j 
Of waking bliss without thee, I 

My own love, my only dear I i 


And though the hope be gone, love^ 
That long sparkled O’er our way, 

Oh ! we shall journey on, lore, 

More salhly without its ray. 

Far better lights shall win me 
Along the path I’ve yet to roam-- 
The mind that bums within me, 

And pure smiles from thee at home. 

Thus, -when the lamp that lighted 
The tiuveller at first goes out, 

He feels awhile benighted, 

And looks around m fear and doubt. 
But soon, the prospect clearing, 

By cloudless starlight on he treads, 
And thinks no lamp so cheering 
As that light wiuoh Heaven sheds. 


COME O’ER THE SEA. 


Come o’er the sea, 

Maiden, with me, 

Mine through sunshine, storm, and 
snows ; 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Burns the same, where’er it goes. 
Let fate frown on, so we k>ve and part 
not ; 

Tis life where thou art, 'tia death where 
thou art not. 

Then come o’er the sea, | 
Maiden, with me, 

Come wherever the wild windj 
blows ; ! 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Bums the same, where’er it goes. 


Was not the sea 
Matle for the Free, 

Land foi courts and cliains alone t 
Here we are slaves, 

But, on the waves, 

Love and liberty’s all our own. 

No eye to watch, and no tongue to 
wound us, 

AH earth forgot, mid all heaven around 

US- 

Then come o’er the sea, 
Maiden, with me, 

Mine through sunshine, storm, and 
snows ; 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Bums the same, where’er it goes. 


HAS SOEEOW THY YOUNG DAYS SHADED. 


Ha^ sorrow thy young days shaded, 
As clouds o’er the morning fleet ? 
Too fast have those young days faded, 
That, even in i^irrcw, were sweet ? 


Does Time with hiS cold wing wither 
Each feeling that once was dear ?— 
Then, child of misfortune, come hither, 
m weep with thee, tear for tear. 
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Has love to that soul, mo tender, 

Been like our Lageniau minot^ 
•Where sparkles of golden splendour 
All over the surface shine 1 
But, if in pursuit we go deeper, 
Allured by the gleam that sh<me, 

Ah ! false as the dream of <the sleeper, 
like Love, the bright ore is gone. 

Has Hop^ like the bird in the story, ^ 
That flitted from tree to tree 
With the talisman’s glittering glory— 
Has hope been that bird to thee ? 


On branch after branch alighting, 

The gem did she still display, 

And, when nearest and most inviting, 
Them wirft the fair gem away ? 

If thus the young hours have fleeted, 
When sorrow itself looked bri^t ; 

If thus the fair hope hath cheated, 
That led thee along so light ; 

If thus the cold World now wither 
Bach feeling that once was dear : 

Come, child of misfortune, come hither, 
rU weep with thee, tear for tear. 


NO, NOT MOUE WELCOME. 

No, not more welcome the fairy numbers 
Of music fall on the sleeper’s car, 

When, half awaking from fearful slumbers, 

He thinks the full quire of heaven is near— 
Than came that voice, when, all forsaken, 

This heart long had sleeping lain, 

Nor thought its cold pulse w'oukl ever waken 
To such benign blessed sounds again. 

JSwoet voice of comfort ! 'twaa like the stealing 
Of summer wind through some wreathed shell — 
Each secret winding, eacli inmost feeling 
Of all my soul echoed to its spell !— 

*Twas whisper’d balm— ’twas sunshine spoken ! — 
IM live years ot grief and pain 
To have my long sleep of sorrow broken 
By such benign, blessed sounds again. 


WHEN FIRST I MET THEE. 

When first I met thee, warm and young, 
There shone such truth atiout thee, 
And on thy lip such promise hung, 

I did not dare to doubt thee. 

I saw thee cliange, yet still relied, 

Still clung with hoj^e the fonder. 

And thought, though false to all beside, 
Frf^m me thou couldst not wander. 


> Oar Wicklow |^ld-inineB,k> which this verse 
slludet, deserve, 1 fear, the character here given 
of them. 

* ‘The bird, having got its prize, settled not 
{hr off, with the talttinan in hie mouth. The | 


prince drew near it, hoping it would drop itj bat 
as he acprooched, the bird took wing, and settled 
again/'&c.— Arabian Nights, Story of Kummir 
ai Zummaun and the PrmcesB of China. 
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But go, deceive ^ go,— 

Th» iietii^ who^te hopes coxtld make it 
Trust oue so false, so low, 

Deserves that thou shouldst bredk it* 

^Vhca every tongue thy foUias named, 

X fled the unweloome story ; • 

Or found, in even the hiulte they blamed^ 

'Some gleams of future glory. 

I still was true, when nearer friends 
Oon^ired to wrong, to slight thee ; 

The heart, that now thy falsehood rends, 
Would then .have bl^ to ri^t thee. 

* But go, deceiver 1 go, — 

Some day, jwhaps, tliou’lt waken 
, From pleasure’s dream to know 
The grief of hearts forsaken. 

Even now, though youth its bloom has shed 
No ligh^ of age adorn thee : 

The few, wlio loved thee once haVe fled, 

And they who flatter scorn thee. 

Thy midnight cup is pledged to slaves, 

No geniiu ties en wreathe it , 

The smiling there, like light on graves, 

Has rank cold hearts beneath it. 

Go— go—though worlds were thiue, 

^ I would not now surrender 
One taiutlevss tear of mine 
For all thy guilty splendour t 

And days may come, thou false one ! yet 
When even those ties shall sever ; 

When thou wilt coll, with vain regret; 

, On hei' thou 'st lost f(>r ever ; 

On her who, in thy fortune’s fall, 

With smiles had still received thee, 

And gladly <lied to prove thee all 
Her fancy first believed thee. 

Go-go — ’tis vain to curse, 

’Tis weakness to upbraid thee ; 

Hate cannot wish thee worse 
Than guilt and shame have made thee. 


WHILE HISTORY’S MUSE. 

While History’s Muse the memorial was keeping 
Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves, 
Beside her the Genius of Erin stood weeping, 

For hers was the story that blotted the leaves. 
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But oh j how the tear ia hear eyelids giew brighti 
Wheo, sffcer whole ps^s of eorrow sad ahsiae, 

She aew Hietory write, 

With a penoil of light 

That illum’d the whole v<dume, her WeUiagtiOu’e aamel 

‘ Ha^ Star of my J ale said the Spirit^ all sparkliag 
With beams such os breah from h^ owa dewy skies— 

* Through ages of sorrow, deserted and darkliagr 

IVo watch'd for some glory like thine to arise, ^ 

For though Heroes Fve aumW’d, uablest was their lot» 
And nnhmlow’d they sleep in the cross-ways of Fame; — 
But oh 1 thetre is not 
One dishonouring blot 

On the wreath that encircles my Wellington’s name ! 

* Yet still the last crown of thy toils is remaining, « 

The grandest, the purest, even lAoa hast yet known ; 
Thougli proud was thy task, other nations unchaining, 

Far prouder to heal the deep wounds of thy own. 

At the foot of that throne for whose weal thou hast stood, 
Go, plead for the land that first cradled thy fame— 

And, bright o’er the flood 
Of her tears and her blood, 

Let tbe rainbow of Hope be her Wellington’s name !’ 


THE TIME rVE LOST IN WOOING. 


Thk time I’ve lost in wooing, 

In watching and pursuing 
The li^t that lies 
In woman’s eyes, 

Has been my heart’s tAidoing. 
Though Wisdom oft has sought me, 
I scorn’d the lore she brought me. 
My only books 
Were woman’s looks, 

And folly’s all tJhey’vc taught me. 

Her smile when Beauty granted, 

1 hung with gaze enchanted, 
like him the Sprite^ 

Whom maids by night 
Oft meet in glen th^’s haunted. 


like him, too, Beauty won me, 
But while her eyes were on me, 
If once their ray 
Was turn’d away, 

Oh I winds oould not outrun mo. 

And are those follies going ? 

And is my proud heart growing 
Too cold or wise 
For brilliant eyes 
Again to set it glowing ? 
No-r-vain, alas ! th’ endeavour 
From bonds so sweet to sever 
Poor Wisdom’s chance 
Against a glance 
Is now as weak as ever. 


tbouj^ht that thl« was the uprite which we called 
the Leprechaun, hut a high authority upon such 
subjectii. Lady Morgan (in a note upon her 
national and interesting novel, ‘O'DouneU'), 
has given a very diflbrent account of that gob- 
lin. 


' This alludes to a kind of Irish fairy, which is 
to be met witli, they say, in the liclds at dusk. 
As long as yon keep your eyes upon him, he Is 
fixed and in your power; hut the moment you 
look away (and he is ingenious in furnish- 
ing some inducement), he vanishes, 1 had 
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OH. WHEEFS THE SLAVE, 


Oh, where's the jstlave so lowly 
Coudetmued to cliams unholy. 

Who, oouM he burst 
His bonds at first. 

Would pine beneath them slowlv ? 
What soul, whose wrongs degrade 
Would wait till time decay’d it, 
When thus its wing 
At once may spring 
To the thmne of Him who made it ? 
Farewell, Erin, '—farewell, all, 
Who live to weep our fall. 


Less dear the laurel mwing 
Alive, untoueh’d, and Idowmg, 
Than that whose hm^ 

Is pluck’d to shade 
The braws with victory glowing. 
We tread the land that We us, 
Her green dag glitters o'er us, 
The friend® We’ve tried 
Are by our side, 

And the fon we hate before us. 
Farewell, Erin,— farewell, all, 
Who live to weep our fall 


COME, REST m THIS BOSOM. 

Comb, rest in this bosom, my own striedeen deer, 

Though the herd liave fled from thee, thy home is still hem : 
Here still is the smile that no cloud can o’ercast, 

And a heart and a hand all thy own to the last. 

Oh ! what was love made for, if ’tis not the same 
Through joy and tlirough torment, through glory and shame ? 
1 know not, 1 ask not, if guilt’s in that heart, 

I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art. 

Thou hast call’d me thy Angel in moments of bliss, 

And thy Angel I’ll be, ’mid the horrors of this, 

Through the fumace, inisliriiiking, thy steim to pursue, 

And shield thee, and save thee, or perish there li»o. 


’TIS GONE, AND FOR EVER. 

’Tis gone, and for ever, the light we saw breaking, 

Like Heaven’s first dawn o'er the sleep of the dead— 
When Man, from the slumber of ages awjdung, 

Look’d upward, and bless'd the pure ray, ere it fled. 
’Tis gone, and the gleams it has left of its burning 
But deepen the long night of bondage and mourning, 
That (lark o’er the kingdoms of earth is returning, 

And darkest of all, hapless Erin, o’er thee, 

For high was thy hope, when those glories were darting 
Around thee through all the gross clouds of the world, 
When Truth, from her fetters indignantly starting, 

At once, like a Sun-burst * her Iwinner unfurl’d. 


^ ° The bun-Buttit ' was thd fanciful name ffiven by the ancient Irish to the royal banoer. 
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Oh ! never shall earth see a moment so splendid^ 
lien, then— liad one Hymn of Belivei’ano© blended 
The tongues of all nations— how sweet had ascended 
The fot note of Inbertyi Erin, from thee \ 

Bat shame on those tyrants who envied the blessing 1 ^ 

And shame on the ^ht race unworthy its good, 

Who, at Death^s reehing altar, like furies caressing 
The young hoi^ of Freedom, baptized it in blood 1 
Then vanish’d for over that fair, sunny vision. 

Which, spite of the slavish, the cold hearths dension. 
Shall long be remember’d, puro, bright, and elysian, 

As drrt it arose, my lost Erin, on thee. 


I SAW FROM THE BEACH. - 

I SAW from the beach, when th© morning was shining, 

A bark o’er the waters move gloriously ou ; 

1 came when the sun o’er that b^ch was declining. 

The bark was still there, but the waters were gone. 

A.n^ such is the fate of our life’s early promise, 

^ passing the spring -tide of joy we have known ; 

Each wave, that we danced on at morning, ebbs from us, 

And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone. 

Ne’er tell me of glories serenely adorning 
The close of our day, the calm eve of our night 

Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of Morning, 
Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening’s best light. 

Oh, who would not welccme that moment’s retuniing, 

When passion first Wcaked a new life through his frame, 

And his soul— like the wood that grows precious in burning— 
Gave out all its sweets to love’s exquisite-flame ! 


PILL THE BUMPEH FAIR. 


Fill the bumper fair ! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O’er the brow of Care 
Smooths away a wrinkle. 

Wit’s electric flame 
Ne'er so swiftly passes, 

As when through the frame 
It shoots from brimming glasses 
Pill the bumper fair ! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O’er the brow of Care 
Smooths away a wrinkle. 

Sages can, they say, 

Grasp the lightning’s pinions, 


And bring down its ray 
From the atarr’d dominions 
•So we, Sagos, sit 
And ’mid bumpers brightening 
j From the heaven of Wit 
Draw down all its lightning. 

Wouldst thou know what first 
Made our souls inherit 
This ennobling thirst 
For wine’s celestial spirit ? 

' It chanced upon that dayT 
i When, as bards inform us, 

' Prometheus stole away 

The living fires that warm us, 
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The oarelesfl 

Te Glorys fount aapiring, 

Took uor urn nor cup 
' To hide the pilfer’d, fire in.— 
But oh, his joy 1 when, round 
The halls of heaven spying^ 
Among the stars he found 
A bowl of Bacchus lying. 

Some drops were in that bowl, 
Eemains of last night’s pleasure, 


With which the Sparks of Soul 
Ito’d thieir burning treasure, 

Hence the uebl^’s shower 
Bath cm(m ea^eHs to win us ; 
Bence its mkhty power 
O’er thi^ within us. 

Fill the bumper fair ! 

Every droj) we pinkie 
O’er the brow of Oar© 

Smooths away a wrinkle. 


DEAR HARP OF MY CO0NTRY. 

DBAR’Hari) of my Country ! in darkness I found thee, 
The cold chain of silence had hung o'er thee long,^ 
When proudly, my own Island Harp, I unbound wiee, 
And gave all thy diords to light, freedom, and song ! 
The warn lay of lov© and the light note of gladness 
Have waken’d thy fondest, thy liveliest thrill ; 

But so oft hast thou echoed the deep sijgh of sadness, 
That even in thy mirth it will steal from thee still. 

Dear Harp of my Country ! farewell to thy numbers, 
This sweet wreath of song is the last we shall twine. 
Go, sleep with the sunshine of Fame on thy slumbers, 
Till touch'd by some hand less unworthy than mine ; 
if the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lovpr 
Have throbli’d at our lay, 'tis thy glory alone ; 
it was but as the wind, passing hc^lessly over, 

And all the wild sweetness I waked was thy own. 


MY GENTLE HARP. 


My gentle Harji ! once more I waken 
The sweetness of thy slumbering strain ; 

In tears our last farewell was taken, 

And now in tears we meet again. 

No liglit of joy hath o’er thee broken, 

But — like those haips whose heavenly skill 
Of slavery, dark as thine, hath spoken— 
Thou liang’st upon the vdllows still. 


* In that rcbeltlouR but beautiful sontr* * When 
Erin first rose,' there is, if I recollect right, the 
following line 

'Thp dark chain of silence was thrown o'ortlie 
deep.' 

The Cliain of Silence was a sort of practical 
figure of rhetoric among the ancient Irish. 


Walker tells us of a ' celebrated contention fbr 
I precedence between Finn and Gaul, near Fina’g 
j palace at Almhaim, where the attendii^ bards, 
! anxious, if possible, to produce a cessation of 
hostilities, shook the Chain of Silence, and flung 
theraselves among the ranks.'-HSee also the (Me 
to Gaul, the eon of Blorni, in Miss Brooke's fiC* 
liques of Irish Poetry. 
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Afi4 yet, since l&st thy ohoid i^esaimded. 

An hour cl peace and triumph came, 

And many an ardent bosom bounded 
With hopes^-that now ate turned to shames 
Yet even then, while Peace was mnging 
Her halcyon song o*er land and aea, 

Though jby and hope to others bringing, 

She omy brought new tears to thee. 

Then who cad ask for notes of pleasure, 

My drooping harp ! from chords like thine ? 
Alas, the lark^ gay morning measure 
As ill would suit the swan’s decline ! 

Or how shall I, who love, who bless thee, 
Invoke thy breath for freedom’s strains, 
When even the wreaths in which I dresa thee 
Are sadly mixed— half dowers, half chains 1 

But come— if yet thy frame can borrow 
One br^th of joy-H)h, breathe for me, 

And show the world, in chains and sorrow, 
How sweet thy music still can bo ; 

How gaily, even *mid gloom surrounding, 
Thou yet canst wake at pleasure’s tlmll- ■ 
like Memiion’s broken im^e, sounding, 

’Mid desolation, tuneful still ! 


AS SLOW OUR SHIP. 


^ slow our ship her foamy track 
Against the wind was cleaving, 

Her trembling pennant still looked 
back 

To that dear isle ’twas loa\'ing. 

^ loth we part from all we love, 

From all the links that bind us ; 

So turn our hearts, where’er we rove, ; 
To those we’ve left behind us ! 

When round the bowl of vanished years 
We talk, with joyous seeming,— 
With smiles, that might as well be 
tears, 

So faint, so sad their beaming i 
While memory brings us l>ack again 
Each early tie that twined us, 

Oh, sweet’s the cup that circles theu 
To those weVe left behind us ! 


And when, in other climes, we meet 
Some isle or vale enchanting, 

Where all looks flowery, wild, and 
sweet, 

And nought but love is wanting , 

We think how great had been our bliss 
If Heaven hitd but assigned us 
! To live and die in scenes like this, 
With some we’ve left behind us ! 

As travellers oft look back, at eve, 
When eastward darkly going, 

To gaze upon tliat light they leave 
Still faint behind them glowing,— 
So, w'hen the close of pleasure’s day 
To gloom hath near consigned us, 

We turn to catch one fading ray 
Of joy that’s left behind us. r 
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IK THE MOENIKO Of 10®* 

Ik tlie monmg of Hf e, when its cared are niiltiiowii) 

Ajkd its vleaeiares in all their new begin, 

When w© five in a bnght-beamingf worM of onr own, 

And the light that aurrounde as from within; 

Oh, it m not, believe me,, in that happy time 
We can luve aa in hours of less ti^port we may: — 

Of our smiles, of our hopes, ’tis the gay eunny prime, 

But affection is warmest when these fade away. 

When we see the first glory of youth pass us by, 

Like a leaf on the stream that will never return ; 

When our cup, which had Bmrkled with pleasure so high; 
First tastes of the other, the dark flowing urn; 

Then, then is the moment affection can sway 
With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew ; 

Love nursed among pleasures is faitlitless as they, 

But the Love born of sorrow, like sorrow, is true 1 

,4 

In climes full of sunshine, though splendid their dyes, 

Yet faint is the odour the flowers shed about; 

’Tis the clouds and the mists of our own weeping skies 
That call the full spirit of fragrancy out. 

So the wild gdow of jmsBion may kindle from mirth, 

But ’tis only in grief true affection appears 

And even though to smiles it may first owe its birth, 

All the soul of its sweetness is drawn o^tt by tears. 


WHEN VOW IN THE EAKTIL 

When cold in the earth Los the friend thou hast loved* 
Be his faults and his follies forgot by thee then ; 

Or if from their sluinber the veiloe removed, 

Weep o’er them in silence, and close it again, 

And, cih I if ’tis pain to remember how fat 
From the pathw^ays of light he was tempted to roam, 
Be it bliss to remember that thou wert the star 
That arose on his darkness and guided him home. 

From thee and thy innocent beauty first came 
The revealiugs that taught him true Love to adore, 
To feel the bright presence, and turn him with sham© 
Prom the idols he blindly had knelt tc before. 

O’er the waves of a life, long benighted and wiki, 

Thou earnest, like a soft golden calm o’er the sea ; 
And if happiness purely and glowingly smiled 
On his evening noriijon. the light was from thee. 
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And though ftometiiuefi the shade of past folly would rise, 
And though SPhlsehood again would allure mm to Btiiiy» 
He but turned to the glory that dwelt in those eyes, 

And the folly, the falsehood, soon vanished awa^. 

As the Priests of the Bun, when their altar grew dim, 

At the day-beam alone could its lustre re|)air, 

So, if virtue af^momont grew languid in him, 

He but flew to that smile, and rekindled it there* 


REMEMBER THEE! 

Rbmbmbkr thee I yes, while there^s life in this heart, 

It shall never forget thee, all lorn as thou art ; 

More dear in thy sorrow, thy gloom, and thy showers, 

Than the rest of the world m their sunniest hours. 

Wert thou all that I wish thee,— great, gloiious, and free— 
First flower of the earth, and first gem of the sea, — 

I might hail thee with prouder, with happier brow, 

But, oh ! could I love thee more deeply than now ? 

No, thy chains as they rankle, thy blood as it runs, 

But make thee more painfully dear to thy sons— 

Whose hearts, like the young of the desert-bird’s nest, 
Drink love in each life-drop that flows from thy breast ! 


WREATHE THE BUWL. 


Wreiathe the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest wit can find us ; 
W^ll take a flight 
Towards heaven to-rngjit, 

And leave dull earth behind us 1 
Should Love amid 
The wreaths be hid 
That Joy, the enchauter, brings us, 
No danger fear 
While wine is near, 

We’ll drown him if he stings us. 
Then wreathe the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest wit can find us ; 
We^U take a flight 
Towards heaven to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind us. 


’Twas nectar fed r 
Of old, ’tis said, 

Their Junos, Joves, Apollos ; 

And man may brew 
His nectar too, 

i The rich receipt’s as follows : 

Take wine like this, 

Let looks of bliss 
Around it well be blended ; 

Then bring wit’s beam 
To warm the stream, 

And there’s your nectar, splendid 1 
So, wreathe the bowl 
With flowers of soul 
The brightest wit can find us ; 

] We’ll take a flight t 

I Towards heaven to-night, 

i And leave dull earth behind us ! 
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why did Time 
Hie ^sB eublime 
Fill ^ ifnth eaxids unsigKtdy^ 
When wine, he kneWt 


EuiiB brisker throng^/ 

And sparkles far more brightly ? 
On, lend it ns, 

And, smiling thne, 

The glass in two we’ll sever, 


tm gUde 
Indonole tide. 

And hll botk ends lor ever ! 
Then wreathe the bowl 
With dowers of soul, 

The brightest srit can had ns ; 
Wtfll^nke a flight 
Ibwaids heaven to*night, 
And leave dull earth behind us. 


Make. 


WHENE’ER I SEE THOSE SMILING EYES. 

Whbnb’er I see those smiling eyes, 

*A11 filled with hope, and joy, and light, 

As if no doud could ever rise 
To dim a heaven so purely bright— 

I sigh to think how soon that brow 
In grief may lose its every rjy, 

And that light heart so joyous uow, 

Almost forget it once was gay. 

For Time will come with all his blights. 

The ruined hope-s-tbe friend unkind— 

Tlie love that leaves, where’er it lights, 

. A chilled or burning heart behind ! 

While youth, that now like snow appears. 

Ere sullied by the darkening rain, 

When once 'tis touched by sorrow’s team, 

Will never sliine so bright again. 


IF THOU’LT BE MINE. 

If thou’lt be mine, tbc treasures of air, 

Of earth and sea, sliall lie at thy feet ; 
Whatever in Fancy’s eye looks fair, 

Or in Hope’s sweet music is most sweet, 

Shall be ours, if thou wilt be miiie, love 1 

Bright flowers shall bloom wherever we rove, 

A voice divine shall talk in each stream, 

The stars shall look like worlds of love, 

And this earth be all one beantiful dream 
In our eyes, if thou wilt l)e mine, love ! 

And thoughts, whose source is hidden and high, 
Like streams that come from heavenward hills, 



m - imBM mioDMs, 

Sl^ keep otur heartS'^-like meade, that lie 
To be bibbed by tboeo eteml riUe^ 

Ever green, if tbou wilt be zmne, love I * 

All tiiie apd more ibe spirit of Love 
Can breathe o*^ them who feel hie spells ; 
That heavpn, which fonus his home above, 

He can make on earth, wherever he dwells. 
And he wUl—it thou wilt be mine) love t 


TO LADIES’ EYES. 

To ladies’ eyes a round, boy, 

We can’t refuse, we can’t refuse ; 

Though bright eyes so abound, boy, 

’Tie hard to choose, ’tis hard' to choose. 

For thick as stars that lighten 
Yon airy bowers, yon airy bowers, 

The countless eyes that brighten 
This earth of ours, this earth of ours. 

But liU the cup— vrliere’er, lK>y, 

Our choice may tall, our choice may fall, 
We’re sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all 1 so drink them all ! 

Some looks there are so holy, 

They seem but given, they seem bat given, 
As sjdendid beacons solely, 

To light to heaven, to fight to heaven. 

While some— oh! ne’er believe them — 

With tempting ray, with tempting my, 
Would lead us (Uod forgive them !) 

The other way, the other way. 

But fill the cup— where'er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our chf>ice may fall, 
We’re sure to find Love Cieve, boy, 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 

In some, as in a mirror, 

Love seems portrayed, Love seems portrayed 5 
But shun the llattering error, 

’Tis but his shade, *tis but his shade. 

Himself has fixed his dwelling 
In eyes we know, in eyes we know, 

And hpSH-but this is telling, 

So here they go ! so here^they go I 
Fill up, fill np— where’er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
Were sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all ! so drink them all t 
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fomm mfTEE fiim ):; ; 

Foboet i^ot thQ Held where they periehed^ 

The truest, tJie last of the brave, 

All gone— and the bright hope Ihey ohcrished 
Gone with them, and quenched In ^eir jgmva. 

Oh ! could we from death but recover 
Those hearts, as they bounded before, 

In the face of high Heaven to fight over 
That combat for freedom once more ; — 

Could the chain for an instant be riven 
•Wliich Tyranny flung round us then, 

Oh ] ’tis not in Man nor in Heaven 
To let TjTanny bind it again I 


But ’tis i)aat— and though blazoned in story 
The name of our Victor may be, 
Accursed is the marcli of that glory 
Which treads o’er tlie hearts of the free. 

Far dearer ,tho grave or the prisou, 

Illamed by one patriot name, 

, Than tlm trophies of all who have risen 
On liberty's ruins to fame ! 


THEY MAY KAIL AT THT8 LIFE. 

They may rail at this life — ^from the hour I began it. 

I’ve found it a life full of kiudness and bliss ; 

And until they can Miow me some happier planet, 

More social and bright, I’ll content me with this. 

As long as the world has such eloquent eyes, 

As before mo this moment enraptured I see, 

They may say what they will of tneir orbs in the skies, 
But this earth is the planet for you, love, aud me. 

In Merciuy’s star, where each minute can bring them 
New sunshine and wit from the fountain on h^h, 
Though the nymphs may have livelier poets to sing them^ 
They’ve none, even there, more enamoured tlian I. 

And as long as this ha^ can be wakened to love, 

And that eye its divine inspiration shall bo, 

They may talk as they will of their Edens above, 

But this earth is the idanet for you, lovoi and me. 
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In that «tar of th© waat, hy Whose ahMowy aplendont 
At twilight so often weVe roamed tlirough the deW, 
Thei*e are maidens, perhaps, who have bosoms as tender, 
And look, in th^ twilights, as lovely as you. 

But though they were even more bright than the queen 
Of that isle they inhabit in heaveiTs blue sea, 

As I never thosa fair young celestials have seen, 

Why,— this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 


As for those chilly orbs on the verge of creation, 

Where sunshine and smiles must be equally rare, 

Did they want a supply of cold hearts for that station, 
Heaven knows we have plenty on earth we coulil spare. 
Oh ! tliink what a world wo should have of it here, 

If the haters of peace, of aifcction, and glee, 

Were to fly up to Saturn’s comfortless sphere, ‘ 

And leave earth to such spirita as you, love, and me. 


OH FOB THE 8W0RDS OF FORxMER TIME ! 


Oh for the swords of former time ! 

Oh for the men who bore them, 
When, armed for Right, they stood 
sublime, 

And tyrants crouched before them ! 
When pur© yet, ere courts began 
With honours to enslave him, 

Tlie best honours worn by Man 
Were those which Virtue gave him 
Oh for the swords of former time ! 

Oh for the men who bore them, 
Wlien, armed for Right, they stood 
sublime. 

And tyrants crouched before them! 


j Oh for the kings who flourished then ! 

Oh for tlie pomn that crowned them, 

I When hearts ana hands of freeborn 
I men 

j Were all the ramparts round thorn ! 
When, safe built on Imsoms tnie, 

The throne was but the centre 
Round which Love a circle di'ew, 

Tiutt Treason durst not enter. 

Oh for the kings who flourished then ! 

Oh for the pomp that clowned them, 
When hearts and hands i)f freeborn 
men 

Were all the ramparts round them ! 


NE’ER ASK THE HOUR. 


NE’ifiBaBk the hour^what is it to us 
How Time deals out his treasures ? 
The golden moments lent us thus 
Are not JiU coin, but Pleasure’s. 

If counting them over could add to 
their blisses, 

I’d number each glorious secondj | 


But moments of joy are, like Lesbia’s 
kisses, 

Too quick and sweet to be reckoned, 
'rhen fill the oup — what is it to us 
How Time his circle measureh ? 
The fairy hours we call up thus 
Obey ho nand but Pleasure’s i 





Young Joy ne’w thouglit of count- 
ing liousi*, 

Till Care, one Bummer’a m^ng, 
Set up among hie amiling lowers 
A dial, bv way of warning. 

But Joy loved better to gasse cm the fiun, 
Ab long aa ita light was glowing, | 


Than to waloh with old Care how the 
shadow on, . 

Md how fast that light was going 
So fill t^e on|)V-what is it to us 
Mow l^e his orrole measures t 
The fairy hours we call up thus 
Obej^ao wand but Heasnre’s* 


SAIL ON, SAIL ON. 

Sm on, sai\ on, thou fearless hark— 

Wherever blows the welcome wind, 

It cannot load to scenes more dark, 

More sad, than tiiose We leave behind. 

Bach wave that passes seems to say, 

‘ Tliongh death beneath our smile may be, 

Less cold we are, less false than they 
Whose smiling wrecked thy hojixw and thee.’ 

Sail on, sail on — through endless space— 

Through calm— through tempest-^stop no more ; 

The stormiest sea’s a resting-place 
To him who leaves such hearts on shore. 

Or — ^if some desert iand wc meet, 

Where never yet false-hearte<i men 
, Profaned a world that else were sweet— 

Then rest thee, bark, but not till then. 


THE PARALLEL. 

, Yiw, sad one of Sion, if closely resemblmg, 

In shame and in sorrow, thy withered-up heart — 

If drinking, deep, deep, of the same ‘cup of trembling’ 
Could make us thy children, our {larcnt thou art. 

Like thee doth ou^ nation he conquered and broken, 
And fallen from her bead i.s tlie once royal crowm ; 

In her streets, in her halls. Desolation hath spoken, 
And ‘while it is day yet, her sun hath gone down.’ 

like thine doth her exile, ’mid dreams of returning, 

Die far from the home it were life to behold ; 

Like tWue do her sons, in the day of their mourning. 
Remember the bright things that blcss’d them of old t 


’ These versee wei-e written after the peruB»l af a fcreaibe by Mr. Hamiltcn, profeesinf? to prow 
that the Irish were oriifiually Jews, 





Ah, well nmy we eall her, like thee, ‘the forwhen,* 

W boldefffc are venguhihed, her proudest are slaves ; 

And tile harps of her minstrels, when gayest they waken, 
Have breathings as sad as the Wind over gram 1 

Yet hadst thou thy vengeance^^Vet came thei*e the morroWi 
That shines at last on the Wgest dark night, 

When the sceplro that smote thee with slavery and sorrow 
Was shivered at once, like a reed, in thy sight . 

When that cup, which for others the proud Oolden City 
Had brimmed full of bitterness, drenched her orni Ups, 

And the world she had trampled on heard, without pity, 
The howl in her halls and the cry from her ships. 

When the airse Heaven keeps for the haughty came over 
Her merchants rapacious, ner rulers unjust, . 

And— a ruin, at last, for the earth-worm to cover— 

The Lady of Kingdoms lay low in the dust. 


BRIKK OF THIS CUP. 

Drink of this cup— you’ll find tiiere’s a spell in 
Its every drop^gainst the ills of mortality— 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 

Would you forget the dark world we are in, 

Only taste of the babble that gleams on the top of it ; 

But would you rise alwve earth, till akin 
To immortals themselves, you must drain every drop of it. 
Send round the cup — ^for oh ! there’s a 8|^>ell in 
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of morhuity — 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a hetion, but this is reality. 

Never was philtre formed with such powfjr 
To charm and bewilder as this we are (maffiug ? 

Its magic began, when, in Autumn’s rich hour, 

As a harvest of gold in the fields it stood laughing. 

There having by Nature’s enchantment been filled 
With the balm and the bloom of her kindliest weather, 
This wonderful juice from if^ core was distilled, 

To enliven such hearts as are here brought together I 
Then drink of the cup— you’ll find there’s a spefi in 
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality— 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 

And though, perhaps— but breathe it to no one— 

Like cauldrons the witch brews at midnight so awful, 

In jBCcrct this philtre was first taught to flow on, 

Yet— ’tisn’t less potent for being unlawful. 
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WiuKC though it may taste of the smoke of that 
* Whidx ia aileaoe extracted its virtue forbidden ? 

Fill up-'there'i a fire in some hearts 1 cmdd hame, 

Wmdi may work to its charm, though now lawless imd hidden. 
So drink of the oujp^for ch j there’s a in 
Its every drop Against the ilis of mortwity— 

Talk of the cordial that ^rkled for }i^en, 

Her cap was a detion, but this is mality. 


THE FORTUNE-TELEEB. 

Down in the valley come meet me to-night, 
And I’ll tell you your fortune truly 

^ ever ’twas told, by the new moon’s light, 
To young maidens shining as newly. 

But, for the world, let no one be nigh. 

Lest haply the stars should deceive me ; 

These secrete between you and me and the cky 
Should never go farflier, believe me. 

If at that hour the heavens l>e not dim, 

My science shall call up before you 

A mme apparitiou— the image of aim 
Whose destiny ’tis to adore yon. 

Then to the phantom be thou but kind, 

And round you so fondly he’ll hover ; 

you’ll hardly, my dear, any diiference find 
’Twixt him and a true Imng lover. 

Down at your feet, in the pale moonlight, 

He’ll kneel with a warmth of emotion— 

An aidonr, of wliich such an innocent sprite 
You’d scarcely believe had a notion. 

What other thoughts and events may arise, 

As in Destiny’s book I’ve not seen them, 

Must only be left to the stars and your eyes 
To settle ere morning between them. 


OH, TB DEADi 

Oh, ye dead ! oh, ye dead I whom we know by the light you give 
• From your cold gleaming eyes, though you move like men who live, 
^y leave you thus your graves. 

In for-off fields and waves. 
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Where the irorm and the sea-bird only ,kn^ your bed, 
to haunt this spot, where aU 
Those eyes that wept your M, 

And the hearts that bewailed you, like your own, lie dead i 

It is true— it is true— we are shadows cold and Wan ; 

Tt is ti^ue— it is true— the friends we loved are gone. 

^ But, ohi thus even in death, 

Bo sweet is stiU the breath 

Of tiie tiekls and the flowers in our youth we wandered o^ei 
That, ere condemnou we go 
To freeze 'mid Hecls’s^ snow, 

We would taste it awhile, and di^eam we live once more ! 


O’l^ONOfJHUE’S MISTimSS.* 

Ok all the fair moutlis, that round the sun 
In light-linked dance their circles run, 

Sweet May, sweet May, shine thoU for mo ! 
For ^Ul, when thy earliest l>eams arise, 

That youth who beneath the blue lake lies, 
Sweet May, sweet May, returns to me. 

Of all the smooth lakes, where daylight leaves 
His lingering smile on golden eves, 

Fair lake, fair lake, uiou'rt dear to me ; 

For when the last April sun grows dim, 

Thy Naiads prepare his steed for him 
Wio dwells, who dwells, bright lake, in thee. 

Of all tlie proud steeds, that e\Tr Iwro 
Young plumed chiefs on sea or shore, 

White steed, white steed, most joy to tliee, 
Who still, with the first young glance of spring, 
From under that glorious lake dost bring, 

Proud steed, proud steed, my love to me. 

While white as the sail some bark unfurls, 

Wlien newly launched, tby long luane^ curls, 
Fair steed, fair steed, as white and free ; 


1 Paul Zcland tncutlona that there is a nfoUii- 
tain in some part of Ireland where the ghoste of 
persona who have died in furei^ land» walk 
about and converse with they meet, like 
living people. If asked why they do not return 
to theif homes, they say the^ are obliged to go to 
kSount Hecta, and disappear immediately. 

» The particulars of the trachtion respecting 
0*t)onognue and his white horse may be found 
in Jfn Weld'* dceonni <if KiUeanney^ or more 
fully detailed in Derrtefc’e Letter*. For many 
years after his death, the spirit of this hero is 
supposed to have been seen on the morning of 
May-day gliding over the lake on his favourite 


white horse, to the sound of sweet, unearthly 
music, and preceded by groups of youths and 
maidens, who flung wreaths of delicate spring 
dowers in his path. 

Among other stories connected with this 
Legend of the Lakes, it is said that there was a 
young and beautilhl girl, whose imagination was 
so impressed with the idea of this visionary 
ehieftton, that she fancied herself in love with 
him, and at last, Ip a dt of insanity, on a May- 
morning threw herself into the lake. 

5 Tiie boatmen of Killamcy call thoao waves 
which come on a windy day, crested with foam, 
'O'Donoghus’e white horses,* 
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. And apiritB, fr<«n aJI the laic’s d^ 

Glide p’er i^e blue wave scattering Jewera^ 
Fair steed, around my love and thee i 

Of all the sweet deatha that maidens die, 
Whose lovers beneath the cold waye lie, „ 
Most sweet, moat sweet, tliat death will be, 
Which under the next May-evening’s light, 
When thou and tly steed am lost to sight, 
Dear love, dear love, I'll die fdr thee. 


ECHO. 

How sweet the answer Echo makes 
To Tnusio at night, 

When, rousod by lute or horn, she wakes, 

Aid far away, (yer lawns and lakes, ^ 

Goes answering light. 

Yet Love hath echoes truer far, 

And far more sweet 

Than e’er, beneath the mcKinlight’s star, 

Of horn, or lute, or soft guitar, 

The songs repent 

'Tis wheu the sigh in youth sincere, 

And only then,— 

The sigh, that’s b^eat]><^d for one to hear, 

Is by that one, that only dear, 

Breuthed back again ! 


OH ! BANQUET KOT. 

Oh ! banquet not in those shining bowers 
Where youth resorts, but come to me ; 

For mine’s a garden of failed flowers, 

More fit for sorrow, for ago, and thee. 

And there wc shall liave our feast of tears 
And many a cup in silence pour— 

Our guests, the shades of former years — 

Our toasts, to lips that bloom no more. 

There, while the myrtle’s withering boughs 
Their lifeless leaves around us shed, 

We’ll brim tlie bowl to broken vows, 

To friends long lost, the changed, the dead. 
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Or, as some bliglated laurel waiwt 
Its brauebfis o'er the dreary sfpot, 

We'll driuk to those fiegleoted mm 
Whei^ valour sleeps, uimanm^ lozgot t 


THm THEE, ONLY THEE. 

The daw]ii% of mom, the daydight'e siiiking, 
The Hint's long hours still find me thiukiug 
Of thee, thee, only thee. 

When friends are met, and goblets crowimd, 
And smiles are near that once enchanted, 
Unreaehed by all that sunshine rounds 
My soul, like some dark spot, is haunted 
By thee, thee, only thee 

Whatever in fame’s high path could waken 
My spirit, once, is now forsaken 
For thee, thee, only thee. 

Like shores, by which some headlong bark 
To the occaa hurries— resting never— 

Life’s scenes go by me, bright or dark, 

I know not, heed not, hastening ever 
To thee, thee, only thee. 

1 have not a joy but of thy bringing, 

And pain itself seems sweet, when springing 
From thee, thee, only thee. 

Like sj^Us that nought on earih can break, 

Till lips that know the charm have spoken, 
This heart, howe’er the world may wake 
Its grief, its scorn, can but be broken 
By thee, thee, only thee. 


SHALL THE HARP THEN BE SILENT? 

Shall the harp then be silent when he, who first gave 
To our country a name, is withdrawn from all eyes ? 

Shall a minstrel of Erin Stand mute by the grave, 

Where the first, where the last of her patriots lies 

No— faint though the death-song may fall from his lins, 

Though his harp, like his soul, may with shadows ^ crossed, 
Yet, yet shall it sound, ’mid a nation’s ecli{>8e, 

And proclaim to the world what a star hath been lost ?* 


I Ths celebrated Irish orator and patriot, Orattan. 

2 It ia only these two first verses that are either fitted or intended to be sunf. 
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Wbaii ^ tuuoii o£ all the a^o^ioiid smd powars» 

By wMeh Ufa is exalte^ embeHisked, refinH 
Was embraced in spbit, whose centre ^ 

While its mighty cbcamferenoe cirded^ i^ i 

Oh, who that loves Erin, or who that can see, 

Through the waste of her annals, that^poch sublime-* 

Like a pyramid rais(5d in the desert— -where he 
And his glory stand out to the eyes of all time I — 

That ewe lucid interval snatched from the gloom 
And the madness of ages, when, BJlecl with his soul, 

A nation o’erleaped the dark bounds of her doom, 

And, for one sacred instant, touched liberty's goal I 

Who, that ever hath heard him— hath drank at the source 
Of thah wonderful eloquence, all Brings own, 

In whose high-thoughted daring, the fire, and the force, 

And the yet untamed spring of her spirit, are shown ;■ 

An eloquence, rich — wheresoever its wave 
Waudered free and triumphant— with tlioughts that shon^ through 
As clear as the bro<>k*s ‘ stone of lustre,’ and gave, 

With the flash of the gem, its solidity too ; — 

Who, that ever approached him, when, free from the crowd, 

In a home full of love, Jie delighted to tread 
'Mong the trees which a nation had giv’n, and which bowed. 

As if ^ each brought a new civic crown for his head, — 

That home, where— like him who, as fable hstii told, 

Put the rays from his brow, that his child might come neai 
Every glory forgot, the most wise of the old 
Became all that the siniploat and youngest hold dear 

Is there one who has thus, through his orbit of life, 
iBut at distance observed him, through glory, through blame, 

In the calm of retreat, in the grandeur of strife, 

Whether shining or clouded, still high and the same f 

Such a union of all that enriches life’s hour, 

Of the sweetness we love and the greatness we praise, 

As that type of simplicity blended with power, 

A child with a thunderbolt, only portraj^.— 

Oh no— not a heart that e’er knew him but mourns. 

Deep, deep, o^er the grave where sucli glory is shrined— 

O'er a monument Fame will preserve ’mong the urns 
Of the wisest, the bravest, the best of mankind t 
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OH, TH£ SIGHT ENTRATOM. 


Oh, the Bight entrancing, 

When tnoming’s beam is glanotng 
O’er files arrayed 
With helm and blade. 

And plumes in the gay winci dancing ! 
Wlien hearts are' all high beating, 

And the trumpet’s voice repeating 
That song whose breath 
May lead to death, 

But never to retreating ! 

Oh, the sight entrancing, 

When morning’s beam is glancing 
O’er files arrayed 
With helm and blade, 

And plumes in the gay wind dancing ! 

Yet 'tis not helm or feather- 
Por ask yon despot whether 


His plumdd hands 
Ooufd bring such bauds 
And hearts as ours together. 

Leave wmps to those T^ho need ’em— 
Adorn but Man with Freedom, 

And proud he braves 
The gti.adiest slaves 
That crawl where monarchs lead ’em. 
The sword may pierce the beaver, 
Stone walls in time may sever ; 

’Tis heart alone, 

Worth steel and stone, 

That ke.eps men free for ever ! 

Oh, that sight entrahcing, 

When morning’s beain is glancing 
0‘er files arrayed 
With helm and blade, 

And in freedom’s cause advancing ! 


SWEET IKNISPALLEN. 


Sweet lunisfallen, fare thee w^ell, 

May calm and sunshine long be thine ! 

How fair tliou art let others tell, 

While but to feel how fair is mine ! 

Sweet lunisfallen, fare thee well, 

And long may light around thee 
smile, 

As soft as on that evening fell 
When first I saw thy fairy isle ! 

Thou w'ert too lovely then for one 
Who had to turn to paths of care — 

Who had through vulgar crowds to run, 
And leave Siee bright and silent 
there : 

2fo more along tby shores to come, 

But on the world’s dim ocean tost, 

Dream of thee sometimes as a home 
Of sunshine he had seen and lost ! 

Far better in thy weeping hours 
To part from thoc as I do now, 

When mist is o’er thy blooming bowers, 
like Sorrow’s veil on Beauty’s brow. 


■ For though unrivalled still thy grace, 
Thou dos* not look, as then, too 
bleat, 

But in thy shadows seem’st a placte 
Whore weary man might hope to 
rest— 

Might hope to rest, and find in thee 
A gloom like Eden's, on the day 

He left its shade, when every tree, 
Like thine, hung weeping o'er his 
way I 

Weeping or smiling, lovely isle ! 

And still the lovelier for thy tears— 

Eor though but rare tby sunny smile 
’Tis heaven’s own glance when it 
appears. 

Like feeling hearts, whose joys are 
few. 

But, when indttd they come, divine— 

The steadiest light the sun e’er threw 
Is lifeless to one gleam of thine ? 
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• ^rwm OF THOHE DUUMB. 

’Twas pne of those dreams that by music are brought* 
Like a light jstimmer haze, o’er the poet thought, 
Wlien, lost in the future, his soul waud^ oh,’ 

Aud all of this life but its sweetness is gone 

The wdd notes he heard o’er the water were those 
To whiph he liad sung Erin’s bondage and woes, 
the breath of the bugle now wafted them o’er 
From Denis' green isle to Glenh’s wooded shore 

He listened— while higli o’er the eagle’s rude nest 
The lingering sounds on their way loved to rest ; 

And the echoes sung back from their full mountain quire, 
As if loth to let song so enchanting expire. 

It seemed os if every sweet note that died here 
Was again brought to life in some airier sphere, 

Some heaven in those hills ■where the soul of the strain, 
That had ceased upon earth, was awaking again * 

Oh torgive, if, w^hile listening to music whose breath 
iSeemed to circle his name with a chatm against death, 

He should feel a proud spirit within him proclaim— 

* Even so shalt thou live in the echoes of Fame : 

‘ Even so, though thy memory should now die away, 
’'tVill be caught up again in some happier J:\y, 

And the hearts and tlio voices of Erin prolong, 

Through the ausvvering future, thy name and thy song !’ 


FAIKEST ! PUT ON AWHILE. 


Fairest! put on awhile 
These pinions of liglit I bring thee, 
And o’er tliy own green isle 
Tn fancy let me wing thee. 

Never did Ariel’s plume. 

At gohien sunset hover 
O’er such scenes of bloom 
As I shall waft thee over. 

Fields, where the Spring delays, 

And fearlessly meets the ardour 
Of the warm Summer’s gaze, 

With but her tears to guard her. 


Rocks, through myrtle boughs, 

Id grace majestic frowning— 

Like some warrior’s brows 
That JiOve hath just been crowning. 


Islets so freshly fair 
That never hatli birdcome nigh them, 
But, from his course through air* 

Hath been won doumward by them^— 
tes, s-wcet maid, of thee, 
rbosc look, whose blush inviting, 
Never did Love yet see 
From heaven, witliout alighiing. 


* In descriMng: the Skeligs (ieUnda of the barony of Forth) Dr. Keating says : ‘There is a 
certain sdractive virtne in the soil, which draws down all the birds tlmt attempt to fly over it, 
uiid obliges them to light upon the ruck.* 
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Lakes where the pearl lies hid,^ 

And caves where the diamond's 
sleepitig 

Bright as the gems that lid 
Of thine lets fall in weepirg. 

Glens, where Ocean comes, • 

To ’s(iape the wild wind^S rancour, j 
And harbours, worthiest homes i 
Where Freedom*s sails could anchor. I 


Then wMa asisnes .so grand, 

So beauth^ shine before thee, 

Prtde for thine own dear land 
Should ^ly:be stealing o*er thee, 
Oh, let grief come first, 

O’er pride itself Victorious— 

To think how man hath curst 
What Heaven had made so glorious i 


QUICK! WU HAV"E BUT A SECOND. 


Quick I we have but a second, 

Fill round the cup while you may ; 
For Time, the churl, hath beckoned, 
And we must away, away ! 

Grasp the pleasure that’s flying, 

For oh ! not Orpheus’ strain 
Could keep sweet hours from dying, 

Or charm them to life again. 

Then quick ! we have but a second, 
Fill round, fill round, while you 
may; 

For Time, the clmrl, hath beckoned, 
And we must away, away ! 


See the glass, howdt fiushes. 

Like some young Mebe’s lip, 

And half meets thine, and blushes 
I’hat thou shouldst delay to sip. 
Shame, oh shame unto thee, 

If ever tiiou secst the day 
When a cup or a lip shall woo thee, 
And tum untouched away ! 

Then quick ! we have but a second, 
Fill round, fill rouiul while you 
may ; 

ForTime, the churl, hath beckoned, 
And we must away, away I 


AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE THIS. 

And doth not a meeting like this make amends 
For all the long years I’ve been wandering away ? 
To see thus around me my youth’s early friends, 

As smiling and kind as in that happy day ! 

Though haply o’er some of your brows, as o’er mine, 
The snow-fall of Time may be stealing— what then ? 
like Alps in the sunset, thus lighted by wine, 

We’ll wear the gay tinge of youth’s roses again. 


What softened remembrances come o’er the heart, 

In gazing on those we’ve been lost to so long I 
The sorrows, the joys, of wbiesh once they wore part, 
StiU round them, like visions of yestetmy, throng. 


^ *Nenniu 0 , a BritiBh writer of the nifith eeu- 
turv, mentione the ahundanee of pearls in Ire- 
land. Their prinees, he aays, hong them behind 
Chair ears, and thiK we find eonhnnod by a 


present made, a.p. 1094, by Gilbert Bisliop of 
Limeriok to Ausehn Archbishop of Canterbury, 
of a considerable' ouantity of Irish pearls/"- 
O'Malkritn, 
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M wme hand hath invisibly 
When held to tho dame will steA ont on the eightt 

So many a feeMng, that long seemed e^Ssced 
The warmth of a meeting like this hdngs to light. 

And thus, as m Memoir's bark we shall ^ide 
To visit the scenes of onr boyhood tnew-^^ 

Though 6ft we may see, looking down on the tide, 

The wreck of fuU many a hope shining through^ 

Yet still, as in fancy we point to the flowers, 

That once made a garden of all the gay shore, 

Deceived for a moment, well think them still ours, 

And breathe the fresh air of Life's morning once more. 

So brief our existence, a glimpse, at the most, 

Is all we can have of the few we hold dear; 

And oft even joy is unheeded and lost, 

For want oi[ some heart, that could echo it near. 

Ah, well may we hope, when this short life is gone, 

To meet in some world of more i^rmanent bliss ; 

For a smile, or a gi'asp of the hand, hastening on, 

Is all we enjoy of each other in this. • 

But come-*the moi*© rare such delights to the heart, 

The more we should welcome, and bless them the more : 

They’re ours when we meet—they are lost when we part, 
lake birds that bring summer, and fly when ^tis o’er. 

Thus circling the cup, hand in hand, ere we drink. 

Let symjiathy pledge us, through pleasure, through pain, 

That fast as a feeling but touches one link, 

Her magic shall send it direct through the cliain. 


THE MOUNTAIN SPRITE. 

Ik yonder valley there dwelt, alone, 

A youtli, whose life all had calmly flown, 

Till spells came o'er him, and, day and night, 

He was haunted and watched by a Mountain Sprite. 

As he, by moonlight, went wandering o’er 
The golden sands of that islaud shore, 

A footprint sparkled before his sight, 

’Twas the fairy foot of the Mountain Sprite. 

Beside a fountain, one sonny day, 

As, looking down on the stream, he lay, 

Behind him stole two eyes of light, 

And he saw in the clear wave the Mountain Sprite. 

He turned— but lo, like a startled bird, 

The Spirit fled— and he only heard 
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Sweet music, such as marks the flight ^ • 

Of a jmirueying star, from the Mouhtftm Smte. 

Cue ti^bt, pursued by that dazsliug Ioc&, 

The yoiitli, bewildereo, his pencil took 
And, guided only by memory’s light, 

Brew the fairy mrm of the Mountain Sprite. 

Oh thou, who lorcat the shadow, ' cried 
A gentle voice, whispering by bis side, 

‘Now turn and see,’— here the youth’s delight 
Sealed the rosy lips of the Mountain Sprite. 

‘ Of all the Sihrits of land and sea, 

Exclaimed he then, * there is none like thee ; 
x^nd oft, oh oft, may thy shaiie alight • 

In this lonely arbour, sw’eet Mountain Sprite.’ 


AS VANQUISHED ERIN, 


A» vanquished Erin wept beside 
The A>yne‘8 ill-fated river, 

She saw where Discord, in the tide, 
Had dropped his locwled quiver. 

* Tie hid,’ she cried, ‘ ye veuumed 
darts, 

Where mortal eye may shun yon ; 
Lie hid— for oh I the stain of hearts 
That bled for me is on you,’ 

But vain her wish, her weeping vain — 
As Time too well hath taught her : 
Eacli year the fiend returns again, 

And dives into that water : 


And brings triumphant, from beneath 
His shafts of desolation, 

And sends them, winged with worse 
' than death, 

Throughout her maddening nation. 

Alas for her who sits ind mourns, 
i Even now beside that river — 
i I-nwearied still the fiend retuins, 
j And stored is still his quiver. 

I * When will this end ? ye Towel's of 
I Good V 

i She w’oeping asks for over ; 

I But only hears, from out tlfat flood, 

1 The demon answer, * I^ever !’ 


DESMOND’S SONG. 


By the Real’s wave beuighted, 
Not a star in the skies, 

To thy door by Love lighted, 

1 first saw those eyes. 


Some voice uhi^ered o’er me, 
As the threshold I crossed, 
There was ruin before me ; 

If I loved, 1 was lost. 


1 tbomas, the heir of the Desmond family, had I 
aecidantally been so engaKed in the chase, that j 
be waa blighted near Tralee, and obli^d to 
take shelter at the Abbey of Feal, in the house of j 
one of his depeaidants, called Mae Oortnac. €a- 
therino, abeaatifbl dan^hter of bis host, instantly ' 
ins^dred the Earl witli a violent passion, which I 
he eottld not subdue, lie married her, and by | 


this inferior alliance alienated his followers, 
whose brutal pride regarded this mdnlgenoe of 
his love as an unpardonable degradation of ids 
family. '—Leland. vol. ii. t 

* Tills air has Wn already so suecessfully sup- 
plied with words by Mr. Bay ty, that 1 should have 
left it untouched u we muld have spared so in- 
tercstiog a melody out of our collection. 
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Love came, and brongbt eorx'ow 
Too soon in hie tram ; 

Yet $0 sweet, that to-morrow 
’Twonld be welcome a^ain, 
Were misery's full measure 
Poured QUt to me now, 

I would drain it with pleasure, 
So the Hebe were thou. 


You who call it dishonour 
To bow to this flame, 

If you’ve eyes, look but on her, 
Amd blu& while you bhune. 


Hath the pearl less whiteness 
Becaiise of its Mrth t 
Hath the violet less brightness 
For growj^ uear earth ? 

No — Man, for his glory, 

To hiStory flies J 
While Woman’s bright story 
is told in her eyes. 

While the monar^ but traces 
Through mortals his lino. 
Beauty, bom of the Graces, 
Bairns next to divine ! 


THEY KNOW NOT MY HEART. 

They know not my heart, who believe there can be 
Ono stain of this earth in its feelings for thee ; 

Who think, while I thee in beauty’s young hour, • 
As pure as the morning’s first dew on the flower, 

I could harm what I love—as the sun’s wanton ray 
But smiles on the dewdrop to waste it away J 

% 

No— beaming with light as those young features are, 
There’s a light round thy heart which is lovelier far ; 

It is not that cheek'—’tis the soul dawning clear 
Through its iunoeent blusli makes thy beauty so dear— 
As the sky wo look up to, though glorious aud fair, 

Is lookeii up to the more, because heaven is there J 


I WISH I WAS BY THAT DIM LAKE. 

I wisu T was by that dim lake,* 

Wlieie sinful souls their farewells take 
Of this vain world, and half-way lie 
In Death’s cold shadow, ere they die. 
There, there, far from thee, 

Deceitful world, my home should be — 


^ These versee are meant to s!lude to that 
ancient haunt of euperstiticin called Patrick’s 
Purgatory " In the midst of these gloomy re- 
gioni of Bonnegall (says Dr, Campbell) lay a 
lake, which was to become the mystic theatre of 
thWfabled and intermediate Htate. In the lake 
ivere several islands; but one of them yrta digni- 
fied with that called the Mouth of Purgatory, 
which during the dark ages attracted the notice 


of all Christendom, and was the resort of peni- 
tents and pilgrims from almost every country ux 
Europe. 

' It was/ as the same writer tells us, * one of 
the most dismal and dreary spots in the Nmcth 
almost hiaccesilhlo, through deep glens and 
rugged mountains, frightnil v^h impending 
rocks, and the hollow murmont Of toe western 
winds in dark caverns, neopled only with mob 
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Wliere» oome wliat might of gibom liad pia . 
False hope should ne’er deceive again 1 

The lifeless sky, the mournful sound 
Of unseen waters, hdling round — 

The dry loaves quivering o’er my head, 
trike manj unqmet even when dead— 

These— ay— these should wean 
My soul from Life’s deluding scene, 

, And turn each tboU^t, each wish I have, 

Like willows, downward towards the grave. 

As they who to their couch at night 
Would welcome sleep, first quendi the light, 
8o must the hopes that keep this breast 
Awake, be quenched, ere it can rest. 

Cold, ci»ld, my heart must grow, 

Unchanged by either joy or woe, 

Like freezing founts, where all that’s tltowii 
Within their current turns to stone 


SHE SUNG OP LOVE. 

8hb sung of love— while o’er her Ijt* 

The rosy rays of evening fell, 

As if to feed with their soft fire 
The soul within that trembling shell. 

The same rich light hung o’er her cheek, 
And played around those lips that sung 

And spoke, as flowers would sing aud speak. 
If love could lend their leaves a tongue. 

But soon the west no longer burned, 

Each rosy ray from heaven withdrew ; 

And when to gaze again I tunied, 

The minstrm’s form seemed fading too. 

As if ker light and heaven’s were one, 

The gloiy all had left that frame ; 

And from her glimmering lips the tone, 

As from a partin" spirit, came. * 


Who ever loved, but had the thought 
That he aud all he loved must part ? 


tbnisstte behigs as thet mind, however cay, is 
from strange association wont to appropriate to 
sneh gloomy &(^tieH*Shwtur6S o» ike Sedeti- 
a$iictu <md Mintory qfltdani, 

‘ The thought here was sugsrested by- some 
beantiful lines in Mr. Rogers’s Poem ol Buman , 
Zrt/e, beginning, I 


* Now in the glimmering dying light she grows 
Less and less earthly.' 

I would quote the eni're {nssage, bat that I fesr 
to put my own hamble imitation of it out of 
connteoance. 
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pilled witK thi* fear, J dew and Wght 
Tliat fa<lin« image to my 
Aiid med, ‘ Dll Love ! is tMe thy doom I 
Oh light of youth’s resplendent day ! 
Must then lose yonr golden 
And thus like sunshine die away f 


SINO- SING^MOSIC WAS GI^TEN. 

SiNO— sing— Music was given 
To brighten^the gay, and kindle the loving ; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven, 

By harmony’s laws alone are kept moving. 
Beauty* may l)oaat of her eyes and her cheeks, 

But love from the lijjs his true archery wings ; 

And she who but feathers the dart when she speaks. 
At once sends it home to the h^art when she sings, 
Then sing — sing — ^Music was given 
To brighten ttie gay, and kindle the loving j 
Souls here, like planets in heaven, 

By harmony’s laws alone arc kept moving. 

When Love, rocked by his mother, 

Lay sleeping as calm as slumber could make him, 
^Hush, hush,’ Said Venus, ^no other 
Sweet voice but his own is worthy to wake him.’ 
Dreaming of music he slumbered the wlrilc, 

Till faint from his lips a soft melody broke, 

And V’^enus, enehantea, looked on with a smile, 
V'Tiile Love to his own siii'eet singing awoke ! 

Then sing— sing— jnusio was given 
To brighten the gay, and kindle the loriitg 5 
• Souls here, Eke planets in heaven 

By harmony’s laws alone are kept moving. 



COBRTJPTION, AND INTODEliANCE. 

. TWO POEMS: 

ADDBE8SED TO AN SNGUSHHAN BX AN IBISHMAN. 

1808. 


PREFACE. 

The practice which h^ been lately introduced into literature, of writiojc; very 
'ong notes uiKin very indifferent vcraes, ai>pears to me rather a happy invention ; 
a& it supplies us with a mode of turning dull poetry to account, and as horses 
too heavy for the saddle may yet servo wiill enough to draw lumber, so poems 
of this kind make excellent beasts of burden, and will hear notes, tlurngh they 
may not bear reading. Besides, the comments in such cases are so little undei 
the necessity of paying any servile deference to the text, that they may even 
adopt that Socratic dogma, ‘ Quod supra nos nihil ad nos.’ 

In the first of the two following Poems, 1 have ventured to speak of the 
Revolution of KWMl in language which has sometimes Ixien employed by Tory 
writers, and which is therefore neither very new nor popular. But however as 
Englishman might be reproached witli ingratitude, for depreciating the ineiits 
and results of a measure, which he is taught to regard as the source of his 
liberties— however ungrateful it might appear in Ahfennan B~rchto question 
for a moment the pnnty of that glorious era, to which ho is indebted for the 
seasoning of so many orations—yet an Irishman, who has none of these obli- 
gations to acknowledge; to whose country tlie Revolution brought nothing but 
injur)' and insult, and who recollects that the book of MolyueuX was burned, 
by order of William’s Whig Parliament, for daring to extend to unfortunate 
Ireland those principle.? on which the Revolution was professedly founded— an 
Irishman may oc allowed to criticise freely the measures of tliat period, without 
exposing himself either to the imputation of ingratitude, or to the suspicion of 
being influenced by any Popish remains of Jacobitism. No nation, it is true, 
was ever blessed with a more golden opporttinity of establishing and securing 
its liberties for ever than the conjuncture of Eighty-eight presented to the 
people of Great Britain, But the disgraceful reigns of Charles and James had 
weakened and degraded tlie national character. The bold notions of populat 
right, which had arisen out of the struggles between Charles the First and his 
Parliament, were gradually 8up)>lanted by those slavish doctrines for whirii 
Lord H— kesb— ry eulogizes the churchmen of that period ; and as the Befor* 
mation had happened too soon for the piu'ity of religion, so the Revolution came 
too late for the spirit of liberty. Its advantages accordingly wore for the most 
part specious and transitory, while the evils vriiich it entail^ are still f^It and* 
still increasing. By rendering unnecessary the frequent exercise of Prerogative, 
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*^that unwieldy power whjcli cannot move a stop witliont alarni,-" it dind* 
nished the only mterferonoo the Crown, which is singly and independently 
exposed before tho people, and whose abuses therefore , are,, dbvhms to their 
senses and capacities ; like the myrtle over a odbbrabed statne in Minerva’s 
temple at Athens, it skilfully veiled from the public eye the only obtrusive 
feature {)f royalty, At the same time, however, that the Bevolntion abridged 
this unpopular attribute, it amply compensa^d by*the substitution of a new 
t>ower, as much more i>otout hi ife efiect as it is more secrctan its operations. 
In the disposal of an immouse revenue and the extend ve pattona^ annexed to 
it, the first foundations of this power of the Grown were laid ; the innovation 
of a standing army at once increased and strengthened it, and the few slight 
barriers which the Act of Settlement opposed to its progress have all been 
grachully removed during the. Whiggish reigns that succeeded; till at length 
tliis spirit of influence has become the vital principle of the State,— an agency, 
subtle and unseen, which pcivades every part of the Constitution, lurks under 
all its forms, and regulates all its movements and, like the invisible sylph or 
grace wliich presides over the motions of beauty, 

lllam, qaicquid agifc. qnoquo vctaigia fldctlt, 

Con.pOTiit fUrlim »ttt>9equiiurqtna/ 

The caii<)e of Liberty and the llevolntion are so habitii^ly associated in the 
minds of Englishmen, that probably in objecting to the latter, I may be thought 
hostile or indifferent to the former ; but assiu-edly nothing could be more unjust 
than sucliA susiiicion, The very object, indeed, which my humble animad- 
versions would attain is, that in the crisis to which I think England is now 
hastening, and between which and loreign subjugation she may soon be com- 
pelled to choose, the errors and omissions of 1688 may be remedied; and, as it 
was then her fate Ao experience a Revolution without Reform, she may now 
seek a Reform without Revolution, 

In speaking of the parties which have so long agitated England, it will lie 
t>bserved that I lean as little to the Whigs as to their adversaries. Both 
factions have been equally cruel to Ireland, and perhaps equally insincere in 
their efforts for the liberties of England. There is one name, indeed, connected 
with Whigeism, of which I can never tlunk bui with veneration and tender- 
ness. As justly, however, might the light of the sun be claimed by any 
particular nation, as the sanction of that name be monopolized by any party 
w^hatever. Mr. Fox belonged to mankind, and they have lost in him their 
ablest friend. 

With respect to the few lines U|)0n Intolerance, which I have subjomed, they 
are but the imperfect beginning of a long series of Essays, with which I here , 
menace my readers, upon the same imjiortant subject. I s^ll look to no 
higher merit in the taSK than tliat of giving a new form to claims and remon- 
strances, which have often been much more eloqueutly urged, and which would 
tong ere now have produced tlieir effect, but that the minds of some of our 
statesmen, like the pupil of the luiman eye, contract themselves the more iks 
atronger light there is shed upon them. 


18 



COBBUPTION* 

kS BPXBTLKi. 

Nvi'^ fltJTtfv^oxnrBp w^pa/i €Jttr«ffpaT»H’avTtt* (UfTti^npirtti S« ttvH rf»m»v, ^ aMMi 
KAt vtvoo^Mv V *EAAa¥. Tam S* 4fin n j TtHf «A#e tt* yeA«i« »w 6 |to\«yi 9 ’ crvYyvwut 

IMC «Aeyyo»ew»t^* av TWt^T rw mniM,* wAAff iram» Wa ejc ,tov Aiapofioiesu' mtotou— 
Philipp, iii. 

Boast ob, my friend- thoBgli stripp’d of ail besida, 

Tby struflgUBg nation still retains ner pride 
xLat pride, which once i» genuine glory woke 
When Marlborough fought, and brilliant St. John spoke 
That pride which still, by time and shame unstmng, 

Outlives e’eu Wh—tel— -cke’s sword and H— wk --ab’ry’s tongue ! 
Boast on, iny friend, while in this huiubW isle* 

WHicre Honour mourns and Freedom feare to smile, 

Where the bright light of England’s fame is known 

But by the baleful fiiatlow she has thrown 

On all our fate*— where, doom’d to wrongs and slights, 

We hear you talk of Britain’s glorious rights, 

As wretched slaves, that under hatches he, 

Hear those on deck extol tlie sun and sky ! 

Boast on, while wandering through iny native haunts, 

1 coldly listen to thy patriot vaunts ; 

And feel, though close oiu* wedded countries twine, 

More sorrow for my own than prule from thine. 

Yet pause a moment— and if truths severe 
Can find an inlet to that courtly ear. 

Which loves no i»oUtic3 in rhyme but Pye’s, 

And hears no news but W— rd’s gnaettm lies, — 

If aught can please thee but the good old Saws 
Of ‘Church and State,’ and ‘William’s matchless laws,* 

And ‘ Acts and Rights <*f glorious Eighty -eight,’— 

Things, which though now a century\mt of date, 
iitill serve to ballast, with convenient words, 

A few crank arguments for speeching lords/ 

1 ‘ Angli Buossc spa omnia imp«ii$»e mirantur i * aifslra can look for. All the penal laws of that 
effiteras nat'wnes deBpeetuI hnbent/* — ifarc/ay j mipmllelod code of oppression, which wm 
(as quoted in one of Drydeo's prefacw) | made after the last event, were inanifewtly die 

* Enifland began very early to fool tho efTeots i eflecta of national hatred and eeorn towards a 
of eriwlty toward# Uor de])e»Uencvos. ‘^Tlioj eohi|uered people, whom the victors deUffhted 
severity of ha- government (say# Macpbcrsony i to trample ujwn, and were not at all afraid to 
coutrinutedmoro to deprive her of the continental 1 provokh.' 

dominion^ of the fantily of Plantagoncl than the i * It never sfoems to occur to tho«e orators and 
arm# of^VauceZ—See his iRsfory, vol. t ■ addresem who round olf do many scutenees 

* * By tho total reduction of the kingdom hf Ire* I and paragraphs with the Bill of Rights, the Act 
land ivt 1691 (says Burke), the rum of the native j of Settlement, kc„ that most of the provisions 
Irish, and in a great meastme too, of the first) which these Acts contained for the preservation 
races of the English, was completely aocom- 1 ofparli.imeniary independence have bei^ long 
plished. The new English interest was settled laid aside os romantic and troublesome. So tha^ 
with s* solid a stability a:i nnytlibw in human ^ X >^^nfeas, 1 never hear a poUtioUm who quotes 
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Turn, wliile I tell kow En^Iand^s freedm found, 

Where most i»lte look’d for life, her deadlieit wnnd ; 
How brave she struggled, while her foe was seen, 

How kiut sinoe luttuence lent that foe a screen ; 

How strong o’er James and Popery she prevail’d. 

^w weakly fell, when Whigs and gold ass^U^ 

WJiile kings were i>ooi‘, and all those scliemes unknown 
Which drain the peojde, to enrich the throne j 
Ere yet a yielding Commons had supplied 
Those chains of gold by which themselves are tied ; 

Then proud Prerogative, untaught to creep 
With bribery’s silent foot on hVeedom’s sleep, 

Frankly avow’d his bold enslaving plan, 

And claim’d a right from Ood to tram|de man ! 

But Luther’s schism had too much ronsOd mankind 
For Haidpden’s truths to linger long behind ; 

Nor then, when king-like popes had fallen so low, 

Could ]!)opo-liko kings® escape the levelling blow% 

That ponderous sceptre {in whose place we bow 
To the liglit talisman ^^f influence now), 

Too gross, too visible to work the spell 
Which modem power performs, in fragments fell ; 

In fragments lay, till, patdi’d and pamted o’er 
With leur-de-lys, it shone and scourged once more. 


*Twas then, my friend, thy kneeling nation quaff'd 
Long, long and deep, the churchman’s opiate draught 
Of taibe obedience— tin her sense of rignt 
And pulse of glory seem’d extinguish’d quite, 

Aud Britons slept so sluggish iu their chain, 

That wakening Freedom call’d almost in vain. 

0 England ! England ! what a chance was thine, 
When the last tyrant of that ill-starr’d liuc 
Fled from his sullied crow’n, and left thee free 
To found thy own eternal liberty I 
How bright, how glorious, in that sunshine hour 
Might patriot hands have raised the triple tower* 


acriouftly the Ueelaration of Rights, Ac., to prove 
the actual existence of English liberty, that 1 do 
not think of ttiat Marquia, whom Montesquieu 
mentiona, who aet about looking for ininea in the 
Pyrenees, on the strength of anthoritiea which 
he had read in some ancient authora. The poor 
Marquis tolled and searched in vatu He quoted 
hie authorities to the last, but found no miuca 
dfber all. 

t Tile chief, perhaps the only advaiilai?e wliioh 
has reaUited from the system of induence, is that 
tranquil course of unintenuptod action which 
H hiu given to the admiuistralum of goveru- 
ment. 

• 'Bie drivclllnsr correspondence between James 
1. and his * dog Steenie’ (the liuke of Bucking- 
bam), which we find among the Tlardwieke 
Papers, sufficiently shows, if we wanted any such 


illustration, into what doting, idiotio lirains the 
plan of arbitrary power may enter. 

3 Tacitus has expressed his opinion, in a pas- 
sago very frequently quoted, that such a disirb 
buHon of iMiwci as the theory of f lie Briffsh con- 
stitution exhibits is merely a sul^eet of bright 
speculation, 'a syRicmmore easily praised thfoi 
practised, and which, even could It happen to 
exist, would certotiily not prove permanent 
and, m truth, a review of England’s annals would 
dispose us to agree with the great historian’s re- 
raark. For we find that at no period whatever 
h.is this balance of the three estates existed; 
that the nobles predominated till tlie policy of 
Henry Vif and his successor reduced their 
weight by breaking up the lendal system of pro- 
perty ; that the power of the Crown bec^ 
then supreme and absolute, till the bold en- 
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Of British tj'eedom, 0 u a rook, divine 

Which neither force could storm nor treachei^ nttina ] 

But, uo— the luminous^ the loftv plan, 

Like mighty Babel, seem’d too bold for man ; 

The curae of jarring tongues again vas given 
To thwart a work mat raised men nearer hea\'eQi 
While Tories tn^rr’d what Wliigs had scarce 
While Whigs undid what Whigs themselves had done,^ 
The time was lost, and William, with a smile, 

8aw Freedom weeping o’er the unfiniah’d pile ! 

Hence all the ills you sutfcr, — hence rcmaiu 
8nch galling fragments of that feudal chain, ^ 


eroiichroonts of the Commonfi subverted the 
fabric altogether : that the alternate aacetidancy 
of prerogative ana privilege dlRtracted the period 
which followed the Restorationj and that, lastly, 
the Acts of ICS^ii, by laying the foundation of an 
unbounded courtdnlluence, have aecuretl a i>re« 
pondoraucetotheTUrone,whiohevery auoceeduig i 
year inureases. So that the vaunted British j 
eoustilutioa has never perhaps existed but in | 
mere theory. 

• “Thoflc two thieves,” says Ralph, ” between 
whom the nation was crucilied.” - Vm uni Abner 
of Parliament 

* The mouarchs of Great Britain can never be 
sufficiently grateful for that accominoduting 
spirit which led the Revolutionary %lUgs to 
give away the crown, without Imposing any 
of those mstraiuta or stipulations which other 
men might have taken advantage of so favour- 
able a moment to enforce, and in the framing of 
which they had so good a model to follow as the 
limitations proposed by the Lords Essex and 
Halifax, m the debate upon the Exclusion Bill. 
They not only condescended, however, to accept 
of places, but took care that Hicse dignities sliouW 
be no imnedimont to their * voice poteutiaE lu 
affidrsoflegnlutiou; and although an Act was 
after many years suffered to pass, which by one 
of itsartidesdisqualiffod placemen from serving 
as niembera of the Housi> of Commons, it was yet 
not allowed to interfere with the influence of the 
reigning monarch, nor with that of his successor 
Anne. The purifying clause, indeed, was not to 
take effect till after the decease of the latter Sove- 
reign, and she very considerately repealed it 
altogether. So that, as representation has eoii' 
timtefl ever since, if the king were simple enougli 
to send to foreign courts ambassadors who wefe 
most of them in the pay of those courts, he 
would be just' as honestly and faithfully repre- 
aonted as are his people. 

ft would be endfess U> enumemto all the 
fovonrs which were conferred upon William by 
those * apostate Whigs.* They complimented 
him with the first suspension of the Habeas 
Carpus Act which had been hazarded since the 
conurmodlon of that privilege ; and this example 
of our deliverers rsign has not been lost 
Upon any of bis successors. They promoted the 
establishment of a standing anny, and dreu- 


lateil in its defence the celebrated * Balancing 
Letter,’ in which it is, insinuated that EnglamL 
even then, in her boasted hour of regeneration 
was arrived at such a pitch of faction and cor- 
ruption that nothing could keep her in order but 
a vnng mmistry and a standing army. They 
roftiscd a» long as they could, to shorten the 
duration of Parliaments ; and tliough the Decla- 
ration of Rights acknowledged the necessity of 
such a reform, they were able, by aris not un- 
known to modern ministers, to brand those nr 
traitors and republicans who urged it. But the 
graudanddistiugnishing trait of their measurcK 
was the power wliich they gave to the Crown of 
amuhilating the freedom or elections, of muddy- 
ing for over that stream, of representation which 
had, even in the most agitated times, reflect^ 
some features of the pcopio, but which then for 
the first time became the PactoJus of the Court, 
and grew so darkened with sands of gold that it 
served for the iieoplc's mirror no longer. We 
need but consult the writings of that time to 
understand the astonishment then excited by 
me'asurcs which the practice of a century has 
rendered not only liimihar, but necessary. Sec 
a pamphlet called ‘ The Daimer of Mercenary 
Parllamcnls,’ 16a8; ‘State Tra-ls/ Will. III. 
vol. ii. p. 0)8 ; and see also ‘Some Paradoxes 
presented os a New Year’s Gift,*— Pome, 
vol. in. p. 32?) 

* The last great wound given to t lie feudal sys- 
tem was I ho Act of the I2lh of Charles 1 1., which 
abolished the teinire of knight’s service <» 
cunitei and which Blackstoue compares, for its 
salutary -influence upon property, to the boasted 
prfwlstons of Magna Clmrta itself. Yet even in 
this Act wc see the eflhets of that counteracting 
apirit which has contrived to weaken every 
effort of the English nation towards liberty. 
The extdusion of copyholders from their share 
of elective rights was pormitled to remain 
as a brand of teiidal servitude, and as an oth 
Stacie to the rise of that strong tountcN 
balance which an equal representation of pro- 
perty would oppose to the weight of the 
Crown. If the managers of the Revolution had 
been sincere in their wishes for reform, they 
would not only have taken this fetter off the 
rights of election, but would have renewed 
the njode adopted in iTromwefl’s time, of in- 




Whose links around you by the Norman ^ug> 
Tbott^ loosed and broke so bften^ still have clung. 
Hence sly Prerogative, like Jove of 4dd, 

Has tuni^d his tEunder into showers of gold, 

Whose silent eourtshit) wins securer joysi^ , 

Taints by degrees, and ruins without noise; 

WhUe parliaments, no more those saorad things 
Which make and rule tne destiny of kings, 
like loaded dice by ministers are thrown, : 

And each new set of sharpers cog their own. 

Hence the rich oil, that from the Treasury steals, 
And drips o’er all the Constitution’s wheels, 

Giving the old machine such pliant play, ^ 

That Court and Commons jog one joltl^ way, 

While Wisdom trembles for the crazy car, 

So gilt, so rotten, carrying fools so far ; 

And the*du|)ed people, hourly doom'd to pay 
The sums that bribe tbeir liberties away,*-— 


oreoKing the number of tnighls of the shire, 
to the exclusion of those rotten Insi^ifieant ! 
boroughs, which have tainted the whmo mass ^ 
of the cousUiution. Jjord ClaroudoD calls tiib | 
measure oi Cromwell’s *an alteration Hi lobe , 
more warrantable made, and in a better time.’ , 
It formed i>art of Mr. Pitt's plan in 178^1 ; but 
Pitt’s plan of reform was a kind of announced 
aramatic piece, alwut as Jikely to be ever acted 
as Mr. Siieridaif B ' Foi'cstors.' 

’ fore enirn tutum iter et patens 

Convctso In pretiurn Deo. 

Aurum permodios ire satellites, 

It would be amusing to trace the history of 
Prerogative from the date of its strength under 
the Tudor princes, when Henry VII. and his 
iue«*88orB * taught the people (ii» Natlionlel 
Uaeon saysl to dance to the tuuo of Alle^ancc/ 
to the period of the Jttevolution, when tlie Throne, 
m Its attacks ^pon liberty, began to exchange 
the noisy explosions of Prerogative fbr the silent 
and ofl'ectuai air-gun of Influence. In following 
coarse, too, since that mciUOTablo era, we 
shall find that, while the royal power has been 
abridged in branches where it migiit be made 
conducive to the interests of tlie people, it has 
been left, in full and unshackled vigour against 
almost every point where tlic integritj ol the 
('onstitutiou is vulnerable. For /instance, the 
power of cbartoring boroughs, Ip whose caj/ri- 
cious abuse in ttie hands of the Stuarts we arc 
indebted for most of .tlie nreKmt anoinahes of 
representation, might, if suffered to n main.have 
in some degree atoned tor its mischief, by re- 
storing the old unchartered boroughs to their 
rights, and widening more equaUi the basis of 
the legislature. But, by the Act of Union with 
Scotland, this part of the prerogative was re- 
moved lest Freedom shciuld have a chance of 
• beingf healed, even by the rust of the spear which 
had formerly wounded her. The dangerous 
power, however, of creating peers, which has 
bean so often oxercisodl^br the governmeut agaimt 


the constitution, is still left in free and unqutdified 
activity, notwithstanding the example of that 
celebrated BiU for the limHation of this ever-bud- 
I diug branch of prerogative, which was proposed 
, In the reign of George 1. under tlie^peculiar 
. sanction and recommendation of the Crown, but 
which the Whigs thought right to r^ect, with 
all that characteristic delicacy, which, in general, 
prevents them, when enjoying tlie sweets of 
office themselves, from taking any uncourtly ad- 
vantage of the Throne. It will be recollected, 
however, that the creation of tlie twelve peers by 
tbe Tories in Anne's reign (a measure which 
Swift, like a true party man, deiends) gave 
these upright Whigs all possibie alarm for their 
lilierties. 

With regard to this generous £t about his 
prerogative which seized so unroyaMy the good 
King George I., historians have Mnted that the 
paroxysm oririuated far more in hatred his 
son than in love to the constitution; but no 
loyal person, acquainted with the annals of the 
tliroe Get>Tg(«, could possibly suspect any onv of 
those gracious monarchs either of ill-will to his 
heir, or indiffercucc for the constitution. 

* * They drove so fest (says Welwood of the 
ministers of Charles I.), that it was no wonder 
that the wheels and chariot broke.' (Afewotr** 
p. 35).^BnttUm fatal accident, if womayjud^ 
from expi^ricnec, to he imputed ilur less to the 
folly and impetu<).sity of the drivers, than to the 
want of Uiat suppling oil from the Treasury 
which h)iH been found so necessary to make a 
pvcrnnicut like tiuit Of Ktiglaud run amoothly. 
Had Charles boon as well provided with this 
artklc as his suecessots have been since the 
happy Revolution, his Commons would never 
have merited from him the harsh appellaiiou of 
‘seditu)u.s vipers,' but would have been (as they 
now are, and I trust always will be) ‘ dutifbl 
Coinraoiifl,' ‘ loyal Commons,* Ae., Ac., and wosJd 
have given him ship-money, or any other sort of 
money he might take a fancy to. 

B During the reigns of Charles and Aamea, ' Nd 
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like a yoUDg eagld^ ^bo has hiib 
To the filubft by iK^bicb he meeftjs bis dadsi, 
their own leathers pludcX to^wine the daii 
Which rank oorroption destines for thSr heart / 

But soft I my friend, ! hear thee proudly say 
* What ! shall I listen to the impiow# lay, 

That dares, witbrToty Heenpe, to profane 
The bright bequests of Wilham’s glorious reign ? 

8hall the great wisdom of our patriot sires, 

Whom H— wks— b— y quotes and savoury B—rch admires, 
Be slander’d thus ? Shall honest St—de agree 
With virtuous R»-^e to call ua pure and free, 

Yet fail to prove it ? Shall onr patent pair 
Of wise atate-poets waste their words in air, 

And Pye unheeded breathe his proa})eroua strain, 

And d— -nn— g take the peo^^e s&nM in vain ^ 

The people l—^h, that Freedom’s form should stay 
Where Freedom’s spirit long hath pass’d away! 

That a false smile should play around the de^, 

And dush the features where the soul hath ded 
When Rome had lost her virtue with her rights, 

When her foul tyrant sat on Gapre»’s heights^ 

Amid his ruffian spies, and doom’d to death 
Each noble name they blasted with their breath,-* 

E’en then (in mockery of that golden time, 

When the Republic rose revered, sublime, 

And her free sons, diffiised fi'om zone to zone, 

Gave kings to every country but their own), — 

E’en then the senate and the tribunes stood, 

Insulting marks, to show how Freedom’s flood 


Popei7’ was tb« watch'Word of fVaadom, and 
aervad to keep the public aplrit awake againat the 
invasioDBofluMtry and prerogative. Thne KevolU' 
tion, however, by romoThig this object of jealousy, 
has produced a reliance on the orthodoxy of the 
Throne, of which the Throne has not failed to 
take advantage} and the cry of 'No Popery' 
having thus lost its power of alarming the 
)>eople against the inroads of the Crown, has 
served ever since the ve*y diiferent purpose oi 
atrragtheuing the Crown against the pretonHious 
and struggles uf the people. The danger of the 
Chnrch irom Papists and Pretenders was the 
chief pretext for the repeal of the Triennial Bill, 
for the adoption of a standing army, for the 
AumerouB suspensions of (he Baoeos Corpus Act, 
and, in short, finr all those spirited infractlans of 
the constitation hy which the reigns oi the last 
eeotnry^. were so eminently distinguished. We 
have seen very lately, too, how the Throne has 
been enabled by the same scarecrow sort of 
alarm, to select its ministers Arom among men 
whose servility is their only elidm to elevation, 
and who are pledged (If such an slteroativc 
opultf arise) to take part with the scruples of 
the King against the salvation of the empire. 

^ Somebody has said ' Quand tons les podles 
•eraieot noy^ ee ne lerait pas grand dommage;’ 


but 1 am uwarc that this is not fit language Ic 
be held at a time when onr birthday odes and 
state^apers are written hy such pretty iKicts as 
Mr. P— e and Mr. C— an— ng. All I wish is, 
that the latter gentleman would change places 
with his brother P— e, by which means we 
should have somewhat less prose in our odei^ 
and certainly bwa poetry in out politics. 

* ♦ Jt is a scandal (said Sir Charles Sedley, in 
William's reign) that a government so sick at 
heart oa ours Is should look ao well in the face;* 
and Edmund Burke has said, ht the present 

, rci^iU, ‘When the people conceive that laws and 

' tnbuoalfl, and even popular asScniblies, are por- 
verted from the ends of their institution, they 
fina in these names of degenerated cstablisli* 
ments only new motives to discontent. Those 
bodies which, when full of life and beauty, l«v in 
their arras and were their Joy and comfort, when 
dead and putrid, become more loathsome from 
remembrance of fcarmcr endearments,*— JTkowpk^s 
on fhe Frf$ent tHKonienit^ 1770. 

* We are told by Tacitus of a certain race of 
men, who made tliemselves particnlaily ttse,fhl to 
the Boman emperors, and were theremrs edlSd, 
‘ instromenta regni,* or * ooart*toola/ Prom this 
it appears, that my Lords M — , C— , &c^ Ac., 
are by no means things of modein invention. 
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Had dared to ;tlow» i& radiant dajr 
Ahd bow it ebb'd, ^for em eWd away IV 

Oh, look around— though yet a. tytant^a ' 

Nor hauuta our $le^) twv trecablefl o’^et- our Ixialrd* 

Though blood he better drawn by modern quack^, / 

With Treasury leeches than with sword or axe i , 

Yet say, could e’en a j^trate kihnifh's pow;& , ' 

Or a mock senate, in Rome’s servile hour, , , 

Insult so much the claims, the rights of mi^ ' 

As doth that fetter’d mob, that Free div^, 

Of noble tools and honourable knaves, 

Of pension’d patriots and privileged slaves f 
That party-colour’d mass, which nought can warm 
But quick corruption’s heat*- whose ready swarm 
Spreii their light wings in, Bribery's golden sky, 

Buzz for a period, lay their eggs, and die 
That greedy vampire, which from Freedom's tomb 
Comes forth with all the mimicry of bloom 
U}K)n its lifeless cheek, ami sncka and drains 
A jHJOple’s blood to feed its putrid veins ! 

Heavens, what a pictui'e I yes, my friend, Vw dark ; 

* But can no light be found, no genuine spark * 

Of former fire to warm us ? Is there none, 

To act a Marvell’s part ?’*— I fear not one, 

Tq place and power all public spirit tends, 

In place and power allqjublio spirit ends;* „ 

Like hardy iifants, that love the air and sky, 

Wneii o<A/, ’twill thrive— but taken ’twill die I 


Not iKdder tnitbs of sacred Freedom hung 
From Sidney’s pen or buni’d on Fox’s longue, 

Tium upstart ‘VVliigs produce each market night, 
While yet their conscience, as tiieir purse, is light ; 
While debts at home excite their care for those 
• Which, dire to tell, their muchdoved countiy owes, 
And loud and upright, till their price be known, 
They tliwart the King’s supplies to raise their owm. 


* Ther« in Boineihing Very toucliio^ iu what 
Tacitus tells us of the hopes that revived in a 
few patriot Ixjsoms, when tho death of Augustus 
was near approachiufTi aud the fond expectation 
with which they already began^* bona Jiberfcatis 
incassum disserere/ 

Ver^son says that Ctesar’a interference with 
the riRhta of election ‘ made the subversion of 
the tepubllc more felt than any of the former acts 
of his power/— JKowflw HejmbUe, boi>k v. Ohap. i. 

® Andrew Marvell, the honest opposer of the 
Court during* the rei^i^n of Charles the Second, 
and the last member of parliament who, accord- 
ing to the ancient mode, took wages from his 
eolstituents. The Commons have, since then, 
much ehain^ their paymasters. — See the 
Potm for some rude but spirited, effUsions of| 
Andrew Marvell. 


3 Tiie following artless speech of Sir Frioiois 
Winninjcton, in the reign ot Churlea the Second, 
will atnueo those who ere fully aware of the per- 
fection we have eince attained in that system of 
government whose humiile beginning so much 
astonished the wt)rthy baronet. ‘ I did observe 
(says he) that all those who had peusiona, and 
mostof ihose who had offices, voted' all of a aide, 
as they were directed by some great 
exactly as if their business in this House had 
been to preserve their pensions and offices, and 
not to make laws for the good of them who sent 
them h<'re.* He alindes to that parliaincnt which 
was called, par exe^UenGit, the Penstonaiv Parlia- 
ment— a distinction, however, which It has long 
lost, and which we merely give it from old 
ouftomju^t as we *the Irish Hebonioh." 
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But bees, cm flowers aliglitiug, oease thek 

So, settlinc upon Wbigs grow dT4C(ib. ' ' 

And tbott^ I feel a? if indignant Heayen 
Must thiii that wretch too foul to be forgiven 
Who basely hangs the bright protesting shade 
Of Freedom’s ensign o’er Corruption’s trade, 

And makes the sacred flag he dares to show 
His passport to the market of her foe, 

Yet, yet, I own, so venerably dear 

Are Fre^om’s grave old anthems to my ear, 

That I enjoy them, though by rascals sung, 

And reverence Scripture e’en from Satan’s tongue* 

Nay, when the constitution has expired, 
rn have such men, like Irish wakers, hired 
To sing old * Habeas Corpus* by its side, 

And aSk, in purchased ditties, why it died ? 

See that smooth lord, whom nature’s plastic pains 
Seem to have destined for those Eastern reigns 
When eunuchs flonrisn’d, and when nerveless things 
That men rejected were the chosen of Kings 
E’en he^ forsooth (oh, mockery accurst 1) 

Dared to assume the patriot’s name at first— 

Thus Pitt began, and tlius begin his afies ; 

Thus devils, when jirst raised, take pleasing shapes. 

But oh, poor Ireland ! if revenge bo sweet 
For centiuies of wrong, for dark deceit 
And withering insult— for the Union thrown 
Into thy bitter cup,® when that alone 
Of slavery’s draught was wanting^— if for this 
Revenge be sweet, thou hast that dromon’s bliss ; 

For, oh ! ’tis more than hell's revenge to see 
That England trusts the men who’ve ruin’d thee ; — 

That, in these awful days, when every hour 

Creates some new or blasts some ancient jxiwer, ^ 

1 According to Xenophon, the chief drcuTii> fit to be admitted into the English House of Com* 
ttance which recommended these creatures to mons,' But Sir John would have known, if he 
the service of Eastern princes was the igno* linii not been out of phroe at the time, that the 
mlnious station they held in society, and the pliancy of duch materials was not among the 
probability of their beiiig, upon this account, least of their recommendations. Indeed, the 
more devoted to the will and caprice of a master, prom^aers of the i^cotch Union were by no means 
from whose notiec alone they derived considera- ai‘i.'ipp«>iuted in the leading otyect of tlroir raea* 
tion, and in whose favour they might seek refuge sure, for the triumphant tnajoritics of the court- 
from the general contempt of mankind. party in perhameut may be dated from the ad* 

And in the cup an Union shall be thrown.'— mission of the 4& and the IS. Once or twice, 
Samht upon the alteration of their kw of treason and 

* Among the many measures which, since the the imposition of the rnulbiax (measures which 
Revolution, have contributed to increase the in- were in direct violation of the Act of Unioii)* 
flueuce of the throne, and to feed up tins ‘ Aaron’s these worthy North IJritons arrayed themaelvcs 
Serpent' of the constitution to its ^resent health in opposition to the Court i but finding this effort 
and reapectuble magnitude, tlierc have been few for their country unavailing, they prudently de- 
more nutrhive than the Scotch and Irish Unions, tcrniined to think thenceforward of themselves, 
Sir John Packer said, in a debate upon the tbrmer and few men have over kept to n laudable rt«o- 
(lueetion, that ‘he would submit it to the House, luiioii more firmly. I he effect of Irish repre- 
wheiher men who had basely betrayed their trust, sontation on the liberties of England will be so 
by giving up their independent constitution, were less porccpUble and permanent, * 
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proud Napoloon, like tke bemiuff ekietd^ 

Wnose li^ght compeU’d enck wonderinglbe to yield, 

With bftleful lustre blinde the brave luid free, 

And dazzles Europe into slavery^ 

That, i« thifl hour, V9hm patriot zeal should guide, 

When Mind should rule, and— Fox should not have died, 

All that devoted England can oppose « 

To enemies made fiends, and friends made foes, 

Is the rank refuse, the desjusod remains 
Of that nnpitying power, Whose whips and chains 
Made Ireland first, in wild, adulterwis trance, 

Turn false to- England’s bed, and whore with France, 

Those hack’d and tainted t^ls, so fit 
For the grand artizan of mischief, P— tt, 

So useless ever, but in vile employ;' 

So weak to save, so vigorous to destroy ! 

Sucli are the men that guard thy threaten’d shore, 

0 England i sinking England boaat no more. 


1 N T 0 L E R A N C B. 


A SATIEE. 


‘ This clamour, which pretends to bo raised for the safety oi religion, has almost worn out the ver> 
appearance of ]t, and rendered us not only the most divided but the most immoral iTCoplc upon the 
face of the earth/— Freeholder^ No. 37. 

• 

Start not, my friend, nor think the muse will stain 
Her classic fingers 'with the dust profane 
Of Bulla, Decrees, and all those tnumlcriug scrolls, 

That took such freedom once With royal souls,® 


• The moglcittn’8 fshiehl in Arloeio. 

‘E tolto i^r vertii Uello Rpleiidoro 
La libertate a loro/— Canto 2. 

We are told tt^at Ctesov’H code of morality was 
contained in the following lines of Furipidee, 
which that great man fre<|ueutly rejKjated 

BiTrep yap o^ikhv xpij Tvoayv^So^ irepi 

KaAAioTOf' aStKtiV roAXa 5’ evtrefitiv j(petnv. 

This 1» also, as it appears, the moral code of Na- 
poleon. 

* The following prophetic remarks occur iix a 
letter written by Sir Robert Talbot, who attended 
the Duke of Uodford to Paris in 1762. Talking 
t# States which have grown powerful in com- 
merce, he says, ‘Ac'curding to the nature and 
common course of things, there is a confederacy 
against them, and consequently, in the same 
proportion as they increase in riches, they ap- 
proach to destruction. The address of our King 
WilllAn, in making all Europe take the alorm at 
France, has brought that country before us near 
that inevitable peidod. We must neeeasaiily have 
our turn, and Great Britalu will attain it as soon 


UP France shall have a doclaimer with organs as 
proper fur that political purpose as were those oi 

our William the Tliird Without doubt, my 

Lord, Great Britain must lower her flight. Europe 
will remind us of the balance of commerce, as siie 
has reminded Fnincc of tlie balance of power 
The address of our statesmen will immortalii^e. 
them by contriving for us a descent which shall 
not bo a fall, by making us rather resemble Hol- 
land than Carthage and Venice /— onMe 
French Faimi. 

* The king-deposing doctrine, notwithstanding 
it.<« many misc-hzevous absurdities, was of no little 
service to tlie cause of political liberty, by incul- 
cating the right of resistance to tyrants, and 
asserting the will of the , people to bo the only 
true fountain of pojver. Beilarmipe, the meet 
violent nf the advocutes for papal authority, was 
one of the first to maintain (De Pontif., lib, i. 
cm 7) ‘that kings have not tlieir authority or 
oroeo immediately from God nor his law, but only 

from vhe law of nations/ and in King James's 

‘ Detenco of the Klghta of Kings against Cardiual 
Perron,' we find uls Maj^y expressing strong 
indignation agaiust ibe Cardinal for having as- 
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Wli^n l)i«aveii was yet the lK>i)e’s endnsm trade, 

And lun^ lif^ere darm^d as fast as hoir tbey^te madil 
No, no— let B-^gen— n search the papid chair* 

For fragrant treasures long forgottm thei^ t 
And, as the witch of sunless Lapland thinks 
lliat little swarthy gnomes delight in stinks, 

Let sallow P— r#— v— 1 snuff up the gale 
Which udzard 1)— gen— n’s gather’d sweets exhale. 
Enough for me, whose heart has learn’d to sconi 
J^ots alike in Pome or England born, 

loathe the venom, whencesoever it springs, 

From popes or lawyers,^ pastry-cooks or kings,'— 

Enough lor me to laugh and weep by turns, 

As mirth provokes, or indignation burns, 

As C— nn — ^ng vapours, or as Franoe succeeds, 

As H— wk — st)’ry proses, or as Ireland bleeds 

And thou, my friend, it iu these heaillong days, 

When bigot zeal her drunken antics jdays 

So near a precipice, that men the while 

Look breathless on and shudder while they smile— 

If, in such fearful days, thou’lt dare to look 
To liapless Irelaml, to this rankling nook 
Which Heaven hath freed from poisonous things in vain. 
While G — ^ff— -rd’s tongue and M— sgr— ve's pen remain — 
If thou hast yet no golden blinkers got 
To shade thine eyes from this devoted spot, 

Wlioso wrongs, though blazon’d o’er the world they be, 
^Placemen alone are privileged not to see— , 

Oh ! turn awhile, and, though the shamrock wreathes 
My homely harj), yet sliail the song it breathes 
Of Ireland’s slavoiy', and of Irelamfa woes, 

Live, when the memory of her tyrant foes 
Shall but exist, all future knaves to warn, 

Embalm’d in hate and canonized by scorn. 

When 0 — stl — r- gh, in sleep still nioio profound * 

Than liia own opiate tongue now deals around, 

Shall wait th’ impeachment of that awrful day 
WTiich even* his practised hand can’t bribe away. 

And oh ! my friend, wert thou but near me now, 

To see the spring diffuse o’er Erin’s brow 
Smiles that shine out, uncoaquerably fair, 

E’en through the blood-uiarka left by C— md — n® tliere, — 


nerted * tiiat to the deposing of a king the consent 
of the people must be obtained’ — ’ |or hs -thuse 
words (sftys James) the people are exalted above 
the king, and made the judges ot the king’s do* 
posing’ <p. 424). 

’ TJiie * SeJIa ^g^creoranV of the popes.— The 
Bight honourable and learned Iioetor will find 
an engraving of thip chair in Spanheim’s »Dw- 
i^iaitio Histotica d« Papa KoBrainA’ (P'HS); 
and I reoommend it as a model for the thshionof 
that seat which the Doctor m about to take in 
the privy^eouucil of I relond. 


* When Innocent X. was entreated to decid 
the controversy between the Jesuits and the Jan 
senists, ho answered, that * ho had been bred*’i 
lawyer, and had therefore nothing to do will 
divinity.’— It were to he wished that some of oui 
Englieli pettifoggers knew their own fit elemcni 
as well as Pope lunooent X. 

* Not the C— rad— a WKo speaks thus o 
Ireland 

‘ To wind up alt, whether we regard the fruit 
fulness of the soil, the advantage of the sea, witt 
so many commodious havens, or the natlvei 





€ouM«t tkou but mu what verdiure miatft idte aod 
Which uom hot tyrmU and their mfei^ h^ye 
And didst thott know the spirit, kind and hmr:e; 

That warms the sonl of each insulted sUtc^ 

Who, tilled with struggling, sinks beneath his lot, 

And seems by all bat waMful France . 

Thy heart would bum— yes, e’en thy P^tSe hesrt 
Would bam, to think that such a blooming part 
Of the world’s garden, rich in nature^s charms, 

And fill'd with social souls and vigorous smm, 

Should be the victim of that oanti^ crew, 

So smooth, so godly, —yet so devilish too ; 

Who, arm’d at once with prayer-books and with whips,* 
Blood on their hands and Scripture on their lips, 
f^rants by ereed, and torturers by text, 

Make thu life hell, in honour of the mot/ 

Your K— deed— les, P— re— v— ls,““0 gmeious Heaven, 
If Pm presumptuous, be my toiigue forgiven, 

When here I swear, by my souPs hope of rest, 

I’d rather have been born ere man was blest 
With the pui-e dawn of EevelatioU’s light, 

Yes,— rather plunge me back in Pagan night,* 


tbemifilvM, wbo are warlike, ingenious, hand- 
some and well-oomplexiuned, sof^skinned and 
very nimble, by reason of <Uo plituitnees of 
Iheiromusoles, this island is in many respeeis so 
happy, that Giraldus very well say, 'J^atoxe 
bad regrardtid with more favourable eyds than i 
ordinary this Kingdofti of Zephyr.* * 

• The example of toleration, which Bonaparte 
has held i'orth, will, I fear, produoe no other 
efifeet than that of detcrmiiiinjf the British Go- 
vernment to persist, from the very spirit of 
opposition, in their own old system of intolerance 
aud injustice! just as the Siamese blacken their 
teeth, ' because,' as they say, Hhe devil haa white 
ones.’ 

* One of th^ unhappy results of the tontro- 
vorsy bet ween Protestants and Catholics, is the 
mutual exposure which. their criminations and 
recriminations have produced, In tain do the 
Protestants charge the Papists with closing the 
door of salvation upon others, while many of 
their own writings and articles breathe the same 
ancharitable spirit. No canon of Constance or 
Lateron ever damned heretics more effectually 
than the eighth of the Thirty-nine Articles con- 
signs to perdition every single member of the 
Greek Church 5 and 1 doubt whether a more 
awecj ing clause of damnation was ever proposed 
in the most bigoted council, than that which tbe 
Golvinistic theory of predestination in the seven- 
teenth of these Articles exhibits. It is true 
that no liberal Protestant avows such exclujsive 
opinions; that every honest clerffyman must led 
a pang while he saoscribes to them? that some 
even^ssOTt the AthonaaianCreed to be the forgery 
of one Vigihug Tapsensis, in tbe be|!;iiining of 
the sixth eeutury, and that eminent divines, like 
dortin, have not hesitated to say, ‘There are 


propositions contained In our Liturgy and Ar- 
ticles, which no man of common sense amongst us 
believes.* , but wMle all this is freely conceded to 
Protestants, while nobody doubts their sincerity, 
when they declare that their articles are not 
essentials of faith, but a cotleetlon of opiuious 
which have been promnlgated to felUble men, 
and tkim many 01 wbioh they i^l tliemselvcs 
jostilied i» dissenting,— while so much liberty of 
retractation is allowed to Protestants upon their 
own declared and subBcnbed articles of fNigion, 
is it not strange tiiat a similar inclalgcnee should 
be so obstinately refused to the Catholics, u|)ou 
tenets which their I'hurch has uniformly re- 
* sieted and condemned, in every country where it 
has independently fiounshed? When the Catho- 
lics say, ‘ The decree of the Coimcil of Lateran, 
which you object to us, lias no claim whatever 
upon cither our faith or odr reason; it did not 
even profess to contain any doctrinal decision, 
but was merely a judicial proceeding of that as- 
sembly; and It would be as lair for us to impute 
a mft-killing doctrine to the Protestants, because 
their first poiie, Henry VflL, was sanclioned in 
an indulgenoe of that propemity, as for you to 
conclude that we have inherited a king-deposing 
taste from the ad* of the Council of Laleran, or 
the secular pretensions of our Popes,* 

® In a singular work, written by one Francisens 
Gollius, ‘ Upon tlw Souls of the Pagans/ tlw 
autlior dtscruBsca, with much coolness and era* 
dition, all the probable chances of salvation upon 
which a heathen philosopher might calculate. 
Consigning to perdition, without muoh difficulty, 
Plato, Socrates, Ac., the only sage at wlmse ffite he 
seems to hesitate is Pythagoras, ineonSideratton 
of his golden thigh, and the many miracles which 
he performed. But, having bidtmoed a littia h^ 
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And t»ke uiy chatuce with Socrates lor >]ifl8» 

Than foe the Chnstiaii of a faith like thia» 

Wliich builds on heavenly cant its earthly «way, 
And in a convert mourns to lose a prey ^ 

.Which, binding policy in s|hritual chains^ 

And tainting piety with temporal stains,^ 

Corrupts both state and ohu^, and es an oath 
The knave an^ atheist's passport into both ; 

Which, while it dooms dissenting souls to know 
Nor bliss above nor liljerty below, 

Adds the slave’s suffering to the sinner’s fear, 

And, lest he ’scaj)e hereafter, racks him here !® 

But no^far other faith, far milder beams 
Of heavenly jtistice warm the Christian’s dreams ; 
His creed is writ on Mercy’s page above, 

By the pure hands of all-atoning Love ; 

He weeps to see his soul's religion twine * 

The tyrant’s sceptre with her wreath divine, 

And he, while round him sects and nations raise 
To the one God their varying notes of praise, 
Blesses each voice, whate’er its tone may be, 

That serves to swell the general harmony.^ 


flUdnu), and finding reason to father all these 
miracles on the devil, he at length, in the twenty- 
fifth chapter, decides upon damning him also. , 
(De Aniiuabiis Paganorum, lib. iv. cap. 2^ and j 
U.) The poet Dante compromises tlie matter | 
wi^i the Pagans, and gives them n neutral terrl - 1 
lory or hmbo of their own, where ihetr employ- 1 
ment, it must be owne4, is not very enviable—- ! 
'Senzaspeme vivemojndeslo.’— Cantu iv. Among 
the numerous errors imputed to Origen, lie is ' 
accused of having denied the eternity of future 
punishment; and, if be never advanced a more 
irrational doctrine, we may venture, 1 think, to 
forgive him, De went so far, however, as to 
include the devil himself in the general hell- 
delivery which be supposed would one dny or 
other take place, and in this St. Augustin tldnks 
him rather too mercifbl— ‘ Misoricordior profecto 
Aiit Origenes, qui et ipsum diabtdura,’ &e. (Dc 
Civitat. Dei, lib. xxi. cap. 17.) St. Jerom says 
that, according to Drigen, ‘ the devil, after a ccr - 1 
tain time, will be os well ofi* ns the angel Ga- 
briel,* — ‘ Id ipsum fore Gabrielom quod dm- ! 
bolum,’ (Sec his * Erhstic to Pammachius/) But : 
Ualloix, in his ' Defence of Origen/ dentes that \ 
he had any uf this misphtcerl tCTidcrness for the . 
devil.— I take the liberty of reooinmendiRg these ! 
natilus upon damnation to the particular atten- 1 
tion of the learned (Jhanecllor of the Exchequer. ' 
^ Mr. Fox, in his speech on the repeal oi the ; 
Test Act (1790). thus condemnr tlie intermixture | 
If religion with the political constitution of a 
State:—' What purpose,' he asks, ‘can it serve, ! 
•xcept the baleful purpose of communicating, 
and receiving coutammution? Under such ub ' 
athanco corruption must aliglit up(jn the one, 
and slavery overwhelm the other.’ Locke, too, ' 
says of the coimexioii betwetm Church and 


State : * The boundaries on both aides arc fixed 
and immovable, lie jumbles heaven and earth 
together, the things most remote and opposite, 
who mixes these two wx'icties, which are m tht'ir 
original, end, business, and in everything, per- 
fectly distinct and infinitely different trom each 
other.*— J’lrsf tetter on fokriition. 

The cormptions introduced into Christianity 
may be dated from the period ot its establish- 
ment under Constantine, nor could nil the splen- 
dour which It then acquired atone for tlie |M'ace 
and purity winch it lost. 

^ There has been, after all, quite as inucii 
intolerance among Protcfitants as among Papists. 
According to the buokocyed quotation— 

* lliacos intra muros pcenatfir et extra.’ 

Even the great champion of the Reformation, 
Melnncthon, whom Jortin culls *a (Uvmc of 
much m*ldne.S8 and good nature,' thus expresses 
hi« approbation of the burning of Sorytius- 
* Leg!/ he says t-o liulliiigor, * qu® de herveti 
blaffphemiia respondistis, et phstatem ac judicia 
veatra probo. Judicoetiara senatum Geiievensem 
recte fecissp, quod hominem iiertiriacem ot non 
omissurum blasphernlassustunt ;ac miraius sum 
esso qm seven tatem liUun improbent/ I have 
much pleasure in contnusling with these * mild 
and good-natured’ senlimcntK the following words 
of the Papist ilaiuzc, in addressing his friend 
Conringius * Interim ameraus, mi Conringi, et 
tametsi diversas optniones tuemur in causA re- 
ligionls, moribus tamen diversi non simus, qul 
eadem llterurum studia sectamur.’— irer«art. 
Conring, Epittol. par, eeeund,, n, 56. 

^ ‘ La tolcirance est la chose du monde lb plug 
propre a ramener le si^ele d’or, ot A faire un 
concert et une harmonie dc plusieura voix et in- 
struments de difli^reute tonset notes, aussi aar^i* 



AppEmix TO xmoiEMmE:- 

Snob yrm tbeapiiit, grandly, gentry bright, 

That fill’d, 0 Ftfx ! thy {)eac€«ttl soul witSl 

While blandly spreading like that orh of air 

Which folds our planet in its circling care, 4 

The mighty sphere of thy tranimarent mind 

Embraced the world, ana breathed for all mankind, 

Last of the great, farewell ! — ^yet 910^ the last-^ 

Though Britain’s sunshine hour with thee past 
letne still one gleam of glory g^ve^ 

And feels but half thy lc»is while Grattan lives. 


•APPENDIX. 


Taifl following is part of a Preface which was intended by a friend and 
wmotrymau of mine for a collection of Irish airs, to which ne has adapted 
Kaglish words. As it has never l»een published, and is not inapplicable to my 
subject, I sliall take the liberty of 8 ul)joining it here. 

# # *' # # a # 

Our history, foi* many centuries past, is creditable neither to our neigbliours 
aor ourselves, and ought not to be read by any Irishman who wishei^ eitlier to 
love England or to feel proud of Ireland. The loss of independence very early 
debased our character; and our feuds and rebellions, though frequent and 
ferovious, but sehlom ilisfdayod tiiat generous spirit of enterprise with whicli 
the pride of an independent monarchy so long dignified the struggles of Soot 
laud. It is true tliis island has given birth t(» heroes who, under more favour* 
able oircumstaucefi, might have left in the hearts of their countrymen recollec- 
/ tions as dear as those of a Bnicc or a Wallace ; but success was wanting to 
consecrate resistance, thoir cause was branded with tho disheartening name of 
treason, and their oppressed country was such a blank among nati< 1 % that, 
like the adventures of those wotxls which Kiiialdo wished to explore, the fame 
of their actions was lust in the obscurity of the jdace where they achieved them. 

Errando in quelU bosclii 

* Trovar potria strane avventuto e tfiolto, 

Mb come i luoehi i iatti anuor eon fnschi, 

Clio non 80 n' Fui notizia le piii voltii.^ 

Hence is it that the annala of Ireland, through a lapse of six huudreri years, 
exhibit not one of ^ose *shining names, not one of those themes of national 
pride, from w'hich i>oetry borrows her noblest inspiration ; and that history, 
whi(i ought to be the richest garden of the Muse, yields nothing to her but 
weeds and impress. In truth, the poet who would embellish bis songs with 
allusions to Irish names and evimts, must be contented to seek them in those 
early periods when our character was yet unalloyed and original, before the 
impolitic ci'aft of our conquerors had divided, weakened, and disgraced us ; 
ana the only traits of heroism, indeed, w'hich he can venture at this day to 
commemorate, with safety to himself, or perhaps with honour to his conntiy, 
are to be looked for in those times when the native monarchs of Ireland dis 


able Sour lo moiiw qae ruulformit^ d'une senle 
v<Mx.’— .BoyJe, Comtnenttdre Philo»ophique, Ac., 
tart ii. chap. ri. Both Baylc and Lo(>kc would 
hare treated the subject of Toleration in a man - ) 


iier much more worthy of themselres and ol fiifS 
cause, if they had written in an ageless distracted 
by religious prejudiocs. 

‘ Anotfo, canto iv. 



m 
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played and fostered virtues worthy of a hotter age; when our. Malaehies worn 
collars of gold which they had won in single conAat from the invader,^ and our 
Briens deserved the blessings of a pople hy all the most esthnahle ^uidities of 
a Mug. It may be said, indeed, that the magic of tradition has shed a charm 
over this remote period, to which it is in resJity but little entitled, and that 
most ^ the pictures, which we dwell on so fondly, of days when this island ^ 
was distinguished amidst tiie gloom of Europe, by the sanctity of her morals, 
the spirit of her knighthood, and the polish of her schools, are little more than 
the inventions of national partiality,— that bright btft spurious ofispring which 
vanity engen<ierB upon ignorance, aad with which the first records 3 every 
people abound. But the sceptic is scarcely to be envied who would pause for 
stronger proofs than we already possess of the early glories of Ireland ; and 
w^ere even the veracity of all these proofs surrendered, yet who would not fly 
to such flatteriug fictions from the sad degrading truths which the liistory of 
later times presents to us ? 

The language of sorrow, however, is, in general, best ^suited to our Music, 
and with themes of this nature the ]»oet may be amply supplied. There is not 
a page of our annals which cannot afford him a subject, and while the national 
Muse of other countries adorns her temple with trophies of the past, in Ireland 
her altar, like the shrine of Pity at Athens, is to he known only by the tears 
that are shed upon it ; ‘ lacrymis altaria sudant'^ 

There is a woUdvUown story, related of the Antiocbiaiis tinder the reign of 
Theodosius, which is not only honourable to the powers of music in general, but 
which applies so peculiarly to the mournful melodics of Ireland, that I cannot 
resist the temptation of introducing it here. —The piety of Theodosius would have 
been admirable, if it liad not been stained with intolerance ; but his reign, I 
believe, affords the first exiunple of a disqualifying penal code enacted by 
Christians against Christians.^ Whether his interference witb^the religion of the 
Antiochians had any share in the alienation of their loyalty is not expressly 
liscertained by historians ; but severe edicts, heavy taxation, and the rajiacity 
and insolence of the men whom he sent to govern them, sutrioiently account for 
the discontents of awanii and susceptible j>eople. Kci»cntaiice soon followed 
the crimes into which their impatience had hurried them ; but the vengeance 
of the Emperor was implacable, aud punishments of the most dreadful nature 
hung over the city of Antioch, whose devoted inhabitants, totally resigned to 
dospoiKlence, wandered through the streets and public assemblies, giving utte- 
rance to their grief in dirges of the most touching lamentation, At length, 
Plavianua, their bishop, whom they had sent to intercede with Tluiodosius, 
finding all his entreaties coldly rejected, adopted the expedient of teaching 
these songs of sorrow which he had heard from the lips of his unfortunate 
countrymen tr> the minstrels who performed for the Emperor at table. The 
heart of Theodosius could not resist this appeal ; tears fell fast into his cup 
while he listened, and the Autiochians were forgiven.— Surely, if music ever 
spoke the misfortunes of a people, or could ever conciliate forgiveness for their 
errors, the music of Ireland ought to possess those powers. 

^ JBee ‘Warnor’s History of Ivelund/ vol i. fanatic populace. The sectaries were gradual 
book ix. disqualihed for the posse^.sion of honourable oi 

^ * StaUus, Thebaid,’ lib. lii. | lucrative employrocnts, and Theodosius was sa* 

« ‘A sort of civil eicommuuici'rion,' says Gib- tisfied v;ith his own justice when he decre^, 
bm, 'which separated them from thoir fellow- that, as the Euiiomians disti^ished the^palure 
cifizens by a peculiar brand of infamy ; and this of the Son from that of the Father, they should 
declaration Of the supreme magistrate tended to be incapable of making their wills, or of receiving 
fustify, or at least to excuse, the insulta of a j any advantage ftom testamentary donations/ 



THE SCEPTIC: 

A PHILOSOPHICAL SATIBE. 
1308. 


NOMON HANTON op, Mmdot, Hb. 3, 

. PREFACE. 

Thk sceptical philosophy of tlie ancients has l>een as much misrc^esented as 
th(j Epicurean. Pyrrho, perhaps, may have carried it to an irrational excess 
(though we must not beliere, with Beattie, all the absurdities imputed to this 
philosopher); but it appears to me that the doctrines of the school, as stated 
t>y tSextus Empiricus, are much more suited to the frailty of human reason, and 
more conducive to the mild virtiies of humility and patience, than any of 
those systems which preceded the introduction of Christianity. The Sceptics 
held a middle path between the LogmatiKis and Academicians, thi farmer of 
whom boasted that they had attained the tiiith, while the latter dcnie<l that 
any attainable truth existed. The Sceptics, however, without asserting or 
ienying its existence, jirof cased to bo modestly and anxiously in search of it ; 
as ISt. Augustine expresses it, in hig liberal tract against the Manicheans, ‘nemo 
nostrum (beat jam se iuveuisse veritatem ; sic cam quseramus quasi ab ntrisque 
nosciatur.’ l^’rom this habit of impartial investigation, and the necessity w^hicb 
they imposed u])on themselves of studying, not only every system of philo- 
sophy, lint every art and s(acnco w hich i)retendcd to lay its basis iti truth, they 
necessarily took a wider range of omlition, and were more travelled in the 
regions of philosoidiy than those wlnmi conviction or bigotry had domesticated 
in any particular system. It reciuired all the learning of dogmatism to over- 
throw tl)c d^^gniatisin of learning ; and tlie b’ccptics, in this re8^)ect, resembled 
that ancient inccndiaiy, who stole from the altar the hro with which he 
destroyed the temple. Uliis advantage over all the other Sects is allowed to 
them even by Lipsius, whose treatise on the miracles of the Virgo Halicnsis 
will sufficiently save him from all siv^picion of ficepticisin. ‘ Lahore, ingenio, 
meinoria supra oinncs jtene philoaophos fuisse. - Quid nonne (mmia ahorum 
secta tonere debuorunt ct iuqnirere, si poterunt refellere ? res dicit. Noime 
orationes varias, raras, subtiles invenin ad tarn receptas, claras, certas (ut vide- 
batur) sententias everteudas ?’ etc. oic.—Mavudurt, <td Phihatplu Stoic. Liss. 4. 

The difference betw^een the scepticism of the ancients and the modems is, 
that the former doubted for the purpose of investigating, as may be exempli- 
fied by the third book of Aristotle’s MetaphyalcSi while the latter inve8tig;ate 
for the purpose of doul)ting, as may be seen tlnough most of the philosoi)hicid 
works of flume. Indeed, the P>Trhoiiiam of latter days is not only more subtle 
than that of anti(^uity, bi;t, it must he confessed, more dangerous in its 
tendency. The Jiappiness of a Christian depends so much upon his belief, that 
it is natural he should feel alarm at the prog^ss of doubt, lest it steal by 
degrees into the region from which he is most interested in excluding it, and 
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|)oiaon at last the very spring of his consolation and kntie, Still, however, &e 
abuses of doubting ought not to deter a philosophical inind'froto inditlging 
mildly and rationally in its use ; and there is nothing, I think, more consistent 
with the KumMe spirit of Christianity, than the scojitieism of him who pro- 
fesses not to extend his distrust beyond the circle bf human pursuits and the 
pretensions of human knowledge. A philosopher of this kind is among the 
readiest to admit the claims of Heaven upon his faith and adoration ; it is only 
to the wisdom of this weaU world that he refuses, Or at Imt delays, his as- 
sent ; it is only in passing through the shadow of earth that his mind undergoes 
the eclipse of scepticism. No hflow'or of Pyrrho has ever spokcu more strongly 
against the dogmatists tlian St, Paul himself, in the First Epistle to the Corinthians ; 
and tWe are passages in Ecclesiastes and other parts of Scripture wiiich justify 
oiir utmost diffidence in all that human reason originates. Even the sceptics 
of antiquity refrained from the mysteries of theology, and^ in entering the 
temples of religion, laid aside their philosophy at the porch. Sextus Empiri' 
cus thus declares the acquiescence of his sect in the gonfir.al belief of a eiqierin- 
tendiug Providence : fitv KoraKokovOovyres a5ota<rT*ws (pa/jiev civat Scovs 

KOLi cre^oiuev ffeovs Kai Trpovoeip avTovs ipafiiP, — Lib, iii. cap. 1. In short, it 
apjHMrs to mo tliat this rational and well-regulated scepticism is the only 
daughter of the schools that can be selected as a haudmaia for piety : ho who 
distrusts the light of reason will be the first to follow a more luminous guide ; 
and if, with «n ardent love for truth, he has sougld her in vain through the 
ways of this life, he wnll turn with the more hope to that better world, W'here 
all is simple, true, and everlasting : for tlicre is no jiarallax at the eenith—it 
is only near our troubled horizon that ohjcHjts deceive us into vague and erro* 
neous calculations. 


THE SCEPTKh 


As the gay tint that decks the vernal rose,^ 
Not in the flow^cr, hut in our vision glows ; 
As the ripe flavour of FaJernian tides, 

Not in the wine, but in our taste resides ; 
So when, with heartfelt tribute, we declare 
That Marco’s honest and that Susan’s fair, 
’Tis in our minds, and not in Susan '.s eyes 
Or Marco’s life, the worth or beauty lies? 
For she, in flat-nosed China, would appear 
As plain a thing as Lady Anne is here; 


> * The particular bulk, number, figure, end 
motion of the partw of fire or unow a*'© reany in 
them, whether any one perceive them o. not, and 
therefore they may be called real qualit.^e, bc- 
oause they really exist in those bodies; but light, 
beat, whiteness, or coldness, are no more really 
in them than sickness or pain is in manna. Take 
away the sensation of them ; let not the eye see 
light or colours, nor the ear hear sounds, let the 
palate not taste, nor the nose smell, and all 
oolonrs, tastes, odoars, and sounds, as they arc 
such particular ideas, vanish and cease.’ - Zovlci*, 
book ii. chap, vili. 


Bishop Berkeley, it is well known, extended 
this doctrijie even to primary qualities, and 
suppoBCil that matter itsell' has but an ideal ex- 
istence. How shall wt* apply the bishop’s theory 
to that period which j)Teceacd the formation of 
m.in, when our system of sensible thinirs was 
produced,, and the «un shone, and the waters 
flowed, without any sentient being to witness 
them ? The spectator, whom UTiislon supplies, 
will scarcely solve the diSicalty; ' To eptmt my 
mind freely,’ says he, ‘ 1 believe that the Messias 
was there ncfciiaily present.'— Soe Whwfm, Of the 
Motuic Oreation, 



Aiid one joke at mh Lar^tfto^a doi)^ 

Woidd rank good Maroo witk tl)^ damned at Borne* 

There’s no dtifoitnity so vile, ao base, 

That ’tis not somewhere thought a charm, a grace ; 

Ko foul reproach that may not steal a beam 
From other suns, to bleach it to esteem 1 
Ask, who is wise ?— you’ll lind the self-same man 
A sage in $>ance, a madman in Ja^^n ; 

And here some head beneath a mitre swells, 

Which there had tingled to a cap and bfdk t 
Nay, there may yet some monstrous region be,, 
Unknown to €ook, and from Napoleon free, ^ . 
Where C-^stl— r— gh would for a patriot i)ass. 

And mouthing M— Igr—ve scarce be deemed an ass ! 

‘ List not to reason,’ Epicurus cries, 

But trust the senses, there conviction lies :’®— 

Alas ! theif judge not by a purer light, 

Nor keep their fountains more untinged and bright 
Habit so mars them that the Bussi^n swain 
Will sigh for train-oil while he Bij)s*champagne 
And health so rules them, that a fever’s heat • 

Would make even Sh— r— d—n think water sweet I 


Just as the mind the erring sense believes, 

The erring mmd, in turn, the sense deceives ; 

And cold disgust can find but wrinkles there, 
Where passion fancies all that’s smooth and fair, 

, who secs, ujiou his pillow laid, 

A face for which ten thousand pounds were paid, 

Uan tell, how quick before a jury flies 

The spell that mocked the warm seducer’s eyes ! 

Self is the medium least refined of all 
, Through wliicli opinion’s searching beam can fall ; 
And, passing there, the clearest, steadiest ray 
Will tinge its light and turn its line astray. 

The Ephesian smith a holier charm espied 
In Dian’s toe, than all his heaven beside ; 


1 This was also the creed of those inoderu 
Epicurenns whom Ninon dc I'Enclos collected 
around her in the Hue ties Toumolles, and whose 
object Hcenie to have been to decrj the faculty of 
reason, us tending only to embarrasB our use of 
pleasures, without enabling us in any decree to 
avoid their abuse. Madame des Houlidros, the 
fair pupil of l>es Batreaux in the arts of poetry 
and voluptuouflUBPs, has devoted most of her 
verses to this laudable purpose, and is such a 
determined foe to reason, that in one of her pas- 
torals she f'un^ratulutes her sheep on the want 
, of it. Bvremont speaks thus upon the sub- 
iect: 

’ Un m^lanf»e iueertain d'esprit et de matifcre 
Nous fait vivre avec trop on trop pea de lumiSre- 


Nature, ^16ve-nous a la clarti^ dcs ang^, 

On nous aboisc au sens de;; simples auimaui.’ 

Wliich senUments I have thus ventured to para- 
phrase : 

Had man been made, at nature's birth, 
or only flame or only earth. 

Had he been formed a perfect Whole 
Of purely that, or firrossly Wi#, 

Then sense would ne'er have clouded soul, 
Nor soul restrained the sense's bliss. 

Oh happy 1 bad his light been stiung, 

Or had he never shared a light, 

Which bums enough to show he's wrong, 
X«t uot enough to lead him right I 

19 
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And true relmou ^iuee not lialf eo tmo. • 

On on.£ good uving as it ehlnes on 

Had W“lc— t tot been pensioned bjr fte TbronOi 

Kings would have sufer^ by bis. pxaise slime; 

And P-^ine perhaps, for soxoming snug per ann^ 

Had laughed, like W— U— sly, at all Hoghts of bto J 

c 

But *tis not only individual minds 

That liabit tinctures, or that interest blinds ; 

Whole nations, fooM by faMiiood, fear, or pride, 

Their ostrich-heads in selMllusion hide j 

Thus England) hot from Denmark’s smoking meads, 

Turns up her eyes at Gallia’s guilty deeds ; 

Thus, selhsh still, the same dishonouring chain 
Slic i>inds in Ireland, she would break in Smin ; 

While praised at distance, but at home foi;l)id, 

liebela in Cork are patriots at Madrid 1 

Oil ! trust me, 8elf can cloud the brightest cause, 

Or gild the worst ; and then, for nations’ laws 1 
Go, good civilian, shut thy useless book, 

In force alone for laws of nations look. 

Let shiplesB Danes and whining Yankees dwell 
On naval rights, with Grotius and Vattel, 

While C—Ih)— t’s^ pirate code alone appears 
Sound moral sense to England and Algiers 1 

Woe to the Sceptic, in these party days. 

Who bums ou neither shrine the balm of praise 1 
For him no pension pours its annual fruits, 

No fertile sinecure spontaneous shoots; 

Not 4ts the meed that crowned Don H— kh— m’s rhyme, 
Nor secs he e’er, in dreams of future time. 

Those shadfAvy forms of sleek reversions rise, 

Bo dear to Scotchmen’s second-sighted eyes ! 

Yet who, that looks to time’s accusing leaf, 

Where Whiu and Tory, thief opposed to tliief, 

On cither side in lofty shame are seen, 

While Freedom’s form hangs crucified between— 

Who, B — rd— tt, who such rival rogues can see, 

But files from both to honesty and mee? 


If, giddy with the world’s bewildering maze,'-* 
ITopetoss of finding, through its weedy ways, 
One flower of truth, the busv crowd we shun, 
And to the shades of tranquil learning run 


> With most of thw wrUer’a latter twlitics I 
confess I feel a most hcarly ooncuiTencc, and 
perhaps, if I were an Knirushman, my pride 
mi^ht load me to acqnfesce in that spstem of law- 
less, unlimited sovfveipuy whieh no claims so 
boldly for his country at sea j but viewing the 
question somewhat more disinterestedly, and as 
a friend to the common rights of mankind, 1 
cannot help thinking that thedoetrines which be 
autintained nvan the Copenhagen exp^tlon and 


the differences with America, would establish a 
species of maritime tyranny, as discreditable to 
the character of flngiand as it would be gmlmg 
and unjust to the other nations of the world, 

* The agitation of the ship is one of thoahief 
difiioalties which impede the discovery of the 
longitude at eea; and the tumult and burry of 
life are equally unfavourable to that calm levm of 
mind which is necessary to an inquirer after 
truth. 
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fmiSOSPTML 

How nia&y it doiibt piirsues ! JboW of^ ^ 

'WlieQ bistoiies oharm, to tlii&k that hiatotMr^l^ ! 
That all are grave romancee At the beat, ' J ' 
And M— but more cdamsy fchatt .the jseat i 
By Toiy Huxhe’s aeductive page b^^uiled, 

We fancy Charles waa just and Stword iim } 
And Fox himself, with prty pencil; drai^ 
Monmouth a^hcro * for tbe good old cause !'* 

Then*, rights are wrongs, and victories are defeats, 
As French or English [iride the tale repeats ; 

And when they tell Conmna^s story a*er, 

TheyTl disagree in all but honouring Moore 1 
Nay, future pims, to flatter future courts, 

May cite, perhaps, the Park-guns’ gay reporta 
To prcwe that hSigland trinm^ed on the morn 
Wmch found her Junot’s jest and Europe’s scorn ! 

In science too— «how many a system, raised 
lAke Neva’s icy domes, awhile hath blazed . 

With lights of fancy and with forms of prido, 

Then, melting, mingled with the oblivious tide 1 
Now Efuth usurps the centre of the sky, ’ 

Now Newton puts the paltry planet by ; 

Now whims revive beneath Descartes’ pen, 

Wliich now, assailed by Locke’s, expire again : 

And when, perhaps, in pride of cbemic powers, 

We think the keys Si Nature’s kingdom ours, 
Sonic Davy’s magic touch the dream unsettles, 
And turns at once our alkalis to metals ! 


Or, should we roam, in meta])hyBic maze, 

Through fair-built theories of fomer days, 

Some D— mm— d from ttie north, more ably skilled, 
Like other Goths, to ruin than to build, 

• Tramples triumphant through our fanes o’erthrown, 
Nor leaves one grace, one glory of his own 1 

Oh, Learning I Learning ! whatsoe’er thy boast, 
ITulettcred minds liave taught and charmed us most ; 
The rude, unread I'olnmlms was our guide 
To worlds which learned Lactantius had denied, 


* That flexibility of temper and opiidou 
wliich the habits of socptioisni ore so calriilated 
to produce are thus pleaded for by Mr. Vox, in 
the very sketch of Monmouth to which 1 allude ; 
and tlUa part of the pieture the historian ma^ be 
tliought to have drawn for himself. * One ot the 
most conspicuous features in his character seems 
to have been a remarkable, and, as some think, a 
calnaWe deyrec of flexibility. That aach a di^ 
• position is preferable to its opposite extreme will 
ue admittoa by all who think that modesty, even 
in excess, is more nearly alljed to wisdom tlian 
conceit and self^salfleieucy. He who lias atten- 
tively considered the political, or indeed the 


ffeueral, concerns of life, may possildy go still 
rarther, and may rank a wilhngimss to be con- 
vinced, or in some cnaes even witliout conviction, 
to concede our own opinion to that of other men, 
among the principal iogrcdleuts in the oomposi- 
tiou of practical wisdom.* The sceptic's readiness 
of ooneessioD, however, arises more from umxir- 
tmty than conviction, more from a suspicion that 
his own opinion may be wrong than from any per- 
suasion that the opinion of his adversary is right.. 
* It may be so,’ wag the oourteouH and sceptical 
formula which the Hutch were accustomed to 
reply to the gtatementg of ambassadors.— See 
8i<Ue Worihiei, art. Sir Thomas Wiat. 
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THE SCEPTIC . 


And one wild Sliakspew, foUowmg Huturd’sdights, 

Is worth whole planets Med with Sta^gyrites 1 

See grave llisology, when onoe she strays 
From Revelation^s j^th, what tricks she })lay8 ) 

How many varicms heavens liath Fancy’s ning 
Eacplored or touched from Papias down to King 
And hell itself) in India uou|mt but smoke,'^ 
in Spain’s a furnace, and in SVance—a joke 

Hail) modest ignorance ! thou goal and prize. 

Thou last, best knowledge of the humbly wise ! 

Hail, sceptic ease ! when error’s waves are jmst, 

How sweet to reach tliy tranquil port at last, 

And, gently rocked in undulating doubt, 
vSmile at the sturdy winds which war without I 
There gentle Charity, who knows how frail 
nie bark of virtue, even in summer’s giile, 

Sits by the nightly fire, whose beacon glows 
For all who wander, wlietlier friends or foes ! 

Tha'e Faith retires, and keeps her white sail furled, 

Till called to spread it for a purer world j 
While Patience lingers o’er the weedy shore, 

And, mutely waiting tiU the stonn be o’er, 

Turns to young Hope, who still directs his eye 
To some blue spot, just breaking in the sky l 

These are the mild, the blest associates given 

To him who doubts, and trusts in nought bat Heaven ! 


1 King*, in his ' Morsels of Criticism/ vol. i., 
supposes the sun to be the receptacle of blessed 
spin Is. 

* The Indians call hell *the House of Smote/ 
6eo Plcait upon the * fialiglou of the Boiuaiu.’ 


'fhe reader who is ourious about hifintml matters 
may be edified hj oonsultinf: ‘Iturica de Inferno/ 
particularly lib. ii. cap. 7, 8, wlicro be will find 
the precise sort of nro asoortained in which 
wicked spirits arc to be bunted hereafter. 



A SELECTION PE051 THE SONGS IN 

M.P.; OE, THE BLUE.STOCKmG: 

A COMfC OPERA IN THREE ACTS. 
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BOAT GLEE 

The song tliat lightens the languid way, 
When brows are glowing, 

And faint with rowing, 

Is like the spell of Hope’s airy lay, 

To whose sound through life we stray ; 
Tbe beams that flash on tlie oar a while, 
As wo row along through the waves 
so clour, • 

Illume its spray, like the fleeting smile 
That shines o'er sorrow’s tear. 

Xothing is lost on him who sees 
With an eye that feeling gave ; — 
For him thore\ a story in c\'ery breeze, 
And a picture in every wave. 

Then sing to lighten the languid way ; 
When broM'S are glowing, 

And faint with rowinjg, 

’'Pis like the spell of Hope’s airy lay, 
To whose sound through life we stray. 


’Tis sweet to behold when the billow s 
are sleeping, 

Some gay-coloured bark moving 
gracofuily by j 

No thimp on her deck but tbc even- 
• tide’s weeping, 

No breath in her sails but the suin- 
iner wind’s sigh. 


Yet wdio would not turn with a fonder 
emotion, 

To gaze on the life-boat,^ though 
rugged and worn, 

Which mten hath wafted o’er hills of 
the ocean 

The lost light of hope to the seaman 
forlorn I 

Oh 1 grant that of those who in life’s 
sunny slum’oer 

Around us like Bummer-barks idly 
have played. 

When storms are abroad we may find 
in the number 

One friend, like the life-boat, to fly 
to our aid, 


When Ijelia touched the lute, 

Not then alone ’twas felt, 

But when the sounds were mute, 

In memory still they dwelt. 

.Sweet lute ! in nightly slumbers 
Still we heard thy morning numberB. 

Ah, how could she, who stole 
Such breath from simple wire, 

Be led, in pride of soul, 

To string with gold her lyre ? 

8weet lute ! thy chords she breaketh j 
Goldeu now the strings she waketh ! 
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But where are a31 the talee 
Her lute eo sweetly told ? 

In lofty themes she fails» 

And soft ones suit not gold. 
Bioh lute ! we soe thee gUsteu^ 
But, alas ! no more we tisteti ! 


Young Love lived once in an humble 
shed, 

Where roses brcsathing 
And woodbines wrOathii^ 

Around the lattice their tendrils spread, 

As wild and sweet as the life he led. 
His garden flourished, 

For young Hope nourished 
Tlie infant buds with beams and 
showers ; 

But lips, though blooming, must still 
bo fed, 

And not even Love can live on 
flowers, 

Alas ! that Poverty’s evil eye 
Should e’er come hither. 

Such sweets to wither \ 

Tlie flowers laid down their heads to 
die, 

And Hope fell sick as the witch drew 
nigh. 

She came one morning, 

Ere Love had warning, 

And raised the latch, where the 
youn§ god lay ; 

‘ Oh ho 1’ said Love— ‘is it you? g(HKl- 
hye 

So he oped the window, and fleiv 
away ! 


Sptrjt of Joy, thy altar lies 
in youthful hearts that ho]Hj like 
mine ; 

And ’tis the light of laughing eyes 
That leads us to thy fairy shrine. 

There if we find the sigh, die tear, 
They are not those to sorrow known ; 

But breathe so soft, and drop so clear, 
That bliss may daim them for her 
own. 

Then give me, give me, while I weep, 
The sanguine hope that brightens 
woe 


And:teftoh(«a even our tears to keep 
The thige of pleasure as they flow. 

The child, irhb sees the dew of night 
Upon tne spangled hedge at bioro, 
Attempts to- catoh the drops of light* 
But wounds hh finger with the thorn. 
Thus oft the brightest joys we seek, 
Are lost when touched, and turned 
to pain i 

The flush they kindle leaves the cheek, 
The tears they waken long remain 
But give me, give me, etc. ctc^ 


To sigh, yet feel no pain, 

To weep, yet scarce knoiv why ; 

To sjiort an hour with Ikjauty s chain, 
Then throw it idly by j 
To kneel at many a shrme, 

Yet lay the heart on none ; 

To think all other charms divine, 

But those we just have won ; 

This is love, careless lovo, 

Such kindletli hearts that rove. 

To keep one sacred flame, 

Through life unchiUetl, unmoved, 

To love in wintry age the same 
As first in youth we loved ; 

I To feel that wo adore 
i To such refined excess, 

I’hat though the heart w'ould break with 
I more, 

j We could not live with less ; 

1 This is ioye, faithful love, 

I Such as saints might feel above. 


Deak aunt, in the olden time of love, 
When women like slaves were 
spumed, 

A maid gave her heart, as she would 
her glove, 

To be teazed by a fop, and returned I 
But women grow wiser as men improve, 
And, though beaux, like monkeys, amuse 
us, 

Oh ! tliink not we’d give such a deli- 
cate gem 





As tile heart, «to bo played with or 
sullied by iiem ; 

Ko, dearest aunt, excuse Us. 

We may know by the bead on Cupid’s 
seid 

Wbat immwion tbeliearfc will take ; 

If shallow the head, oh I soon we feel 

What a poor impression ’twill make i 

Though plagued, Heaven knows ! by 
the fcoliah zeal 

Of the fondling fop who pursues me, 

Oh, think not Pd follow their desperate 
rule, 

Who get rid of the folly, by wedding 
the fool ; 

No, dearest aunt i excuse me. 


Wtiev Charles was deceived by the 
maid he loved, 

We saw no cloud his brow o’er- 
casting, 

But proudly he smiled, as if gay and 
unmoved, 

Though the wound in his heart was 
deep and lasting. 

And oft at night, when the tchi}>e8t 
rolled, • 

He sung as he paced the dark deck 
over— 

‘ Blow, wind, blow^ ! thou art not so cold 

As the heart of a maid that deceives 
her lover.’ 

Yet he liv«d with the happy, and 
seemed to be gay, 

Tliough the wound but sunk more 
deep for concealing ; 

And Fortune threw miiny a thorn in his 
way, 

Wliich, true to one anguish, he trod 
without feeling ! 

And stiU, by the frowning of Fate un- 
subdued, 

He sung, as if sorrow had placed him 
above her— 

* Frown, Fat^ frown ! thou art not so 
rude 

Aj 8 the heart’ of a maid that deceives 

• her lover. 

At length his career found a close in 
death. 


The close he Jopf to his cheer- 

less roying, • . 

For Victory 8h<^e '4m, his latest breath,. 
And he in a cause of his beartw'^ 

But stillhe^acpembei^ hk sorrov?,— * 
and still 

He sung tilt the vision of life was 
over — 

* Come, death, come 1 thou art not so 
chill . 

As the heart of a maid that deceives 
her lover.’ , 

Whek life looks lone and dreary. 

What light can dispel the gloom ? 
When Time’s swift wing grows weary, 
Wliat clianii can refresh his pluuio ? 
’Tis woman, whose sweetness beameth 
O’er all that we feel or see ; 

And if man of heaven e’er dreameUi, 

’Tis when ho thinks purely of thee, 

0 woman ! * 

Let conquerors fight for glory, 

Too dearly the meed they gaip ; 

Let patriots live in story-* 

Too often they die in Vain ; 

Civo kingdoiiiB to those w^ho choofte ’em. 
This world can ofier to me 
No throne hko Beauty’s bosom, 

No freedom like serving thr^e, 

0 woman ! 


CCTPID’S LOTTEBY. 

A Lottery, a Lottery, 

In Cupid’s court there used to be ; 
Two roguish eyes 
The Inkiest prize 
In Cupid’.s scheming Lottery ; 

And kisses, too, 

As good as new, 

Which weren’t very hard to win, 
For he who won 
The eyes of Am 
Was sure to have the kisses in 

A Lotfcciy, a Lottery, etc. 

This Lottery,, this Lotteiy, 

In Cupid's court went merrily, 
And Cupid played 
A Jewish trade 



W MJ>.! OIL TEE BtmSTOOmia. 



In sham he aold 
To many a fond believing drone, 

And cut the hearts 
In sixteen parts 

So well, each thought the whole his 
own. ^ 

Chor.^A Lottery, a Ix)ttery, etc. 


THOuaH sacrod the tie that onr country 
entwineth. 

And dear to the heart her remem- 
brance remains, 

Yet dark are the ties where no liberty 
shineth, 

And sad the remembrance that 
slavery stains. 

r> thou who wert born in the cot of the 
peasant, 

But diest in languor in luxury's dome, 

Our vision, when absent - our glory, 
when present— 

Whore thou art, 0 Lilwty I there is 
my home. 

Farewell to the land where in child- 
hood I’ve wandered ! 

In vain is she mighty, in vain is she 
brave \ 

IJnblessetl is the blood that for tyrants 
is squandered, 

And fame has no WTeaths for the 
brow of the slave. 

But bail to tJico, AD non I who meet’st 
tlie commotion 

Of Europe as calm as thy cldh ncot 
the foam I 

With no bonds but the law, and no 
slave but the ocean, 

Hail, Temple of Liberty ! thou art 
my home. 


Oh think, when a hero is sighing, 
What danger in such an adorer ! 
What woman can dream of denying 
The hand that lays laurels before her? 
No heart is so guarded around, 

But the sniife of a victor will take 
it; 

No bosom can slumber so sound, 

But the trumi>et of glory will wake it 


Love sememes is given to sleeping, 
And woe to the heart *that allows him ; 

For oh, neither saailing nor weeping 
Has power at those moments ^ 
kmsQ him. 

But though he was sleeping so fast, 
'Dxat the liih almost seemed to for« 
aahe him, 

Believe me, one soul-thrilling blast 
From the trumpet of glory would 
wake him. 


Mit. Obator Puit had two tones m 
his voice 

The one squeaking thus, and the 
other down so ! 

In each sentonco ho uttered he gave 
you youjr choice, 

For one was B alt, and the rest G 
below. 

Oil ! oh, Orator Puff ! 

One voice for one orator’s surely 
enough. 

But he still talked aw'ay s]>ito of coughs 
and of frowns, 

So distracting all cars with his ups and 
his downs, 

That a wag once, on hearing tlie orator 
say, 

‘My voice is for war,’ asked him, 

‘ Which of them, pray V 
Oh ! oh ! etc 

Keeling homewards one pvening, top- 
heavy with gin, 

And rehearsing his speech on the 
weight of tlie crowm. 

He tripped near a sawpit, and tiimbletl 
right in, 

* Simting Fund,’ the last words as his 
noddle came down 
Oh ! oh J etc. 

‘Help ! help !’ he exclaimed, iu his he 
and she tones, 

* Help me out ! help m^ out— I have 
broken my bones !’ 

‘ Help you out ?’ said a Paddy who 
passed, ‘ what a bother ! 

Why, there’s two of you there, cjm’t 
you help one another T 
* Oh ! oh ! etc. 
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DEDICATION, 

1814, 


TO ST N W ^LR E, Esq. 

Mr DEAR W E,— It ia now about seven years since I promised (and I grieve 

to think it is almost as long since we met) to dedicate to you the vei’y first 
book, of whatever size or kind, 1 should publish. Who could have thought 
that so many years would elapse without my giving the least signs life upon 
the subject of this im^fOrtaut in-omisc? Who could have imagined that a 
\ oluiiie of doggerel, after all, would be the first offering that Gratitude would 
lay upon the slirine of Fricndsliip ? 

If, however, you iire as interested about me and my pursuits as formerly, you 
will 1)0 happy to hear that doggeVel is not my only occupation; but that I am 
preparing to throw my name to the Swans of the Temple of Immortality,^ 
leaving it, of course, to the said Swans to determine whether they ever will 
take the trouble of picking it from the stream. 

Ill tlie meantime, my dear W e, like a pious Lutheran, you mnst judge 

of mo rather by my faith than my ivorks ; and however trifling the tribute 
which 1 offer, never doubt the fidelity with which I am, and always shall be, 

, Your sincere and attached friend, 

THE YUTHOR. 

March i, 1813. 


* PREFACE. 

The Bag from which the following Letters are selected was dropped by a Two- 
pcmiy Postman about two months since, and picked up by an emissary of the 
Society for the Suppression of Vice, who, supposing it might materially assist 
the private researches of that institution, immediately took it to his employers^ 
and was rewarded handsomely for his trouble. Such a treasury of semets wan 
Worth a whole host of informers ; and accordingly, like the Cupids of the poet 
u I may use so* profane a simile), who ‘ fell at odds about the sweet-bag of a 
V/ o.** those venerable suppressors almost fought with each other for the honour 


t Arioiito, canto 3B. 


» Herrick. 
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aiid 4diglit ol £r8t ransaoking tlia Fort Bag. UnluaHljr^ ii: tamed 

out, imon esfaixiixiation, that the diacoveties ^ ptodigaoy 'whkh it euaU^ them 
to mah^ lay ohieily in those uppei? regions of society which their well'bred 
regulations forbid them to molest or meddle witik. In conseq^uence, they 
gained but very few victims by their prise j and after lying for a week or two 
nmlm' Mr. H--tch^^s counter, the Bag, with its violated contents, was sold 
for a tride to a friend of mine. 

It happened that I had l>een just then seised with an mbition (having never 
tried the strength of my wing but in a newspaper) to publish somethii^ or other 
in the shape of a book; and it occurred to me that, the present being snch a 
Irtter-writing era, a few of these twoponny-port epistles, turned into easy verse, 
would be as light and popular a task as I could possibly select for a com- 
mencement. I did not think it prudent, however, to give too many Letters at 
first, and accordingly have been obliged (in order to eke out a suiTleient number 
of pages) to reprint some of those trit&s wmch had already appeared in the public 
journals. As, in the battles of ancient times, the shades of the departed w^e 
sometimes seen among the combatants, so I thought 1 might remedy the thin- 
ness of my ranks by conjuring up a few dead and forgotten ephemerons to lUl 
them. 

Such arc the motives and accidents that led to the present publication; and 
as this is the first time my Muse has ever ventured out of the go-cart of a news- 
paper, though I feel sdl a parent’s delight at seeing little Miss go alone, 1 am 
also not without a parent’s anxiety, lest an unlucky fall should be the conse- 
quence of the experiment j and 1 need not })oint out the UJdny living instances 
there are of Muses that have suffered severely in their heads, from taking too 
early and rashly to their feet. Besides, a boolt is so very ^Hfferent a thing 
from a newspaper f In the former, your doggerel, without cither company or 
shelter, must stand shivering in the middle of a bleak white page by itself ; 
whereas in the latter it is comfortably backed by advertisements, and has some- 
times even a speech of Mr. St— ph— n’s, or something equally warm, for a 
vtiauffe-pUt—so that, in general, the very reverse of ‘laiulatur et algct’ is its 
destiny. 

Ambition, however, must run some risks, and I shall be very well 8ati8fie<l 
if the reception of those few Letters should have the effect of sending me to the 
Post Bag for more. 


PKEFACB TO THE FOURTEENTH EDITION. 

BY A FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR. 

In the absence of Mr. Brown, who is at present on a tour through , I fcol 

myself called upon, as his friend, to notice certain misconceptions and misrepre- 
sentations to which this little volume of Trifles has given nse, 

In the first place, it is not true that Mr. Brown has had any accomplices in 
the work, A note, indeed, which has hitherto accompanied his l^rofiioe, may 
very naturally have been the origin of such a supposition ; but that note, which 
was merely lie coquetiy of an author, I have in the present edition taken ujwn 
myself to remove, ana Mr. Brown must therefore be considered (like® the 
mother of that unique production the Centaur, fiwa km popov) as alone respon- 
sible for the whole contents ol the volume. 
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In &e next plaWi it luw be«i 8#id in (wmpeqMM* «f Mil# 
book, a certain distingui^ed Fcrflon^e pre^^il^ QpOA lutiiktii^r 
jPcraonage to withdraw from the Author tnat no^co apd, Id^i^oas w^th wEicb 
bad so long and so libera'ly honoured han^ Xbere ia ^tvi^o syllable ol tmtb 
in this story. For the toagnanin^y of ihe /ewer of theee ^raons I would, 
indeed, in no cai»e answer too rashly ; but of the oonduet of the htter towards 
my friend, I ha^e a proud jgratification in declaring that it baa never ceased to 
be such as he must mmemfcp with indeliWe gratitude, — a gratitude the mo^ 
cheerfully and warmly paid, from its not being a debt incurred solely on hts 
own account, but for kindness shared with those nearest and dearest to hini. 

To the charge of being an Irishman, poor .Mr. Brown pi^s guil*^; and I 
believe it must also l>e acknowledged he comes of a Boman Catholic family; 
an avowal which, I am avrare, is decisive of his utter reprobatioU in the eyesof 
those exclusive patentees of Christianity, ao worthy to have been the SallowetB 
of a certain enlightened bishop, Bonatua,^ who held ‘that Cod is in Africa, md 
not ehmhere' But from all this it does not necessarily follow that Mr. Brown 
is a Papist ; and, iddeed, I have the strongest reasons for suspecting that tliey 
who say so are totally mistaken. Kot that 1 presiune to have asoertained his 
oiuuious upon such subjects t all I know of his orthodoxy is, that he has a 
Protestant wife, and two or three little Protestant children, and that he has 
been seen at church every Sunday for a whole year together, Hstoning to the 
sermons of hia tridy reverend and amiable friend Dr. < — and behaving there 
as well and as orderly as most people. ■ * 

There are a few more mistakes and fidsehoods about Mr. Brown, to which I 
had intended with all becoming grarity to advert; but I begin to think tlie 
task is altogether as useless as it is tiresome. Caluimues and misrepresenta- 
tions of this sort aio, like the arguments and statements of Dr. Didgenan, not 
at all the less vivacious or less serviceable to their fafaricatom for having been 
refuted and disi^Toved a thousand times over : they are brought forward again 
as good as new, whenever malice or stupidity is in want of them, and are as 
useful as the old broken lanteni, in Fielding’s Ainelia, which the watchman al- 
ways keeps ready by him, to produce, in proof of riot, against his fetims. I 
sh^l therefore give up the fruitless toil of vindication, and would even draw 
my pen over what I have already written, had I not promised to furnish the 
Publisher with a Preface, and know not how else I could contrive to eke it 
out. • 

I have added two or three more trifles to this edition, which I found in the 
Morning Ch'onkU^ and knew to be from the pen of my friend. The rest ot 
the volume remains^ fn its original state. 

April 20, 1S14. 


• 1 Uiflhop of Casaj Nigrw in the fourtli oentnrv. brings tho Ode, it is said, more home to the 
» A now reading has been suggested in the noble translator, and gives a poouUar I'oroo and 
original of tho Ode of Horace, freely translated aptness to the epithet ‘ sesiuosas.' I merely 
bv honi Eldon, In the line * Sive per SyrtoU iter tlurow out this emendation for the learned, being 
aistaosas,' it is proposed by a ve^ trlning ulie- unable myself to decide upon its merits, 
ration to read 'BwrU«it insteiiMl of " Syrteis,^ which | 




INTBECBPTBD LETTERS, Bw). 


LETTER I 

3mOM ITEE PB— Sa OH B OF W— S T0 THB LAOT B— RB— A 

A-~SHL— y,‘ 

My dear Lady Bab, youll be sliocked, Vm afraid, 

When you hear the sad rumpus your ponies have made ; 

Sinoe the time of horse- consuls (noyr long out of date) 

No nags ever made such a stir in the State ! , 

Lord Eld— n first heard— and as instantly prayed he 

To God and his King— that a Popish young lady 

(For though you’ve bright eyes, and twelve thousand a year, 

It is still hut too irue you’re a Papist, my dear) 

Had insidiously sent, % a tall Irish groom, 

Two priest-ridden ponies, just landed from Rome, 

And so full, little rogues, of pontifical tricks, 

That ihe dome of St. Paul’s was scarce* Safe from their kicks 1 

Off at once to papa, in a flurry, ho files - 

For papa always docs what these statesmen advise, 

On condition that fchey’U be, in turn so polite • . 

As in no case whate’er to advise him too righl-^ 

* Pretty doings are here, sir (he angrily cries, 

While by dint of dark eyebrows be strives to look wise) ; 

’Tis a scheme of the Romanists, so help me God ! 

To ride over your most Royal Highness lougliKhod— 

Excuse, sir, my tears, they re from loyalty’s source — 

Bad enough twas for Troy to bo sacketl Cy a Horse, • 

But for Us to l>c ruined by Ponm^ still v/orse !’ 

Quick a council is called — the whole cabinet sits - 
The Archbishops declare, frightened out of llieir wits, 

That if vile Popish ponies should cat at my mangor, 

From that awful moment the Church is in danger 1 
As, give them but stabling, and shortly no stalls 
Will suit their proud stomachs but those of 8t. Paul’s. 

The Doctor,® and he, the devout man of Leather, 

V— na— tt— t, now laying their saint-heads together. 

Declare that these skittish young a-bominations 
Are clearly foretold in chap. vi. Revelations— 

Nay, they verily think they could {)oint out the one 
Which the Doctor’s friend Death was to cantor upon ! ^ 


1 This yotmg lady, who is a Bowan Catboli<!^ had lately made a present of some beautiful pomes 
to the Pr-no-n. ^ A nickname for Mr. Addington. 
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lidrd Ht— rr— by, hoping ijhftt no one im{nil09 
To the Court uny fancy to pereecnte brute^i^ 

'Frotesta, on the word of himself and h^ 

That had these said (O^eaturea been Asaea, "nbt Ponies, 

The Court would hate started no aori of objeotioo, 

As Asses were, there^ always sure of protection^ 

* 

* If the Pf — nc— ss mil keep them (says Lord O—stl— r— gh), 
To make them quite harmiess» the only true way 
Is (as certain Chief-Jmdaoes do with their wiyes] 

To flog them within half an inch of their lives— 

If they’ve any bad Irish blood lurking about, 

This (he know by experience) would soon draw it -but/ 

Or— -if this be thought cruel— hia Lordship proposes 
‘ Tlie new Ffiio-snafilo to bind down their noses-^ 

A pretty contrivance, made out (rf old chains, 

Which appears to indulge, while it doubly restrains ; 

Which, however high-mettled, their gamesomoneas checks 
(Adds his Lordship humanely), or else breaks thmr necks f 


Tliis proposal received pretty general applause 

Frotn the statesmen around— and the neck-breaking olanse 

Had a vigour about it, which soon reconciled 

Even Eld— n liimseH to a measure so mild. 

8o the siiaflies, my dear, were agreed to nem. Con., 

And my Lord C— stl— r— gh, having so often shone 
In the fettering line,' is to buckle them tm, 

I shall drive to your door in these Teton some day, 

But, at pix'scnt, adieu J— I must hurry away 
To go sec my mamma, as I’m suflered to meet her 
For just lialf-an-hour by the Q— n’s best repeater, 

0 B. 


LETTER II. 


FROM COLONEL M‘M— H— N TO (3 — LU FE— NO— 8 L— KCIB, ESQ. 


Dear Sir, I’ve just had time to look 
into your very leanicd book,^ 
Wherein— as plain as man can speak, 
Whose English is half modern Greek— 
¥"011 prove that wo can ne’er intrench 
Our happy isles against the lYench^ 

Till Royalty in England’s made 
A much more indojicndent trade- 
in short, until .the House of Guelph 
Lays Lords and Commons on the shelf, 1 
And boldly sets up for itself ! 


All, that can be well understood 
In this said book, is vastly good ; 

And, as to what's incomprehensible, 

1 dare be sworn ’tis full as sensible. 

But to your work’s immortal credit, 
The P — e, good sir,— the P — e has 
read it. 

(The only book himself remarks, 
Which he has read since Mrs. 
Clarke’s.) 


1 See die ' Edinburgh Eeview,’ Ko. ri. 
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la&t levee'^om he looked it thnmgli 
During that awful hour or two 
Of g[rave tousorial pei^aratioii, 

Wkiok, to a fond semiring imtioii, , 
iorth^ atutounced by trump and 
drum, 

The best-wigged P e Ghristen- 

domi 

He thinks, with you, the i^ginatioa 
Of partnerifhip in legislation ^ 

Could only enter in the noddles 
Of dull and ledgerdroeping twaddles, 
Wliose heads on firms are running so 
They even must have a King ana Oo,, 
And hence, too, eloquently snow forth 
On checks and baktnoeSt and so forth. 
But now, he trusts, we coming 
near a 

Better and more royal era ; 

When England’s monarch need but 
say, 

‘Whip me those scoundrels, C^tl — 

Or — *Hang me up those Papisto, El- 
d— n,’ 

And ’twill bo done— ^ay, faith, and well 
done. 

With view to wliich, I’ve his com- 
mand 

To Iwjg, sii’, from your travelled hand 
(Hound which the foreign graces swarm) 
A i>laTi of radical reform ; 
i\)mpiled and chosen, as best you can, 
In Turkey or at Ispahan, 

And quite upturning, branch and root, 
Lords, Commons, and Burdett to boot I 

But, pray, whato’er you may impart, 
write 

SomcM^hat more brief thanMajorC— rt- 
wr~ght ; 

Else, though the P e be long in 

rigging, 

’Tu'ouTd take, at least, a fortnight’s 
wiggiiig— 


> the lesrnod Colonel muet allude here to a 
deemption of tlie Mystcrioas Isle, in the Ilietory 
of Abdalla, Son of Hanif, where Uttch Inversiona 
of the order of nature are said to ha?e taken 
place.-^*A Bcore of old women and the same 
number of eld men played bare and there in the < 


Two wigs to every 

Before he well Qoida get ilWigh ^ 

you’ll send it, also, speedily— 

As, truth to say, ’twixt you and urn, 
His Hi^huf^s, heated by your work, 
Already thinta himself Grand Turk J 
And you’d have laughed, had you seen 
how 

He scared the Ch— no— U— r just now, 
When (on his Lordship’s entering 
puffed) he 

Slapped his back and called him 
‘Muftil’ 

The tailors, too, h^-ve got commands 
' To put directly into hands 
All sorts of dulimans and pouches, 
With sashes, turbaus, and pabouches 
(While Y—m— th’s sketching out a 
plan 

Of new a VOUwmm)^ 

And all things fitting and expedient 
To Twrli/y our gracious K— g— nt 1 

You therefore have no time to waste— 
So send your ^tem.— 

^ Yours, in haste. 

FOSTSCKIPT. 

Before I send this scrawl away, 

I seize a moment, just to say 
There’s some paats of the Turkish 
system 

So vulgar, ’twere as well^you missed 
’em. 

For instance in Seraglio matter.'? — 
Your Turk, whom girlish fondness 
flatters, 

Would fill his Haram (tastele.«B fool !) 
W'ith tittering, red -cheek etl things from 
school — 

But here (as in that fairy land, 

Where Love and Age went hand in 
liand j' 

Wliere lips till sixty shed no honey, 
And Grandams were worth any money) 


court, BOtne at ohuck-fjKrthiflg, Others at tip-oat 
or at oocklea/— And afirMn. ' There is noyiine, 
believe me, more engogini? than those lovely 
wrinkles,' etc, etc.— See Tates qf the JEos/, vol. UL 
pp. 007 , 808 . 
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Ow> Sultan iuiiuMueh riper noticmfl^ 
Ho, let your lint of a4««piWiOtione 
Include those only, plump and eage, 
WhoWe reached the regmiUion^&gQ ; 
That is— as near as one can 
From Peerage dates -^-foU Bf|y*»jc. 


Thm loir 
mown-*' 

For, asto irifre^ a CteiMSignoir# vi 
Though not 

Kaed mm oSrO onoomiae ahont them 1 


LETTER m. V. 

PROM O, B. TO THB K— OR Y ^ 

We missed you last night at the * hoiry old ainnerV 
Who gave ui^ as usual, the cream of good dinners— 

His soups scientific— his fishes quite prmc— 

His Mtls superb — and his cutlets snblime I 
In short, ’twas the snug sort of dinner to stir a 

Stomachic orgasm in my Lord E gh, 

Who geUo, to be sure, with miraculous force, 

And exclaimed, between mouthfuls, * A JS^^cook, of course ! 
While you live— (what’s there under that cover ? pray, look)— 
While you live— (I’ll just/tastc H)-T-no’cr keep a Sne-oook. 

Tie a sound Salic law— (a small bit of that toast)— 

Which ordains that a female shall ne’er rule the roast 
For Cookery’s a secret— (this turtle’s uncommon) — 

Like Masonry, never fpund out by a woman !* 

This dinner, you know, was in gay celebration 
Of my brilliant triumph and H— nt’s condemnation 
A compliment too to his Lordship the J — e 
For his speech to the J— y, — ^and zounds 1 who would grudge 
Turtle-soup, though it came to five guineas a bowl, 

To reward such a loyal and complaisant soul ! 

We were all ill high gig—Eoman Pimch and Tokay 
JVavclled round, till our heads travelled just the same way,— 
And we cared not for Juries or Libels— no— damme I nor 
Even for the threats of ast Sunday’s Examiner ! 


More good things were eaten than said— but TomT— rrh— t 
In (luoting Joe Miller, you know, has some merit, 

Aii^ healing the sturdy Justiciary Chief 
Say— sated with turtle—* I’ll now try the beef 
Tommy whispered him (giving his Lordship a sly hit), 

* I fear ’twiU be Au«g-beef, my Lord, if you (ry it 1’ 


And C— md— n was there, who, that morning, had gone 
To fit his new Marquis’s coronet on ; 

And the dish set before him — oh, dish well-devised ! 

Was, wbat old Mother Glasse calls, * a calf s bead surprised f 

Th6 bminjt were near ; and once they’d been line, 

• But of late they had lain so long soaking in wine, 

t This letter, as tbe reader will perceive, was written tke day after a dumar given by tbe M— * 
of H— d — t. 
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tMn howem we etiU loighi in ooii^flelQr cull 
^ fhm a fine dish d brains, wm no brains at all 

When the dintiejr was over, we dratih, every one 
In a bamper, *the veniai delights of Ctiin. Con*’ 

^ At which H— d— t with warm rfemiaiscences gloated, 
And E— bV— h chuckled to hearjhimself quoted. 

. Our next round of toasts waa«a fancy quite new, 

For wo drank-^nd you’ll own ’twas benevolent too— 
To those Weil-^meanin^ husbands, oits, p^ons, or peers, 
Whom we’ve any ^me hbuoared by kissing thoir dears ; 
This museum of wittols was ccimical rather ; 

Old H— d— t ga^e M— and I gave . 

In shorty not a soul till this morning would budge 
We were all fun and ftolip !— and even tlm 
Laid aside, for the time, his juridical /oshiun, ^ 

And through the whole night wss nol orice in a passion ! 

I write this in bed, while my whiskers are airing, 

And M— c hag a sly dose of jalap preparing 
For poor T— mmy T— rr- 1 at breakfast to quaff j 
^ As I feel 1 want something to give me a laugli. 

And there’s nothing sO go^ as^old T— mmy, kept close 
To his Cornwall account, after taking; a dose ! 


LE1TEK IV. 


FROM THE RIGHT IION. P— TR— CK B— (1— W- 
fUR J— IIN N— ni"*^L* 


•N TO TltE liKUrf liON. 

Dublin.* 


dear N — ch-4, making | ** Rogrie ” — “ iraifor^^- hiccup— and ad 
that— 

You must be muzzled, Doctor i\it !— 
You must indeed— hiccup— that’s ilat*' 

Yes— * muzzled ' was the word, Sir 
John — 

These fools have clapped a miiz'/h* on 
The boldest mouth that e’er ran o’er 
With slaver of the tunes of yoic !-— 
Was it for tliis tliat back 1 went 
As far 06 Lateran and Trent, 

To prove that they, who damned us 
then, 

Ought now, in turn, bedamnedagain !— 
The silent victim still to sit 
Of G — tt— n’s fire and C— im— g’s wit, 


LjilST week, 
merry 

At dinner with our Secretary, 

When all were drunk, or pretty near 

(The time for doing business here), 

Says he to me, * Sweet Bully Bottom ! 

These Papist dogs— hiccup— od rot 
’em ! 

Deserve to be bespattered— hiccu})— 

With all the dirt even can pick 
up— 

But, as the P—e— (here's to liim — 
fill- 

Hip, hip, hurra !)— is trying still 

To humbug them with kind profes- 
sions, 

And as you deal in expressions— 


* This letter, which eofttained Home very heavy * In sending this shert to tho Prevs, howifvcr, 
enoloflureB, seems to have been sent to hondenh) I Iram that the * muzzle’ has been taken oO; and 
ai^ate hand, and th^ not into the Twopenny I the Bight Boa. Doctor let loose again. 

FDSt*OMo«, to save ttouhfe. dee the Appendix. I 
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1$ h«ar even noisy M— w gabUe 
cm, 

Normtmtioaoiice th© of Babylon \ 

Ohl His too much*- who now will bo 
The Nightman of Nn-Bopery f 
What Courtier, i^aint, or ev®a Bishop, 
Such learned filth wjlII ever lish up ? 

If there aowmg our ranks be one 
To take my place, 'tia Sir 

John— 

Thou— who, like me, ar^ dubbed Eight 
Hon., 

Like me, too, art a Lawyer Civil ^ 
That wishes Bapi&ts at the devil I ^ 

To whom, then, but to theo, my friend, 
Should JPatrickl his i»orfcfoUo send ? 
Take it— ’tis thine his learned port- 
^ folio, 

With all its thooloiric olio 
Of JJulh, jj vlf Irish and half Eoman— 
Ot'Doctrines now believed by no man— 
Of Couucila, held for men*» salvation, 
^ct always ending in damnation^- 
(Which shows tlut since the world’s 
creation, 

Your JH’iests, w^hate’er their g^ptSe 
shanu^ug, , 

Have alwj!^ had a taste for damning); | 
Ami many more such mous scra^ts, 

To prove (what weVe long proved 

uerbaiis; I 


That, mad as Ohriatk^xia to U 
About the Thirteemdi lOentury, 

There’s loti of Chriataans to be had H 
In this, the Ninetem^thi juet as mad I 
fareivw^l send lyith this, deai^ 
N-di-ll 

A rod or turn I’ve had in pickje, 
Wherewith to trim old Gr— tb— 


jacJkeL— 

Tiie r^t ehall go by Monday’s 


4m<yag tke mdogum in the foregoing 
JUtfermstfiefolhvfing * l/nmmoeraUe 
ArtjamtM chgamt the Papiefs.' 

I « a • * • « a 

i We’re told the ancient Roman nation 
Made use of sinttle in lustiation.*— 
vVide Lactantuim ap. Oallteum®— 

I.e. you need not read but see ’em). 
Now, Irish Papists (fact sutgljrising }) 
Make hso of spittle in baptising, 

Which proves them oil, O’Finns, 
O’Pagans, 

Connors, and Tboles, all downright 
Pagans! 

This fa^’s enough— let no one tell us 
To free suCh Bmsalivous fellows— 
No— no— the man baptised with spittle 
Hath no truth in him- not a ^’ttle I 

*##«**• 


LETTJSR V. 

wm THE COUFTSSS nOWAOBE OF 0 - 


to IA3DY - 


Mv dear lisdy — I I’ve been just smwJing out 
Ahont dve hundred Uards few a simg litUu EottW 
(By 4bo-bye, you^ve seen f-^this moment got mine- 

The MailCowdi editHUi^—prpdj^ously fine 1) 


’ fays* sjion S 


iThkisshadni 
is worse.— As Pi 

lorqastur ApoUo 
Nomihe^pereijiwwjf. 

I ^ . 4 . . . hiuirohbai salivis 
E:i^jiaA.-Pfirs» Soi, e. * 

* I have taken the traeUl^ of ^iWBi^sie 




porwoi The Mewiniif Are IN words of his 
iedigniwt lefM i ^ Assei^ non v«rs- 
t&Ur saciram hactfstswu a Paiyiiaki profansH, st 
spsU iisum la Pagimis 

aoa p teisUmds mHttess/ 

* Ssfi idrt IAw«si’s^< 
eegdeae 

80 
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Bat I caii*t conceive how, in this very cold weatiier, 

I’m ever to brina my five handled t(5gether ; 

As, unlose the tnermometoT’s near boiling beat, 

One can never cat half of ono’a hnadreds to meet— 

you*a hare langhed to see ToWnBend, last night, 
Escort to their <^air, with liia staff so polite, 

The Three 'Maiden Miseries/ all in a flight ! 

Poor Townsend, like Hercu^, filling two posts, 

Supervisor of and ehief usher of yAwte/) 

But, my d^ar Lady. , can’t you hit on some notion, 

At least for one night to set London in motion ? 

As to having the K—g — at-^tAat show is gone by— 
Besides, I’ve remarked tliat (luetween you and 1) . 

The Maroliesa and he, inconvenient in more ways, 

Have taken much lately to whispefring in doorways ; 
Wluch—considering, you know, dear, the me of the two— 
Makes a block tliat one’s company cmnoi get through ; 
And a house such as mine is, with doorways so sm^, 

Has no room for such cumbersome love work at all I — 
(/ipj'opoSf though, of love-work— you’ve heard it, 1 hope, 
That Napoleoirs old MoHier’s to marry the Pope,— 

WJiat a comical pair ’)—But, to stick to my Bout, 

’Twill be hard if some novelty , c^h’t be struck out. 

Is them no Algerine, no Kamchatkan arrived ? 

No Plenipo Pacha, three-tailod and ten-wived ? 

No llussiaii, whose dissonant consonant name 
Almost rattles to fragments the trumpet of fame ? 


I remember the time, tliree or four winters back, 
When-provided their wigs were but decently black — 

A few Patriot monsters, from Spain, were a sight 
That would pootdo one’s house for one, night after night, 

But— whether the Ministers pawrd them too much^ 

(And you know how they spoil whatever they touch), 

Or, whether Lcird Gr— rge (the young man about town) 

Has by dint of bad poetiy written them dowm — 

One has certainly lost one’s Pemnsrdar rage, 

And the only stray Patriot seen for an age 
Has been at such places (think how the nt cools) 

As old Mrs. V av* or Lord L— v— rp— I’s 1 

But in short, my dear, names like Wintzisdiitstopschinsoudhoil 
Arc the only things now make an evening go smooth off— 

So get me a Bussian— till death I’m your debtor— 

If he brings the whole Alphabet, »o much the beifcferf 
And— Lord I if he would but in cMracter etip 
Off his fish -oil and candles, he’d quite set me ap‘l 

An revoir, my sweet girl— I must leave yon in haste— 

Little Gunter lias brought me the Liqneura to tasl^ 
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By-tlie-bye, have you found any {riond lihat caai consider 
That Latin account, t’other day, of a MonsW t^ 

If wo can’t get a Ruseiau^ and that tk^g in 'Latm 
Bo not too improper, I thmk I’ll bring that in, 


LEirTER VI, 

FROM ABDALLAH® LONDON. ^0 MOliASSAK IN ISPAHAN 


Whilst thou, M<dia8aan (happy thou !) 
Dost daily bend thy U^al brow 
lief ore our King - our Asia’s treastire I 
N utnu^g of Comfort ! Rose of Plea- 
sure !■— 

And bear’at as many kicks and bruises 
As the said I ioa© and Nutmeg chooScs;-*- 
Thy head still near the bowstring’s 
borders, 

Ami but left on till fuither orders ! 
Thnuigh London streets with turban' 
fair, % 

And caftan floating to the air, 

I saunter on —the admiration 
Of this short-coated population— 

Tins se wed-up race — this buttoned 
nation— 

Who, while they boast their laws so 
free, 

Leave not one limb at liberty, 

But live, with pll their loidly si>eeche8, 
T)ie slaves of buttons and tight 
breeches. 


’ Alluding:, I Buppuae, to the Ijatin advertise- 
ment of a Lusug Na^twa iu the newspaners 
lately. 

1 have made many inquiries about thia Per- 
sian gentleman, but cannot aatiafaetorily ascer- 
lam who he is. Prom his notions of Beligious 
Libert^’, linwovcr, I conclude that ho is an iw- 
|>ortation of Ministers; and he has arrived just 
in time to assist the P — e and Mr, L- ak— e iu 
their new Oriental Plan of Beform. See the se- 
cond of these Letters.— How AbdallaJr*.i Kpistle 
to Ispahan found its way into the Twopenny 
Post llag Is more than I can pretend to account 
for. 

“ ‘ C*cst uu honndfe hommo,* aaid a Turkish 
„goveriwr of do Buy ter; ‘cWgrand dommage 
qu’rl soit Clir^tieri.' \ 

* Sknnim and SMUtt are the ta% leading sects 
Into which the Mohammedan world ih dirided; 
and they have gone on cursing and pei^outing 


Yet, though they thus their knee-pauB 
fetter 

(They’re Christians, and they know no ^ 
better),*' 

In ao?Bt^things they’re a thinking nation, 
And, on Etmrious Toleration, 

T own I like their notions qui^Cj 
They are so Reraian and so right ! 

You know our Sunnites,^ hateful dogs 1 
Whom every pious Shiite flogs, 

Or lonBS to fiog^— ’tis true, they pray 
To Goo, but in an ill-bred way ; 

With neither arms, nor legs, nor faces 
Stuck in tliedr right, canonic places 1® 

’Tis true, they worship All’s naino^— 
Their heaven and mrs are just the 
same — 

(A Persian’s heaven is easily made, 

’Tis but~black eyes and lemonade). 

Yet, though we’ve tried for centuries 
back, 

We can’t persuade the stubborn pack, 


each other, without aiiy intermission, lor about 
eleven hundred years. The Sunni is the CHto- 
blished sect in Turkey, and tlie Shia iu Persia; 
and the difforences between them turn chieily 
upon those iraporlant points which our pious 
fnpnd Abdallah, in the true spirit of Shiik 
asceodoncy, reprobat-es in this I,ett.cr. 

‘ ‘ Les Buimites, qui dtaient comme les catho- 
liques de Musulmanlsrae. — 

* in contradistinction to the Bounis, who in 
their prayers cross their hands on the lower part 
of the breast, the Schioba drop their arms in 
straight lines; and as thfc Ifeunls, at certain 
periods of the prayer, press their foreheads on 
the ground or carpet, i^ie Schiahs,’ etc. etc.- 
Fomiur't Voyage, 

’ * Les Turcs no d^tostent paa Alt r^eiproque* 
ment ; an oontndio Us le reoo&naissenV etc, etu 
— CBordw, 
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By*bastmado6B, scre^^s, or m|){)er6, 

To wear the established pea^gi'een slip* 
pers!^ 

Tlien— only think— the libertines ! 
They wash their toes, they comb their 
chins, ^ 

With many more such deJSdly sins 1 
And (wliat’s the worst, though last I 
rank it) 

Believe the Chapter of the Blanket I 

Yet, spite of tenets so Hagitious, 
(Which must at bottom be seditious 
As no man living would refuse 
Green slippers, but from treasonous 
views ; 

^ Nor wash his toes, but with intent 
To overturn the government !) 

Such is our mild and tolerant way, 

We only curse them twice a-day 
(AccoriUiig to a form that’s sot). 

And, far from torturing, only let 
All orthodox believers beat ’em, 

And twitch their beards, whene'er they 
meet ’em. 

As to the rest, they’re free to do 
Whate’er their fancy prompts them to, 
Provided they make nothing of it 
Towards rank or honour, power or 
profit ; 

Which things, we naturally expect, 
Belong tu us, the Established sect, 


Wlio disbelieve (the lord be thanked) 
The aforesaid Chapter of the Blanket. 

The same mild views of Toleration 
Inspire, I find, this buttoned nation, 
Whose Papists (full as given to rogue, 
And only Sunnites with a bro^e) 

Fare just as well, with all their fuss. 
As rascal Sunnites do with us. 

The tender Gazel 1 enclose 
Is for my love, my Syrian Hose- 
Take it, when night begins to fall, 
And throw it o’er hej’ mother’s wall. 

GAZEL 

Remeinberost thou the hour we past ? 
TJiat hour, the happiest and the last !— 
Oh 1 not so sweet the Siha tliorn 
To summer bees at breali of morn, 

Not half so sweet, through dale aud 
dell, 

To camels’ cars the tiukliug boll, 

As is the soothing memoiy 
Of that one precious hour to mo ! 

How can we live, so far apai t ? 

Oh I why not rather heart to Jicart 
United live aud^die ?— 

Like thttse sweet birds that fi.v toge* 
ther, 

With feather alvviya ttmchiug feather, 
Linked by a hook and eye !‘^ 


LETTER VIL 


FliOM MERSinS. L— CK— GT— N AKl) UO. TO , ESQ.^ 


Pee Post, Sir, we send your MS.— looked it through— 
Very sorry— but can’t undeiialve — ’twouldn't do. 

Clever work, Sir !— would vp prodigiously well— 

Its oialy defect is— it never %vould sell ! 

And thougli iStatmnen may glory in being mhought. 

In an Author we think. Sir, that 3 rutkev a fault. 


* ‘The SluiiCB. wear gteea elippcw, which the 
SunnUes coutiiUer as a great aboiniuatiun.'— 
Mariti. 

^ For these points of diffhrcnce, oo well as fur 
the Chapter of the Blanket, 1 must refer the 
reader (not having the book hy me) to JPicarl'n 
Account the Mahcmctan Seeix. • 

* This will appear strange to an English 
reader, but it is literally translated from Ahdal* 

{.i^lah's Persian : and the curious bird to which lie 


alludes is the Ju/tak, of which 1 find the follow- 
ing account in Richard&ou * A sort of bird that 
18 said to have but one wing, on the oppostic side 
to which the mule htis a liook and the female a 
ni.g, «o that, when they H>, they are iastened 
together.' 

* From motives of delicacy, and indeed of 
fdlow-fedin^, I suppress the name of the author 
whose rejected manuscript was enclosed in this 
letter.— See the Appendix. 
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Hawi times, Sir,— most books are too dear to be read 
Thoujjb tbo 0 otd of Good-sense and Wit’s small^hmge are fled, 
Yet tlie paper we publishers pass, in tbeir steady i 

Kises higher each day,- and (’tis frightful to think Jt) 

Not even such names as JP— tag— r— d’s can sink it ! 

However, Sir— if you’re for trying again, 

And at somewhat that’s vendible— we your m^. 

Since tbe Chevalier C — rr took to marrying lately. 

The Trade is in want of a Traveller greatly— 

No job, Sir, more easy— your Country once plmined, 

A month aboard ship and a fortnight on land 
Puts your Quarto of Travels clean out of hand. 

An East-Iudia pamphlet’s a thing that would tell— 

And a lick at trie Papists is eure to sell well 
Or— supposing you have nothing ongiml in you— 

Write Parodies, Sir, and such fame it will win you, 

You’ll get to the Blue-stocking Routs of Alb— n— a 
(Mind— to her dimers— u second-hand Muse 
Mustn’t think of aspiring to mess with the Blues.) 

Or— in case nothing else in this world you can do — 

The dcuco is in't, Sir, if you cannot review! 

Should you feel any touch oi poetical glow, 

We’ve a scheme to suggest— Mr. Sc— tt, you must know 
(Who, we’re sorry to say it, now works for the 
Having quitted the Bi»rders to seek new renown, 

Is copiing, by ioug Quarto stages, to Town ; 

And beginning with liokeby (tbe job’s sure to pay), 

JMeans to do all the Gentlemen’s Seats on the way. 

Now, the Scheme is (though none of our liackneys cim beat him) 
To start a fresh Poet through Highgate to meet liiiu ; 

Who, by means of quick proofs— no revises— long coaches— 

May do a few Villas l>eforc Sc — ^tt approaches— 
hideed, if our Pegasus l)c not curst shabby, 

He 11 reach, without foundering, at least Woburn Abbey. 

Snob, Sir, is our plan— if you're up to the freak, 

’Tis a match ! and we’ll put you in training next week — 

At present no more— in reply to tliis Letter, a 
Line will oblige very much 

Yours, ot cetera, 

Temple of the Muses. 


' ^ This alludes, 1 bolicvr, to a curious conespondenee which is said to have passed lately he- 
tween Alb— ii— a, Countesa of B-ck— gh— ms-^, aud a certaiu ingenious Parodist. 

Patarnbstcr Row. , 
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LErrERvnt ^ ' 

FEOM OOIvONBL TH—M— S TO ESQ, * 


OoME to <m Fote,^ and bring with thee 
Thy newest, boat embroidery I 
Come to our Fete, and show again 
That jpea-grcen coat, thon^pink of men ! 
Which charmed all eyes that last sur- 
veyed it, ' 

When Fs self inquired ‘ who made 

it?’ 

When Cits came wondering from the 
East, 

And thought thee PoetPyo, at least/ 

Oh ! come-— (if haply ’tis thy week 
For looking pale) —with paly check; 
Though more we love thy roseate days, 
When the rich rouge-pot pottifl its blaze 
Full o’er thy face, and, amply spread, 
Tips even thy whisker*top8 with red — 
Like the last tints of dying Day 
That o’er some darkling grove delay I 

Bring thy best lace, thou gay Phi- 
lander ! 

(That lace, like H— rry Al— x— nd~r, 
Too precious to be washed)— thy rings, 
Thy seals— -in short, thy prettiest 
things ! 

Put all thy wardrobe’s glories on, 

And yield, in frogs and fringe, to none 
But the groat R — g — t’s self alone ! 
Who, by particular desire. 

For that night ody, moans to hire 
A dress from Romeo C— tes, I^squire— 
Something between {'twere sin to liack 
it) 

The Borneo robe and Hobby jacket ! 


Hail,.0rst of Actors 1® beat of Bf— g — ta ! 
Born for each otheria fond allegiance I 
Both, gay I/othatioa—both good dres. 
sera— 

Of Serioua Farce hath learned Profes- 
Bors-^ 

Both circled round, for use or show. 
With coxcomlia, wheresoever they go I 

Thou know’st the time, tliou man of 
lore I 

It takes to chalk a ball-room floctr— 
Thou kiiow’st the time, too, wcll-a- 
day ! 

It takes to dance that chalk away,® 
The ball-room opens— far and nigh 
Comets and suns beneath us lie ; 

O’er snowy moons and stars we walk, 
And the floor seems a sky of chalk ! 
But soon shall fade the bright deceit, 
Wlien many a maid, with busy feet 
That sparkle in the Lustre’s ray, 

O’er the white path shall bound and 
play 

Like Nymphs along the Milky Way !— 
At every step a star is lied, 

And suns grow dim beneath tlieit 
tread ! 

So passeth life— (thus Sc -tt u’ould 
write, 

And spinsters read him wiili delight)— 
Hours are not feet, yet hours trip on, 
Timeiaiiot clialk, yettime’s soon gone 

But, hang this long digressive flight ! 

I meant to say, thou’lt ace, that night 


‘ This Loiter enclosocl a Card for the Grand 
F6to on the 6ih of Febraaty. 


* Chiem tu, Melpomene, seroel 

Nosemt^ placida lumine, viderie, etc. 

Horat 

The Man, npon whom thoa hast deigned to 
look mimv, 

Thou great iraglc* Muac 1 at the hour of his 
birth- 

let them say whet they will, that’s tlie man 
for my money, 

Give others thy ccars, but let me have thy 
mirth. 


The aiiflartion that follows, however, is not veii- 
in the insUnee before us : 


lUum 

. . . non cquus impiger 
Curu ducct Ackaico. 

* To those who neither go to balls uor road 
tiio Mornitiff it may be neoessary to men- 
tion that the floors of ball-rooms, in gonerul, are 
chalked, for safety and fur omameut, with various 
lauctful devioes. 

* Hearts are not flint, yet flints are rent. 
Hearts are not steel, yet steel is bent. 

After all, however, Mr. So— tt may well say to 
the Colonel (and, indeed, to much bettor wAgs 
than the Colonel), paw uottfieiarOai n uwettrOau 
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Wliat falsehood lUnkles in their iiearts, 
Who say the — e neglects the arts — 
Neglects the arts I— no, 8t-~g ! no ; 
Thy Cupids answer ‘'tis not so y 
And every floor, that night, shall tell 
How quick thou daubest, and bow well ! 
Shine as thou may’st in French ver- 
xnilion, 

Thou’rt beneath a Frendi cotil- 
lion; 

And still com’stoif, whatever thy faults, 
With/yi«i!f colmm in a Waltz I 
Nor ne^^st thou mourn the transient 
date 

To thy best works asaigned*by Fate— 
While $&m chefs-d’eauvre live to weary 
one, 

Thine boast a short life and a merry one ; 
Their hour of glory past and gone 
With ‘ MoUy, put the kettle on V 

But, bless my soul 1 Fve scarce a leaf 
Of paper left— so, must be brief. 

This festive Ftlfce, in fact, will be 
The fonner Vtie'nfac- simile p- 
The same long Ma^uerade of Booms, 
Tricked in such diflerent, quaint cos- 
tumes % 


(These, P— rt^-r, are thy ^orious 
works 1) 

You’d swear Egyptians, Moors, and 
Turks,, 

BearihgOood-Taste sotne deadly malice/ 
Had clubbed to raise a Pic-Nic Palae^ ; 
And each, make the oglio pleasant, 
Had sent a State-^^m as a present i-' 
The same favJeuits and girandoles— 

The same gold Asses,® pretty souls J 
That, in this rich and classic dome, 
Appeiir so j^rfectly at home j 
The same bright river ’mongst the 
dishes. 

But nbi— ah ! not the same dear Ashes— 
Late hours and‘ claret killed the old 
ones ! 

So, ’steaii of silver and of gold ones 
(It being rather hard to raise 
Fish of that specie now-a-days), 

Some sprats have been, by Y— rm -th’s 
wish. 

Promoted into /Silver Fish, 

And Gudgeons (so V— ns— it — t told 
The B— g— t) are as good as Oohl I 

So, pr’ythee, come— oiir F6te will be 
But half a F6te, if wanting thee ! 

J. T. 


APPENDIX. 

Letter IV. Page 294, 

Among the^papers enclosed in Dr. D — g- n— n’s Letter, there is an Heroic 
Epistle in Latin verse, from Pope Joan to her Lover, of which, as it is rather a 
ourions document, I shall venture to give some account. This female Poutifl 
was a native of England (or, according to otliers, of Germany ), who at an eaily 
age disguised herself in male attire, and followed her lover, a young ecclesiastic, 
to Athens, where she studied witli such effect, that upon her arrival at Borne 
she was tliought w^orthy of being raised to the Poufificutc. This Epistle is 
addressed to her Lover (whom she had elevated to the dignity of Catdmal), 
soon after the fatal accouclhement^ by which her Pdlibility was betrayed. 

She begins by reminding him very tenderly of the time M’hen they wci'e in 
Athens— when 

By IHssus’ stream 

We whispering walked along, and learned to speak 
The tenderest feelings in the purest Greek ; 

’ *C— i^— t~nH c willi! exhibit a coinplutt/Mc-iiiOTWe, In resj ort to interior ornament, tn 

what it did at the last Fite. Tlic same splendid draperies,’ etc. etc.— iforwirtg IPost, 

* The sali-ceUarg on the P— s’s vwa table were in the form of an as« with paunierii. 
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Ah I then how little did we think or hope, • * 

Dearest of men 1 that 1 should e'er be Po|^ ^ 

That I— the humble Joan— whose housewife arC 
Seemed just enough to keep thy house ami heart 
(And those, alas * at sixes and at sevens). 

Should soon keep all the keys of all the Heavens 1' 

Still less (she continues %o say) could they hare foreseen that such a cata 
strophe as hii happened in Council would befall them— that she 

* Should thus auimrise the Conclave’s grave decorum, 

And let a UttU Pope pop out before ’em— 

Pope Innocent / alas, the only one 

That name should ever have been dxed upon !’ 

She then very pathetically laments the. downfall of her fatness, and 
enumerates the various treasures to which she is doomed to bid farewell for 
ever, '' 

‘ But oil ! more dear, more precious ten times over— 
Farewell, my Lord, my Cardinal, my Lover ! 

I made thee Cardinal— thou mad’st wic— ah ? 

Thou mad’st the Papa^ of the World— Mamma !’ 

1 have not time now to translate any more of this Epistle j but I presume the 
argument which the Bight Hon. Doctor and his friends mean to deanco.fromit, 
is (in their usual convincing strain) that Romanists must be unworthy of 
Emancipation mw, because they had a Petticoat Pope iu the Nintli ( Jentury. 
Nothing can bo more lomcally clear, and I dud that Horace had exactly the 
same views upon the subject : 

Uovianus (eheu postcri, nogabitis !) 

Evimciprdne Fojminse 
Pert vallum ! — 


Lktter VII. Page 294. 


The Manuscript, which I found in the Bookseller’s Letter, is a Melodrama, 
in two Acts, entitled, ‘ The Book,’® of which the Theatres, of course, had had 
the refusal, before it was presented to Messrs. L— ck— ngb— n and Co. This 
rejected Drama, however, posaeases considerable merit, and I shall take the 
liberty of laying a sketch oi it before my Headers. 

The first Act opens in a very awful manner ; Time, three o’clock in the 
morning— iSicerti!, the Bourbon Chamber* in C— r— It— n House— Enter the 
P e B— g— t solus.— After a few broken sentences, he thus exclaims : 


* Spanhoim attributes the unanimity with 
vrhich Joan was elected, to that innate and irre> 
sUtible charm by which her ses, thous'h latent, 
operated upon the instinct of the Cardirjils : ‘ Non 
VI aliquik, sod cun cordi ter, omnium in se converse 
'’^sldorio, uuai sunt blandiontis sexas sites, la- 
.antes in hac quanquam !' 

* Tliis is an anachronism, for it was not till the 

eleventh century that the Ilishop of Rome took : 
the title of Papa, or Universal Father. i 

* There was a mysterious Rook in the sixteenth I 
century, which employed all the anxious curiosity 
of the learned ofthat day— everyone spoke of it; 
many wrote a;rainst it; thouf^h it does not appear j 


that anybody had ever seen it; and, indeed, Gro 
tins is ot opinion that no such book ever existed. 
It was entitled ‘Libor dc trlbus impostorihus ' 
(See ‘ Morbof. Cap. de Libris damnatis.’)— Our 
more modem inystci'y of the * Rook * resembles 
this in many particulars ; and if the number of 
lawyers employed in drawing it up be stated eor- 
roctly, a slight alteration of tlie title into* a trihus 
impostoribus * would produce a coincidence alto- 
gether very remarkable. 

, “* The chamber, I suppose, which was prepwed 
for the reception of the Bourbons at the llrat 
Grand Fdte, and which was ornamented (all *■ for 
the deUverance of Rurope') withyf««ra do tyu. 
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* Away— away— 

Thou haimt^st my fancy bo^ thon deyiliali Book I 

1 meet tfiee— trace thee, wheresoe'er I look. ' ' ' 

I see thy damndd t«4; in Eld— n’a hrows— 

1 see thy fool^ap on my H— rtf---4’s Sponee— 

V— ns— t—t’s head recalls thy Uaihem case, 

And all thy blank-leaws stare from E— d— r’s fiice ! 

While, turning here [laying his hand m hu lmrt\ 1 End, all wretched clf t 
Tl»y Ufit of dire E^'raia in myself. 

[TfaU'a ike stage in oomderabk agUatim*] 

Oh Roman Punch ! oh potent Oiira^oa I 
Oh Maraschino I Maraschino oh 3 
Delicious drams ! why have you not the art 
To kill this gnawing Bepk-worm in my heart ? 

He is here intermpted in his Soliloquy by perceiving some scribbled frag- 
ments of paper on the ground, which he collects, and * by the light of two - 
magnificent candelabra ' discovers the following unconnected words—* Wife 
neglected ‘ the Book ’— * Wrmg Measures ike Qiwcw*— * Mr. Lamheti — * &e 

li--g^.' 

Ha ! treason in my House 1— Curst words, that witlier 

My princely soul [shahing ihe^apm molently\ W'hat Demon brought ybu hither 1 

* My wife !’— * the Book,’ too !— stay— a nearer look— 

[Holding fragments closer to the Candelabra] 

Alas ! too plain, B, double 0, K, Book- 
Death and destruction ! ^ 

He here rings *all the bells, and a whole legion of Valets enter — ^A scene of 
cursing and swearing (very much in the Cerman stylo) ensues, in the course of 
which messengers are despatched in different directions for the L— rd Ch— n- 
c— 11— r, the 'D— e of C'— h— 1— d, etc. etc,— TJie intermediate time is filled 
up by anotlier Soliloquy, at the conclusion of whicli the aforesaid Personages 
rush on alarmed— tlie D— o with his stays only hajf-laced, and the Ch— -nc — Sor 
with his wiff thrown hastily over ao old red night-cap, ‘to maintain the 
lK)coiuing splchdour of his office.’^ The R — g— t produces the appalling frag- 
ments, ujjon which the Ch— nc — ^Ilor breaks out into exclamations of loyalty and 
tenderness, and relates the following i»ortontou8 dream 

’Tis scarcely two hours since 
I had a fearful dream of thee, my P — — c ! — 

Methoiight I heard thee, ’midst a courtly crowd, 

Say from thy throne of gold, in mandate loud, 

* WorsJiip Diy whiskers !’— not a knee was there 
But bent and worshipped the Illustrious Pair 

That curled in conscious majesty I {puUs otd his while cries 

Of ‘ ^Vlliskers ! whiskers I’ shook the echoing skies ] — 

Just in that glorious hour, methouglit there came, 

With looks of iifgurcd prido, a Princely Dame, 

And a youn^ maifcn clinging to her side, 

. , — * — 13 — , — 

1 ‘To enable the unlividual «|)o holda the office of Chancellor to uiaintain U in bocotning 
ipleudour.’ (A loud lough.)— Xor^uk«iiZmr(i(|rV« Sjmeh upon the Vice^Chanoelltn'^e Bill. 
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As if she feared some tyrant would divide „ * 

The hearts that nature and afiteetiou tied I 

Matron came-»withi& her right hand ulowed * 

A radiant torch $ while from her ^ a lof£ 

Of Papers hii ey«]-wx)Uected in her veil— 

The venal evidence, the slanderous tale, 

The wounding hint, the current lies that pass 
From Post to Oovriert formed the ipotley mass ; 

Which, with disdain, before the Throne she throws, 

And lights the Pile ^neath thy princely nose. [ Weeps, ] 

Heavens, how* it blazed 1— Fd ask no livelier fire 

[with aniw^io%\ To roast a Papist by, my gracious Sire !— 

But ah I the evidence— agamy^X mourned to see— 

Oast, as it burned, a de^ly light on thee ! 

And Tales and Hints their random sparkles flung. 

And hissed and crackled like an old mauFs tongue ; 

While Post and Oowrier^ faithful to their fame, 

Made up in stink for what they lacked in flame 1 
When, lo, ye Gods !— the fire, ascending brisker, 

Now singes now lights the other whisker — 

Ah 1 wlmre was then the Sylphid that unfurls 
Her fairy standard in defence of curls ? 

Throne, Whiskery Wig, soon vanished into Bmc4c:e, 

The watchman cried ‘ past One,’ and— I awoke. 

Here Ats Lordship weeps more profusely than ever, and tlie K.— g — t (w’hc 
has been veij much agitated during the recital of the dream), by a movemei't 
as characteristic as that of Charles Xll. when he was shot, claps his lianris to 
his whiskers to feel if all be really safe. A Privy Council i.s held— all the 
Servants, etc. are examined, and it appears that a Tailor, who had come to 
measure theR— g — fora dress (which takes three whole pages of the Inisl super- 
fine clinquant in describing), was the only person who liad been in the Boitnxm 
Chamber during the day. It is accordingly determined to seize tho Tailor, and 
the Council breaks up with a unanimous resolution to be vigorous. 

The commencement of the Second Act turns chiefly upon the Trial and Im- 
prisonment of Two Brothers ; but as this forms the under plot of tho Drama, I 
shall content myself with extracting from it the following speech, which is 
addressed to the two brothers,^ as they ‘ exeunt severally’ to Prison 

Go to your Prisons - though the sir of Hjiring 
No mountain coolness to your cheeks shml bring ; 

Though siunmer flowers snal* pass unseen away, 

And all your portion of the glorious day 
M ay be some solitary beam that falls, 

At mom or eve, upon your dreary walls— 

Some beam that enters, trembling as if awed, 

To tell how gay the young world laughs abroad I 
Yet go — ^for though1», as blessed as the air 
Of SlJring or Summer flowers, await you tliere ; 

Thoughts, such as He, w'ho feasts his courtly crew 
In ri(3i conservatories, nevfr knew 1 

1 X2i& Hants. 
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IHire 8elf-csteism--^the smiles that ^ 

The Zeal, whos^ circlmg chanties begin 

With the few lored oses Heaven has plaeed it near, 

Nor cease, till all Mankind are in its sphere 
The Pride, that snffisrs without yannt or plea, 

And the fresh Spirit, that can warble free, 

Through prison^bars, its hymn to lihei^ ! 

The Scene next changes to a Tailor’s Workshop, and a faneifully-arranged 
group of these Artists is discovered upon the Shop-board,.— Their task evidently 
of A royal nature, from the profusion of gold-lace, frogs, etc, that He alwnt,— 
They all rise and come forward, while one of them sings the following Stanm®, 
to the tune of ‘ Derry Down — 

My brave brother* Tailors, come, straighten your knees, 

For a moment, like gentlemen, stand up at ease, 

While I siiSg of our P e (and a fig for his railers), 

The Shop-board’s delight ! the Mascenas of Tailors I 

Derry down, down, down deny down. 

Some monarchs take roundabout ways into note, 

But His short cut to fame is— the cut of his coat ; 

Philip’s Son thought the World was too small for his Soul, 

While our R— g— Vs finds room in a laced button -hole 1 ^ * 

Derry down, etc. 

liook through all Euroj)e’s Kings — at least those who go loose— 

Not a King of them all’s such a friend to the Goose. 

So, God keep him increasing in siz-e and renown, 

StiU thn, fattest and best-fitted F o about town ! 

Derry dovMi, etc. 

Daring the * Derry dowm’ of this last verse, a messenger from the S— c— t— y 

of S c’s Office rushes on, and the singer (who, luckuy for the effect of the 

scene, is the very Tailor suspected of the mysterious fragments) is interniirtcd 
in the midst of hia laudatory exertions, and hurried away, to the no small 
surprise and oonstern<ation of his comrades. The plot now hastens rapidly in 
its development— the nmnagomeut of the Tailor’s examination is higldy skilful, 
and the alarm which he is made to betray is natural without being hidicnms. 
The explanation, too, wliich he finally gives, is not more simple than satis- 
factory. It appears that the said fragments formed jiart of a self-exculpatory 
note which he tad intended to send to Colonel M‘M — -ii upon subjects purely 
professional ; and the corresponding bits f which still lie luckily in his pocket) 
being produced, and skilfully laid l»eside wie others, the following billet-doux is 
the satisfactory result of their juxtaposition : — 

Honoured Colonel— ray Wife, who’s the Queen of all slatterns, 
Neglected to put up the Book of new Fatterns. 

Sho sent the wrong Measures too— shamefully wrong — 

They’re the same uSed for poor Mr. Lambert, when young ; 

But, .bless you 1 they wouldn’t go half round the R— g— t, 

So hope you|l excuse yours till death, most obedient. 

This fully explains tfe whole mystery— the R— g— resumes his wonted 
smiles, and the Drama^teri^i^ites, as usual, to the satisfaction of all ^lartios. 

\ 
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THE INSDEBECTION OF THE PAPEES. 

A DREAM. 

'It would bo imposuble for hifl Boyal Highness to disengage his person from the nccumulatliig 
pile of papers that encompussod iC^lord Cantlerea^h's Sj^eeh upon Culon4 McMahon* » Appomt- 
menu 

Last niclit I tos&’d and turn’d in bed, 

But could not sleep— at length 1 said, 

‘ I’ll think of Viscount C— stl— r— gh, 

And of his speeches— that’s the way.’ 

And so it was, for instantly 
I slept as sound as sound could be. 

And then 1 dream’d— 0 frightful dream I 
Fuseli has no such theme $ 

never wrot(j or borrow’d 

Any horror, half so horrid I 

Methought the P- — c, in whisker’d state, 

Before me at his breakfast sate ; 

On one side lay unread Petitions, 

On t’other, Hints from five Physicians — 

Here tradesmen’s bills, oflicial papers, 

Kotes from my Lady, 'drams for vapours— 

There plans of saddles, tea and toast, 

Death-warrants and the Homing Post. 

When lo ! the ijapcrs, one and all, 

As if at some magician’s call, 

Began to flutter of themselves 
From desk and table, floor and shelves, 

And, cutting eacli some different caiiers, 

Advanced, 0 jaoobiiiic papers I 
As though they said, * Our sole design is 
To suft'oeate his lioyal Highness !’ 

The leader of this vile sedition 
Was a huge Catholic Petition, 

With grievances so full and heavy, 

It threaten’d worst of all the bevy. 

Then Common-Hall addresses came 
In swaggering sheets, and took their aim 
Right at the R-— g — t’s well-dress’d head, 

As if determined to be read ! 
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'Kext Tradesmen's BiUs began to 
^ And Tradesmen’s Bills, we know, mount bigb^ 
Nay) e’en Death-Warrants thought they’d best 
Be lively too, and join/tiifi rest. 

But, oh, the basest of defections * 

His Letter about ‘predilections ^ 

His own dear Letter, void of grace, 
dew up in its parent’s face J 
Shock’d with this breach of filial duty, 

He just could murmur tu Brute T 
Then sunk, subdued upon the floor 
At Fox’s bust, to rise no more ! 

I wait’d— and pray’d with lifted liand, 

‘ Oh ! never may this dream prove true? 
Thohgh Paper overwhelms the land. 

Let it not crush the Sovereign too ! 


PAEODY OF A ClLEBPtATED LETTER. 

a 

At length, dearest Freddy, the moment is nigh, 

When, with P— rc-*v— I’s leave, I may throw my chains by 5 
And, as time now is precious, the first thing I do, 

Is to sit down and urite a wise letter to yon. 

# «'‘tt » # a 

I meant before now to have sent you this Letter, 

But Y- rni ~tli and T th^ght perhaps ’twould be better 
To wait till the Irish affairs wore decided — 

That id, till both Houses had prosed and divided, 

With all due appearance of thought and digestion—- 
For, though H— rtf— rd House had long settled the question, 
r thought it but decent, between me and you, 

That the two other Houses should settle it too. 


I need not remind you how cursedly bad 
Our affairs were all looking when Father went mad ; 
A strait waistcoat on him and restrictions on me, 

A more Monarchy could not well be. 

I was call’d upon then, in that moment of puzzle, 

To choose my ow n Minister — just as they muzzle 
A playful young bear, and then mock his disaster, 
By bidding him choose out his own daucing-master 


I thought the best way, as a dutiful son, 

Was to do as Old Royalty’s self would have dpne. 

80 I sent word to say, I would keep the whole batch in. 
The same ojicst of tools, without cleansing or patching, 
For tools ofdhis kind, like Martinus’s sconce, ‘ 

Would lose ^1 their beauty if purified once ; 


^ The antique shield of Bcribleros, which, upon scouring, turned out to be only SO 

old sconce. ' - 
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And think—ooly oar SViiher shoald 

Upon gracioualy coming agai^ to his mind, ^ 

That improvement had flpml’d any favourite adviier— 

That E— se was grown honest, or W— stm— rel— ^nd wiser— 
That II— d — r was, e’en by one twinide, the bri|^ter— 

Or L— V— Ip — ^I’s speeches but half a potmd lifter— 

What a shock to his old royal heart it would be ! 

No !— far were such dreams of improvement from me : 

And it pl(3ased me to find, at the house, where, you know, 
There’s such good mutton outlets and strong cura^oa,^ 

That the Marchioness called me a duteous dd boy, . 

And my Y-^rm— th’s red whiskers grew redder for joy ! 

You know, my dear Freddy, how oft, if 1 muld. 

By the law of last Bessions I might have done good. 

I might have withheld these political noodles * 

From knocking their heads against hot Yankee Boodles ; 

I might have told Ireland I pitied her lot, 

Might have sooth’d her with hope — but you know I did not. 
And my wish is, in truth, that the best of old fellows 
Should not, on recovering, have cause to be jealous. 

But find that, while he has been laid on .the shelfj 
We’ve boon all of us nearly as mad as himself. 

You smile at my hopes— but the Doctors and I 
Arc the last that can think the K— ng mr will die t 

A new era^a arrived— though you’d hardly believo it— 

Aud all things, of course, must be new to receive it. 

Kew villas, now fetes (which e’en Waithman attends)— 

New saddles, new helmets, aud— why not new frkneU ? 

I repeat it, ‘ New Friends’— for I cannot describe 
The delight 1 am in with this P— rc — v — 1 tribe. 

Such capering ! — Such vapounug !— Such rigour !— Such vigour! 
North, South, East, and West, they have cut such a fjgure," 
That soon they will bring the whole world round our ears, 

And leave us no friends — ^but Old Nick and Algiers, 

When I think of the glory they’ve beam’d on my cliaius, 

'"J’is enough quite to turn my illustrious brains \ 

It is true we are bankrapts in commesree and riches, 

But think how we furnish our A Hies with breeclies I 
We’ve lost the wariti hearts oi the Irish, 'tis granted, 

But then we've ^ot Java, an island much wanted, 

To put the last lingerin|f few who remain, 

Of the Walcheren warrmiB, out of their jiain. 

Then how Wellington fights ! and how squabbles his brother 1 
For Papist the one, and with Papist the other ; 

(ke crushing Napoleon by taking a city. 

While t’other lays waste a whole Cath’lic committee ! 

Oh, deeds of renown ! — shall I boggle or flinch, 

With such prospects before me ? by Jove, not an inch. 


* The lBtter«writer’8 fiiTOttrite luncheon. 




No— let Sml(md^9 afl&iirs go to rackj If tlney idU 
We’ll look o£ter W affaire of tke rtill, 

And, with nothing at home but starvation and rioti 
Find Lisbon in bread, and keep Sicily quiet 
1 am proud to declare I have no predilections, 

My heart is a sieve, where some scattered alfeotionB 
Are just danced about for a moment or two, # 

And the Jiner they are, the more sure to mn through s 
Neither have I resentments, nor wish there should come ill 
To mortal— except (now I think on’t) Beau Br— mm— I, 

Who threaten’d, last year, in a superiSne pasuou, 

To cut me, and bring the old K— ng into fashion. 

This is all 1 can lay to.niy conscience at present, 

When such is my temtm, so neutral, so pleasant, 

So royally free from all troublesome feelings, 

So little encumber’d by faith in my dealings 
(And that Tm consistent the world will allow, 

What I was at Newmarket, the same I am now). 

When such are my merits (you know 1 hate cracking), 

I hope, like the vendor of Best Fatent Blacking, 

‘To meet with the generous and kind approbation 

Of a candid, enlighten’d, and liberal nation.’ * 

By -the*bye, ere I close this magnificent letter 
(No man, except Pole, could have writ you a better), 

’T would please me if those, ^hom I’ve numbugg’d so long 
With the notion (good men 1) that I knew right from vvrongj 
Would a few of them join me— mind, only a few— 

To lot too ifihch light in on me never would do ; 

But even Grey’s brightness sha’n’t make me afraid. 

While I’ve G— md— li and Eld— n to fly to for shade ; 

Nor will Holland’s clear intellect do us much harm, 

While there’s W- stm— rcl— nd near him to weaken the ciiana 
As for Moira’s high spirit, if aught can subdue it, 

Sure joining with H— rtf— rd and Y— rm— th will do it I 
Betweel R— d— r and Wh— rt— n let Sheridan si^ 

And the fogs will soon qiieuob even Sheridan’s wit ; 

And against all the pure public feeling that glows 
E’en in Whitbread himself we’ve a host in G— rge R— se! 

So, in short, if they wish to have jdaces they may, 

And ril thank you to tell all these matters to Grey, 

Wlio, I doubt not, will write (as there’s no time to lose), 

By the twopenny post to tell Grenville the news ; 

And now, dearest Fred (though I’ve no predilection), 

Believe me yours alwa}^ with truest affection. 

P,S. A copy of this is to P— re— v— 1 going— 

Good Lord ! now St. Stephens will ring witli his crowing 1 
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Fiitb and feathar^r artisazi 1 
Best of PIumistB, if you can 
With yoar art bo far preBume, 

Make for me a P- — ©*fl Plume- 
Feathers soft and feathers rare, 

Such as suits a P e to wear ! 

First, thou downiest of men I 
Seek me out a fine Pea-hen ; 

Such a Hen, so tall and grand, 

As by Juno's side might stand. 

If there were no Cocks at hand ! 
Seek her feathers, soft as down, 

Fit to shine on P e's crown ; 

If thou canst not Had thein, stupid ! 
Ask the way of Prior's CMpid. 

Ranging those in order due, 

Plu(3t me next an old Cuckoo, 
Emblem of the happy fates 
Of easy, kind, ooniuted mates 
Pluck him well— be sure you do— 
Who wouldn’t be an old Cuckoo, 
Thus to have his plumage blest, 
Beaming on a R — y— 1 crest ? 


Bravo> Plumist 1— now what bird 
Shall we find for Plume the third ? 
You must got a learned Owl, 
Bleakest ofblaqk-letter fowl— 
Bigot bird, that hates the light, 

Foe to all that’s fair and bright ! 
Seize his quills (so formM to pen 
Books, that shun the search of men ; 
Books, that, far from every oyo. 

In ‘ swelter d venom sleeping^ lie !) 
Stick them in between the two. 
Proud Pea-hen jtnd old Cuckoo, 

Now you have the tiiplo feather, 
Bind the kindred stems togiithcr 
With a silken tie, whose hue 
Once was brilliant Buff and r)Uic ; 
Sullied now — alas, how much ! 

Only Btfor Y— rm— th’a touch. 

There— enough— thy task is dono ; 

Present worthy G go’s Son ! 

Now, beneath, in letters^ neat, 

Write ‘ I serve ’ and all’s comi>lete. 


EXTRACTS 

FROM THE BURY OF A POLITICIAN. 

Wednesday. 

Throttoh M— nch— st— r Square took a canter just now- - 
Met the old yellow chairioty and made a low b<»w. 

This I did, of course, thinking ’twas loyal and eivil, 

But got such a look, oh, ’twas black as the devil ! 

How unlucky !— incog, lie was travelling about, 

And I, like a noodle, must go ffnd him out ! 

Jfc/a.— When next by the old yellow chariot I ride 
To remember there w nothing princely inside. 

Thursduy* 

At levee to-day made another sad blunder— 

What cm be come over me lately, I wonder ? 

The P e was as cheerful, as if all bis life, 

He had never been troubled with friends or a wife— 

‘ Fine weatler,’ saj’s he -to which I, who mmt prate, 
Answer’d, * Yes, Sir, but changeable rather of late.’ 

Ho took it, I fear, for he look’d somewhat gruff*, 

And haudled his new pair of whiskers so rough, 










